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INTRODUCTION

EARLY ten years had passed between the publica-
N tion of “ The Defence of Guenevere” and “ The Life

and Death of Jason;” but they were busy and pro-
duéive years of designing and organizing. The firm of
Morris, Marshall, Faulkner and Co. was well established,
and the early experiments were crystallizing into work for
whichtheregrewan increasing demand.Everything conceiv-
able for the f%rnishing of a house, froma fire-place toadrink-
ing glass, had to be designed and made to suit the severe and
fastidious taste of my father and his fellow-workers; the ac-
tive members of the firm were kept busy enough! Work-
shop and show-room were established at 8 Red Lion Square;
and the difficulties following inexperience in business and
want of capital, though they may have caused moments of
genuine anxiety, did not daunt these enthusiastic artists or
paralyse their activity, The circular issued in April 1861
shows what was aimed at; it is headed ¢ Morris, Marshall,
Faulkner and Co; Fine Art Workmen in Painting, Carving,
Furnitureand Metals;” it gives the names of all the mem-
bers of the firm, and runs as follows:

“The growth of Decorative Art in this country, owing to
the efforts of English Architeéts, has now reached a point at
which it seemsdesirable that artists of reputation should de-
vote their time to it. Although no doubt particular instances
of success may be cited, still it must be generally felt that at-
tempts of this kind hitherto have been crude and fragmen-
tary. Up to this time, the want of that artistic supervision
which can alone bring about harmony between the various
parts of a successful work, has been increased by the neces-
sarily excessive outlay, consequent on taking one individual
artist from his picorial labours.

“The Artists whose names appear above, hope by associa-
tion to do away with this difficulty. Having among their
numbers men of varied qualifications, they will be able to
undertake any species of decoration, mural or otherwise,



from pictures, properly so called,down to the consideration
of the smallest work susceptible of art beauty. It is anticipa-
ted that by such co-operation, the largest amount of what is
essentially the artist’s work, along with his constant super-
vision, will be secured at the smallest possible expense, while
thework done must necessarily be of a much more complete
order, than if any single artist were incidentally employed
in the usual manner.

“These Artistshaving for many years been deeply attach-
ed to the study of the Decorative Arts of all times and coun-
tries, have felt more than most people the want of some one
place, where they could either obtain or get produced work
of a genuine and beautiful chara&er. They therefore now
establish themselves asa firm for the produéion, by them-
selves and under their supervision, of:

I. Mural Decoration, either in Pi&ures or in Pattern
Work, or merely in the arrangement of Colours, as ap-
plied to dwelling-houses, churches, or public buildings.

I1. Carving generally, as applied to Archite¢ture.
I11. Stained Glass, especially with reference to its harmony
with Mural Decoration.
IV. Metal Work in all its branches, including Jewellery.
V. Furniture, either depending for its beauty on its own
design, on the application of materials hitherto over-
looked, or on its conjuné&ion with Figure and Pattern
Painting. Under this head is included Embroidery of all
kinds, Stamped Leather, and ornamental work in other
such materials, besides every article necessary for do-
mestic use.

“It is only requisite to state further, that work of all the
above classes will be estimated for, and executed in a busi-
ness-like manner;and it is believed that good decoration in-
volving rather the luxury of taste than the luxury of costli-
ness, will be found to be much less expensive than is gener-
ally supposed.”



A second circular in 1862 adds to this list “ Paper Hang-
ings "’ and “Painted Earthenware, including wall-tiles with
picture-subjects, figures or patterns.”

I have beforeme a little o&avo leather note-book which is
a store-house of suggestions and notes, giving tantalizing
fleeting glimpses og my father’s work and play in the year
1862. Gay and serious scraps are jumbled together; the
whole book is incongruous and delightful, and impossible
to reproduce in detail. On one page is a careful sketch of a
helmet of an early type, on another notes of certain illumi-
nated manuscripts in the British Museum, with delicate
drawings of the detail in them; onanotheraswift sketch fora
painted wall or settle, withanotebesideit: “ makea diagram,
give a price;’’ then comes a fat baby crawling, and another
with wings; then we find a list of the subjes of “The Scenes
from the Fall of Troy.” Further on,  come upon an elaborate
study of drapery, then a spirited sketch for the embroidered
hangings in thedining-room at Red House, next caricatures
of the circle, and thumb-nail sketches in gentle satire of the
mannerisms of himself and his friends—little people with
bushy hair, huge sleeves and thin legs. Next come two pages
of careful notes of the Scarborough windows * (some of the
earliest glass of the firm) indicating certain corrections to be
made in one of them; for instance: “ Vine-dressers: Touch
up whitespots: lighten green leaves in basket,”” and so forth.
The notes, in hurried writing, go through all the subjects
minutely, and show the close personal attention he gave to
these matters, allowing no fault to pass uncorrected. And
then there is the draft of a letter to be sent out with the
second prospeusabove-mentioned. This, again, shows how
much thought he devoted to the business. The other mem-
bers of the firm did their designs as the need arose, but all
the responsibility rested on William Morris’s shoulders;
all the thinking and organizing, the business as well as the
creative a&ivity, emanated from him. Coming as it does in

