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Introduction


JEAN MENZIES


If you were to recall the first legendary name that came to mind when you saw the title of this book, who would it be? If I were to hazard a guess, for many, I presume the answer would be Hercules, or Heracles as he was known by the ancient Greeks. Heracles, the semi-divine son of the lightning god Zeus and the mortal woman Alcmene. Heracles, who slayed the many-headed Hydra when no one else could. Heracles, whose strength was so impressive he could hold up the weight of the sky. Heracles, who travelled to the underworld and back, only to return with the three-headed dog Cerberus under his arm. With such feats to his name, is it any surprise we still remember him today? Some readers meanwhile might choose Achilles or Odysseus, even Jason and his stalwart crew of Argonauts. But what about Cadmus or Bellerophon? Alcestis or Atalanta? These heroes and heroines have stories too.


The heroes and heroines of Greek myth were countless and varied. It is no wonder, therefore, that some names have remained more familiar than others. The fact that we remember any at all is a testament to the continuous popularity of their stories throughout time. Whether because of their daring adventures, enchanting romances, or shocking tragedies, these heroes and heroines have captured the imagination of audiences from antiquity to today. Yet to the ancient Greeks, these men and women were more than just fodder for fascinating stories. Heroes and heroines were one step away from the gods and goddesses themselves.


According to the eighth-century-BCE Greek poet Hesiod, writing in his Works and Days, there were five ages of man as created by the gods and goddesses. The fourth of these ages was the age of the heroes. These men and women were the predecessors of the fifth and what became the final generation of man, our generation. Unlike ordinary men and women, this fourth race were made up of righteous warriors akin to the gods themselves. In many ways, these legendary heroes and heroines received similar veneration from ordinary ancient Greeks as did their gods and goddesses. While they were subject to death, unlike the immortal beings, the stories of these mortal heroes and heroines were far from over. From the eighth century BCE onwards, numerous long-dead heroes and heroines of myth had cults dedicated to them, where they were venerated for the virtues they demonstrated in life. But whether their parentage was semi-divine, or they were granted the favour of the gods in their lifetime, they were always and most importantly mortal, just like you or I (presumably).


Perhaps this is the reason why the stories of these men and women have remained the subject of countless retellings and reimaginations for so many centuries. From the anonymous medieval poem Sir Orfeo, which retells the tragic love story of Orpheus and Eurydice, to the cinematic masterpiece Jason and the Argonauts, which brings to life the epic sea voyage of Jason and his crew, both of which are retold again in this collection, Greek heroes and heroines have never vanished entirely from the public eye. Their stories are timeless. While the gods and goddesses of ancient Greek myth are driven by the same lust and rage that we recognize in their mortal counterparts, their immortality and power often allow them a reprieve from the consequences of their actions; any price they might pay is typically short-lived. The heroes and heroines of ancient Greece, meanwhile, suffer the cost of their choices. Their time on earth is limited and their fates are rarely their own. Is it surprising their stories remain so relatable?


The fifteen stories brought together in this volume were written between the Victorian and Edwardian eras by twelve authors who were as enthralled by the enduring narratives of these ancient heroes and heroines as any other generation. Each time a myth is retold, traces of the period and culture in which it was composed shine through, and this is equally true for this collection. The nineteenth and early twentieth centuries witnessed major political, religious, and social reform in the countries from which these writers hailed. The excitement of innovation and desire to reclaim tradition simultaneously had a hold on society. Yet whether the authors compiled here wrote their versions for children, as Blanche Winder and Nathaniel Hawthorne did, or for adults like Jean Lang and Carl Witt, their work straddled both of these worlds. They took ancient tales of heroes and heroines and told them anew for audiences two millennia removed from the original myths. For consistency, Latin names have been changed to their original Greek in this collection.


I like to think both the range and the timelessness of themes in these myths are also present in this collection. Within these pages you will find tales of love both doomed and joyful; face the consequences of arrogance and greed; cringe at reckless actions while marvelling as cunning plans unfold. You will witness the bravery and strength of heroes and heroines alike, as they slay monstrous beasts and outwit scheming foes. Some myths will end happily while some will not, and others you will have to make your own mind up about. There will be names you will recognize, like Heracles and Circe, and many more I suspect you might not, like Ceyx and Halcyone. And, by the end, you will hopefully have a better understanding of why these heroes and heroines meant so much to the ancient Greeks who worshipped them, how their stories continued to capture the imaginations of nineteenth- and twentieth-century audiences, and what value they might offer modern readers, whether for entertainment or education’s sake.









THE KING WITH THE TOUCH OF GOLD


The myth of King Midas is one that, since antiquity, has taken on a life of its own. Many modern readers I am sure, although familiar with the bare bones of Midas’s story, might not even have known that he’s a figure from Greek mythology. The king whose touch can turn anything to gold has become a cultural icon not least for the timeless message his story denotes: greed is bad. When Midas is presented with the opportunity to benefit from the god Dionysus’s gratitude after helping his friend, he goes too far and asks for the ability to turn anything and everything into gold. As you might be able to predict, this gift is not what Midas hopes it would be. The moral in this story has appealed to countless generations, as Blanche Winder’s retelling makes clear, but does Midas learn his lesson? You will have to read on to see.
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Dionysus, of whom you heard in another story, was very powerful and clever, and could give to human beings almost any gift for which they asked. No wonder the helmsman was pleased to be under his protection! However, Dionysus had a good deal of mischief in his nature, and here is a tale of a prank he once played upon a rich and greedy King.


The King’s name was Midas. He was very wealthy indeed, but he was a shocking miser. He loved gold for its own sake; not for what he could do with it. He collected as much of it as he could, and he loved to count his coins by the hour together. Some of the treasures in his palace were made of pure gold, and he was never tired of looking at them, and handling them, and wishing from his heart that he owned many more.


One morning King Midas was sitting on his throne, when there was a great noise outside, and in came a number of his harvesters and gardeners, leading a strange figure tied up with chains of roses! It was old Silenus, who had lost himself—and not only himself, but all his friends and his prancing wild ass as well. He was very miserable and upset, for the country people had found him asleep in the King’s rose-garden, and thought it a great thing to have caught a wild Satyr. Midas was delighted, for some of his own distant relations were Satyrs; and he entertained Silenus most hospitably for ten days. Then he said he would himself take him back to Dionysus, and he set off through the woods in search of the vine-crowned Immortal. When they reached the flowery glade where Dionysus was living just then, King Midas gave Silenus into the care of his pupil, and prepared to set off home again.


But Dionysus stopped him and said that the King, in return for his kindness, might ask for any gift that he wanted. Midas instantly declared that what he wanted, above everything else, was more money and more treasure. Would Dionysus grant him the gift of turning everything he touched into gold?


Dionysus smiled, and made a little movement of warning with his head. Then he told Midas he would grant his request. But the Shining Immortal shook his head again, and looked amused, as the King went joyfully away. Dionysus was wondering how long it would be before Midas felt very sorry indeed that such a gift had been presented to him.


The greedy King walked homewards through the woods, much pleased with his morning’s work. Presently he thought he would put his wonderful new power to the test. Lifting his hand, endowed with its strange magic, to a green bough that hung just overhead, he drew down a twig, his eyes, shining with excitement, fixed upon the pretty brown bark and green leaves. Lo! and behold, the moment his fingers touched the twig it turned into the brightest, purest gold, and, breaking it away from the branch, Midas carried it homewards with him, his heart beating with excitement as he turned it this way and that, to make it glitter and flash in the sun.


On went the King, holding aloft his golden twig. Presently he thought he would try his power again, so he stooped and picked up a stone; this also turned immediately into gold. Putting it into the pocket of his robe—which had itself been quietly turning into gold all this time—he walked a little farther and came out of the wood into a field of corn. He gathered one of the ears, and that, too, shone instantly with a golden radiance in his fingers. Then he reached his own orchard and, plucking an apple, found himself laden with another treasure. The same thing happened when he picked a bunch of roses in the garden. So, laden with golden fruit and corn and flowers, his pockets heavy with golden stones, and his golden robes trailing heavily about him, King Midas walked up the steps of his palace, and, passing through his surprised courtiers, reached the steps of his throne. He paused for a moment, laid down his spoils, and placed his hand on a pillar—which, of course, turned into gold on the spot. Then he told his lords-in-waiting to send out invitations for a great feast to be held in the banqueting-hall as soon as ever the tables could be spread with delicious food and wine. “For,” thought he, “I will show off my magical gift to all the neighbouring princes and their ministers! How they will envy me my extraordinary powers!”