*St. Martin’s, Scarborough, built by George Bodley. Mr Bodley
gave the firm their first important work.



the middle of this little note-book of personal jottings, and
enlarging on the headings in the prospectus of the work
undertaken by the firm, this business-letter has its place
among the “documents” of his life at the time—one of the
very few preserved, unfortunately.

The furniture was mostly designed by Philip Webb,
though he, wonderfully fertile in invention, if not so swift a
worker as my father, could turn his hand to designing any-
thing: embroidery, metal work large and small, table-glass,
tiles. I call to mind manya pretty thing of his that I havelived
with all my life, so to speak, that has been unconsciously part
of my external life, and that I am grateful for. Among other
things, he drew the blue birds in the “Trellis” wall-paper,
which birds, comingand goingamong the bright roses on our
nursery walls in very life-like fashion, were the companions
of our earliest years. But every one in the small circle, man
or woman, was called upon to join in the work. My mother
and her sister and Mrs Burne-Jones embroidered; Mrs
Burne-Jones also painted tiles and experimented with en-
graving. Charles Faulkner gaveup his Oxford work and set-
tled himself in London to learn civil engineering and be
near his friends. He was a mathematician, so, besides taking
a share of the manual work of the firm, he was called upon to
manage the accounts, being, I should think, the only man of
the set with a head for figures. His sisters Lucy and Kate
were busily employed, the latter herself as time went on be-
coming an accomplished designer. Already in Red Lion
Square they had begun to make stained glass, and from that
time forward this wasamong their most noteworthy produc-
tions. A year after the firm is started Faulkner writes to
Cormell Price, who is teaching in Russia:

“Our business in thestained glass and general decoration
line flourishes so successfully that I have decided to give up
engineering and take part in it: so henceforth, or ratherafter
a week or two, Topsy will give himself more to the artistic
part of the work while I shall be the business manager. I



don’t know whether you have heard of our firm before from
me or anyone else. If not, I may just as well tell you that it
is composed of Brown, Rossetti, Jones, Webb, Marshall,
Morris, Faulkner; that it commenced with a capital which
might be considered an infinitesimal of the second order, that
it has meetings once or twice a fortnight, which have rather
the character of a meeting of the ¢ Jolly Masons,’ or the jolly
something elses, than of a meeting to discuss business.”

A few pieces of glass were shown at the Exhibition of
1862, together with some hangings and furniture.* There
were some quarries, etc., for domestic decoration, but the
important exhibit was a series of subje@ts designed by
D. G. Rossetti—the parable of the Wicked Husbandmen in
the Vineyard—which MrBodley placed in hischurch before
mentioned, St. Martin-on-the-Hill, Scarborough. Some of
the firm’s glass was experimentaland not entirely successful,
such as that in All Saints, Cambridge; but through experi-
ment and failure they reached to the rare excellence of the
glass done in the "seventies for the Chapel of Jesus College,
Cambridge, which was almost filled with some of the finest
and most successful windows that the firm ever made.

In the same letter Faulkner says:

“Our firm has arrived at the dignity of exhibition at the
great exhibition, where we have already sent some glass, and
shall shortly send some furniture, which will doubtless cause
the majority of the spe@ators to admire. The getting ready
of our things first has cost more tribulation and swearing to
Topsy than three exhibitions will beworth. Iam goingdown
to Topsy’s this afternoon and shall try to finish this letter
there.”

In a few years the firm had established their reputation,
and in 1867 the decoration of the dining-room at the South

*One of the painted cabinets shown, with panels designed by
William Morris, is now in the Vitoria and Albert Museum.



Kensington Museum was undertaken, a decoration which
remains to-day as a testimony to the practical common-sense
of the firm, being rich and low in tone and quite suitable to
the requirements of a public dining-hall.