King Midas sat and played with his glittering golden treasures until the feast was spread, and the guests had gathered round the table. Then he walked, very slowly and magnificently, to his place at the head. Everybody was watching him, for they had heard all sorts of rumours, and were very excited to see what would happen.


King Midas took his seat, and requested his visitors to start eating and drinking. They at once began to enjoy the savoury dishes, the delicate fruits, and the rich cakes. The King watched them for a moment, then, with a smile, lifted a crystal goblet, full of water mixed with wine, to his own lips. He wanted to enjoy their surprise when the goblet turned to gold.


And turn to gold it did—but the water and the wine turned with it! No sooner had the fragrant purple liquid touched the royal lips than down it trickled in a golden stream over the King’s chin! Thirsty and dismayed, he set down the goblet, and reached for some bread, only to find that it turned into gold before he could swallow it! So with the fruit—so with the cakes—so with the savoury meat-pies! The guests, whispering among themselves, began to smile behind their damask table-napkins; and at last King Midas, hungry, thirsty, and very angry, rose from the feast and hurried away.


But a worse trouble even than hunger and thirst was in store for him. Coming to meet him, across the hall of the palace, were his beautiful little sons and daughters, radiant with health, and laughing over their play. They ran to him to kiss him, and, unthinkingly, he took one of them into his arms: to his intense horror, he found that the child in his embrace changed into a golden statue!


He set the statue down, and burst into tears of agony. Then, waving away the other startled and dismayed children, he went to weep in his own chamber. After a night of despair upon a hard, golden bed, he rose early and went off through the orchards and cornfields, until he reached the wood where Dionysus lived. Hurrying down the green, shadowy glades, he never paused until he found the vine-crowned Immortal, seated among his goat-footed friends, with all his wild beasts round him.


Falling on his knees, King Midas lifted imploring hands, and sobbed out his trouble, begging Dionysus to take his terrible gift away from him. So Dionysus told the King he must go and wash at the source of a river not very far away, and he would become quite ordinary once more. The poor King hardly waited to say “thank you” before he hurried off, never stopping until he reached the source of the river, where it bubbled, clear and cool, from the rock. He sprang straight into the water, and plunged his head below the ripples. Behold! to his joy the sticky gold was all washed from his mouth and the sparkling fragments from his wet hair. When he climbed the bank again, he knew that he was, once more, like other men.


But a strange thing had happened! The spell that Dionysus had laid on Midas could never be destroyed, so instead of remaining with the King, it passed into the river itself! A new glimmer shone ever after through the water—the sands ran yellow—and the flowers on the banks nodded golden heads, and dropped golden petals on to golden grass. Even the corn that was sown in the fields near by would sometimes sprout golden ears, and the ground was always hard and difficult to plough. But King Midas was only too happy when, on reaching home, he found that the spell was removed, and that he had his child again, instead of the poor little gold statue that he had left glittering among the pillars of the hall.


King Midas was quite cured of his miserliness, but he seemed to be born to trouble, and he had another unhappy adventure in his old age. He had always been fond of wandering in the woods, and he was a very great admirer of Pan and his music. One day he found Pan and Apollo quarrelling in a quiet, green glade as to which could make the sweeter melody, Pan with his pipes or Apollo with his lyre. The nymphs, who sat round listening, seemed quite unable to judge, so both Pan and Apollo appealed to Midas to settle the dispute. The King, without a moment’s hesitation, declared that Pan’s music was the more delightful—whereupon Apollo lost his temper and cried angrily:


“Whoever says a thing like that must have ass’s ears!”


No sooner had he spoken than the unhappy King’s ears turned into the ears of an ass, just as quickly as his apples and bread had turned into gold!


Poor King Midas! He went home in no lordly manner this time, but as quickly and quietly as he could, and, sending for his lord-of-the-bed-chamber, at once ordered an enormous new head-dress. Until it came, he hid from sight. With the great new head-dress on his head nobody could see the ears, and he only looked like a rather eccentric King of the East. However, he was not able to keep the secret from his barber, whom the King threatened with immediate death if he ever told. The barber was so worried by the knowledge that he felt quite sure he would, one day, let it out. In order to relieve his feelings, he used, each time he cut King Midas’s hair, to go down to the river, and put his face deep among the reeds. Then he would whisper:


“King Midas has ass’s ears! King Midas has ass’s ears! King Midas has ass’s ears!”


Over and over again he would whisper it, until his mind felt relieved, when he would go home again in peace. But unfortunately the reeds learnt the words by heart, and began to repeat them, so that anyone who passed near the river at twilight would hear a little whisper:


“King Midas has ass’s ears!”


This happened so often that at last the secret was a secret no longer. But, as it was only the reeds who told it, nobody took much notice, and King Midas lived quite happily, dressed up in his big cap. No doubt, though, as he grew still older, he gave up wandering in the woods, for nobody could tell what would happen to any mortal who made friends with strange beings like Dionysus and Pan.









CADMUS AND EUROPA


Cadmus is one of the lesser-talked-about heroes of Greek mythology, yet the role he played in ancient myth was significant. In many ways, in fact, he was the first hero of Greek mythology. His journey begins when he sets out across the sea to rescue his sister Europa, who was abducted by the god Zeus in the form of a bull. He travels from Asia to Europe only to abandon his original mission in favour of founding the Greek city of Thebes. Of course, he meets with a number of obstacles along his journey and, while he is off adventuring across an unfamiliar continent, he seemingly forgets all about Europa. You will not, therefore, learn the fate of this hero’s sister in James Baldwin’s account, so for those who are curious, Zeus takes Europa to Crete where she marries the king, Asterius, and becomes queen.
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I. THE BULL


In Asia there lived a king who had two children, a boy and a girl. The boy’s name was Cadmus, and the girl’s name was Europa. The king’s country was a very small one. He could stand on his house top and see the whole of it. On one side of it there were mountains, and on the other side was the sea. The king thought that it was the center of the world, and he did not know much about other lands and people.


Yet he was very happy in his own little kingdom, and very fond of his children. And he had good reason to be proud of them; for Cadmus grew up to be the bravest young man in the land, and Europa to be the fairest maiden that had ever been seen. But sad days came to them all at last.


One morning Europa went out into a field near the seashore to pick flowers. Her father’s cattle were in the field, grazing among the sweet clover. They were all very tame, and Europa knew every one of them by name. The herdsman was lying in the shade under a tree, trying to make music on a little flute of straw. Europa had played in the field a thousand times before, and no one had ever thought of any harm befalling her.


That morning she noticed that there was a strange bull with the herd. He was very large and as white as snow; and he had soft brown eyes which somehow made him look very gentle and kind. At first he did not even look at Europa, but went here and there, eating the tender grass which grew among the clover. But when she had gathered her apron full of daisies and buttercups, he came slowly towards her. She was not at all afraid of him; and so she stopped to look at him, he was so handsome. He came close to her, and rubbed her arm with his nose to say “Good-morning!”


She stroked his head and neck, and he seemed much pleased. Then she made a wreath of daisies, and hung it round his neck. He looked at her with his soft kind eyes, and seemed to thank her; and in a little while, he lay down among the clover. Europa then made a smaller wreath, and climbed upon his back to twine it round his horns. But all at once he sprang up, and ran away so swiftly that Europa could not help herself. She did not dare to jump off while he was going so fast, and all that she could think to do was to hold fast to his neck and scream very loud.


The herdsman under the tree heard her scream, and jumped up to see what was the matter. He saw the bull running with her towards the shore. He ran after them as fast as he could, but it was of no use. The bull leaped into the sea, and swam swiftly away, with poor Europa on his back. Several other people had seen him, and now they ran to tell the king. Soon the whole town was alarmed. Everybody ran out to the shore and looked. All that could be seen was something white moving very fast over the calm, blue water; and soon it was out of sight.


The king sent out his fastest ship to try to overtake the bull. The sailors rowed far out to sea, much farther than any ship had ever gone before; but no trace of Europa could be found. When they came back, everybody felt that there was no more hope. All the women and children in the town wept for the lost Europa. The king shut himself up in his house, and did not eat nor drink for three days. Then he called his son Cadmus, and bade him take a ship and go in search of his sister; and he told him that, no matter what dangers might be in his way, he must not come back until she was found.


Cadmus was glad to go. He chose twenty brave young men to go with him, and set sail the very next day. It was a great undertaking; for they were to pass through an unknown sea, and they did not know what lands they would come to. Indeed, it was feared that they would never come to any land at all. Ships did not dare to go far from the shore in those days. But Cadmus and his friends were not afraid. They were ready to face any danger.


In a few days they came to a large island called Cyprus. Cadmus went on shore, and tried to talk with the strange people who lived there. They were very kind to him, but they did not understand his language. At last he made out by signs to tell them who he was, and to ask them if they had seen his little sister Europa or the white bull that had carried her away. They shook their heads and pointed to the west.


Then the young men sailed on in their little ship. They came to many islands, and stopped at every one, to see if they could find any trace of Europa; but they heard no news of her at all. At last, they came to the country which we now call Greece. It was a new country then, and only a few people lived there, and Cadmus soon learned to speak their language well. For a long time he wandered from one little town to another, always telling the story of his lost sister.


II. THE PYTHIA


One day an old man told Cadmus that if he would go to Delphi and ask the Pythia, perhaps she could tell him all about Europa. Cadmus had never heard of Delphi or of the Pythia, and he asked the old man what he meant.


“I will tell you,” said the man. “Delphi is a town, built near the foot of Mount Parnassus, at the very center of the earth. It is the town of Apollo, the Bringer of Light; and there is a temple there, built close to the spot where Apollo killed a black serpent, many, many years ago. The temple is the most wonderful place in the world. In the middle of the floor there is a wide crack, or crevice; and this crevice goes down, down into the rock, nobody knows how deep. A strange odor comes up out of the crevice; and if any one breathes much of it, he is apt to fall over and lose his senses.”


“But who is the Pythia that you spoke about?” asked Cadmus.


“I will tell you,” said the old man. “The Pythia is a wise woman, who lives in the temple. When anybody asks her a hard question, she takes a three-legged stool, called a tripod, and sets it over the crevice in the floor. Then she sits on the stool and breathes the strange odor; and instead of losing her senses as other people would do, she talks with Apollo; and Apollo tells her how to answer the question. Men from all parts of the world go there to ask about things which they would like to know. The temple is full of the beautiful and costly gifts which they have brought for the Pythia. Sometimes she answers them plainly, and sometimes she answers them in riddles; but what she says always comes true.”


So Cadmus went to Delphi to ask the Pythia about his lost sister. The wise woman was very kind to him; and when he had given her a beautiful golden cup to pay her for her trouble, she sat down on the tripod and breathed the strange odor which came up through the crevice in the rock. Then her face grew pale, and her eyes looked wild, and she seemed to be in great pain; but they said that she was talking with Apollo. Cadmus asked her to tell him what had become of Europa. She said that Zeus, in the form of a white bull, had carried her away, and that it would be of no use to look for her any more.


“But what shall I do?” said Cadmus. “My father told me not to turn back till I should find her.”


“Your father is dead,” said the Pythia, “and a strange king rules in his place. You must stay in Greece, for there is work here for you to do.”


“What must I do?” said Cadmus.


“Follow the white cow,” said the Pythia; “and on the hill where she lies down, you must build a city.”


Cadmus did not understand what she meant by this; but she would not speak another word.


“This must be one of her riddles,” he said, and he left the temple.


III. THE DRAGON


When Cadmus went out of the temple, he saw a snow-white cow standing not far from the door. She seemed to be waiting for him, for she looked at him with her large brown eyes, and then turned and walked away. Cadmus thought of what the Pythia had just told him, and so he followed her. All day and all night he walked through a strange wild country where no one lived; and two of the young men who had sailed with Cadmus from his old home were with him.


When the sun rose the next morning, they saw that they were on the top of a beautiful hill, with woods on one side and a grassy meadow on the other. There the cow lay down.


“Here we will build our city,” said Cadmus.


Then the young men made a fire of dry sticks, and Cadmus killed the cow. They thought that if they should burn some of her flesh, the smell of it would go up to the sky and be pleasing to Zeus and the Mighty Folk who lived with him among the clouds; and in this way they hoped to make friends with Zeus so that he would not hinder them in their work.


But they needed water to wash the flesh and their hands; and so one of the young men went down the hill to find some. He was gone so long that the other young man became uneasy and went after him.


Cadmus waited for them till the fire had burned low. He waited and waited till the sun was high in the sky. He called and shouted, but no one answered him. At last he took his sword in his hand and went down to see what was the matter.


He followed the path which his friends had taken, and soon came to a fine stream of cold water at the foot of a hill. He saw something move among the bushes which grew near it. It was a fierce dragon, waiting to spring upon him. There was blood on the grass and leaves, and it was not hard to guess what had become of the two young men.


The beast sprang at Cadmus, and tried to seize him with its sharp claws. But Cadmus leaped quickly aside and struck it in the neck with his long sword. A great stream of black blood gushed out, and the dragon soon fell to the ground dead. Cadmus had seen many fearful sights, but never anything so dreadful as this beast. He had never been in so great danger before. He sat down on the ground and trembled; and, all the time, he was weeping for his two friends. How now was he to build a city, with no one to help him?


IV. THE CITY


While Cadmus was still weeping he was surprised to hear some one calling him. He stood up and looked around. On the hillside before him was a tall woman who had a helmet on her head and a shield in her hand. Her eyes were gray, and her face, though not beautiful, was very noble. Cadmus knew at once that she was Athena, the queen of the air—she who gives wisdom to men.


Athena told Cadmus that he must take out the teeth of the dragon and sow them in the ground. He thought that would be a queer kind of seed. But she said that if he would do this, he would soon have men enough to help him build his city; and, before he could say a word, she had gone out of his sight.


The dragon had a great many teeth—so many that when Cadmus had taken them out they filled his helmet heaping full. The next thing was to find a good place to sow them. Just as he turned away from the stream, he saw a yoke of oxen standing a little way off. He went to them and found that they were hitched to a plow. What more could he want? The ground in the meadow was soft and black, and he drove the plow up and down, making long furrows as he went. Then he dropped the teeth, one by one, into the furrows and covered them over with the rich soil. When he had sown all of them in this way, he sat down on the hillside and watched to see what would happen.


In a little while the soil in the furrows began to stir. Then, at every place that a tooth had been dropped, something bright grew up. It was a brass helmet. The helmets pushed their way up, and soon the faces of men were seen underneath, then their shoulders, then their arms, then their bodies; and then, before Cadmus could think, a thousand warriors leaped out of the furrows and shook off the black earth which was clinging to them. Every man was clothed in a suit of brass armor; and every one had a long spear in his right hand and a shield in his left.


Cadmus was frightened when he saw the strange crop which had grown up from the dragon’s teeth. The men looked so fierce that he feared they would kill him if they saw him. He hid himself behind his plow and then began to throw stones at them. The warriors did not know where the stones came from, but each thought that his neighbor had struck him. Soon they began to fight among themselves. Man after man was killed, and in a little while only five were left alive. Then Cadmus ran towards them and called out:


“Hold! Stop fighting! You are my men, and must come with me. We will build a city here.”


The men obeyed him. They followed Cadmus to the top of the hill; and they were such good workmen that in a few days they had built a house on the spot where the cow had lain down.


After that they built other houses, and people came to live in them. They called the town Cadmeia, after Cadmus who was its first king. But when the place had grown to be a large city, it was known by the name of Thebes.


Cadmus was a wise king. The Mighty Folk who lived with Zeus amid the clouds were well pleased with him and helped him in more ways than one. After a while he married Harmonia, the beautiful daughter of Mars. All the Mighty Ones were at the wedding; and Athena gave the bride a wonderful necklace about which you may learn something more at another time.


But the greatest thing that Cadmus did is yet to be told. He was the first schoolmaster of the Greeks, and taught them the letters which were used in his own country across the sea. They called the first of these letters alpha and the second beta, and that is why men speak of the alphabet to this day. And when the Greeks had learned the alphabet from Cadmus, they soon began to read and write, and to make beautiful and useful books.


As for the maiden Europa, she was carried safe over the sea to a distant shore. She may have been happy in the new, strange land to which she was taken—I cannot tell; but she never heard of friends or home again. Whether it was really Zeus in the form of a bull that carried her away, nobody knows. It all happened so long ago that there may have been some mistake about the story; and I should not think it strange if it were a sea robber who stole her from her home, and a swift ship with white sails that bore her away. Of one thing I am very sure: she was loved so well by all who knew her that the great unknown country to which she was taken has been called after her name ever since—Europe.




OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
GREEK MYTHS

Heroes and Heroines

Edited and introduced by
JEAN MENZIES

M

MACMILLAN COLLECTOR’S LIBRARY






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/orn.jpg