Meanwhile the store of tales for the future big work was
being constantly enlarged, and my father had also by him a
poem in dramatic form from thestory of Troy, designed and
partly written as early as 18 57 0r 18 §8. This poem, “ Scenes
from the Fall of Troy,” is in blank verse with lyrics inter-
spersed; it is much to be regretted that it was never com-
pleted, for the scenes that were written are full of poignant
and beautiful passages. I am givingall I can of this in a later
volume.

The story of thegenesisof ““ The Lifeand Death of Jason”
cannot be given without touching a little prematurely on
“The Earthly Paradise.” In the plan of this colleGion of
tales strung together by the narrative of the Wanderers
my father included the Jason legend under the title of the
“The Deeds of Jason.” But as he worked on the subject,
the poem developed and grew out of all proportion with
the other tales, until he decided to publishit separately under
the title it now bears, and with it gauge the taste of the
public for this form of poetic work: the romantic narrative.

¢ Jason” had an unqualified and immediate success; and
much hung on that success, for it is possible that if this long
poem had not taken the public taste, “The Earthly Para-
dise” would not have seenthe light in its present form, orat
any rate would not have been so speedily published. My
father was in spirits over the reviews—a little cautious, too,
and characteristically never over-sanguine until the success
wasanaccomplished faét.“The Athenzum’ hadanapprecia-
tiveand friendlynotice,thoughinthecourse of it the reviewer
rather quaintly remarks: ““The Life and Death of Jason’
has nothing incommon with the hopes, theinterests and the
sympathiesof modern life. For all that appearsin this poem,
the creed of Christendom might never have been professed.”
Strangely enough, it worried many of the poet’s critics that



he refrained from bringing modern morality and modern
religion into a poem on an ancient theme, but they were not
all as friendly over it as the genial “Athenazum ™ reviewer.

In a letter written in June 1867 my father comments on
JosephKnight'sreview of “Jason” in “ The Sunday Times:”
“his notice is a very handsome one, and so is his friend’s in
the‘Athenzum,’ and there wasanother in the ‘Spectator’also
following—so I am getting on pretty well.”

In “The Fortnightly Review” for July 18677 Swinburne
writes an eloquent appreciation of his friend’s work, from
which I quotethe following happy string of phrases: “ Here
is a poem sown of itself. Sprung from no alien seed, cut after
no alien model; fresh as wind, bright as light; full of the
spring and the sun.” And here is another passage which I
offer no apology for giving, it is so satisfying in its stately
measure. He quotes from the tragic moment when Medea
stands amid the ruin of her life, and her thoughts turn from
Jason to her children:

“Kindly I deal with thee, mine enemy;
Since swift forgetfulness to thee I send.
But thou shalt die—his eyes shall see thine end—
Ah!if thy death alone could end it all!

“But ye—shall I behold you when leaves fall,
In some sad evening of the autumn-tide?
Or shall T have you sitting by my side
Amidst the feast, so that folks stare and say:
¢Sure the grey wolf has seen the ?ueen to~-day?’
What! when I kneel in temple of the Gods,
Must I bethink me of the upturned sods,
And hear a voice say:  Mother, wilt thou come
And see us resting in our new-made home,
Since thou wert used to make us lie full soft
Smoothing our pillows many a time and oft?
O mother, now no dainty food we need,
Whereof of old thou usedst to have such heed.
O mother, now we need no gown of gold,



Nor in the winter time do we grow cold;

Thy hands would bathe us when we were thine own,
Now doth the rain wash every shining bone.

No pedagogue we need, for surely heaven

Lies spread above us, with the planets seven,

To teach usall its lore.””

“Rarely,” writes Swinburne, “but in the ballad and ro-
mance periods has such poetry been written, so broad and
sad and simple, so full of deep and direét fire, certain of its
aim, without blemish, without fault. The passion from hence
fillsand burns toaclose; the verseforalittleisasthegarment
of Medea, steeped in strange moisture as of tears and liquid
flame to be kindled by the sun.”

I think that what in “ Jason” struck thecritics who really
soughtinto the heart of things was the clearand simple vision
of pasttimes mingled with the inevitably modern complexity
of motiveand passion (thoughthe impression produced is, of
course, far from being modern). The “Spectator”’ reviewer
indicates this in an article which takes a comprehensive sur-
vey of the poem. He comments on the poet’s treatment of
Medea as fine but modern, the sorceress being merged in
the woman, the brutalities of the legend softened. Itis this
trait united with what a writer of distinéion called William
Morris’s “audacious simplicity” in traversing the whole
field of Greek life and belief, that gives the poem its charm.
“A delightful mixture,” the “Spectator” reviewer calls it,
“oftheold and the new, of Hellenic tradition exercising its
peculiar spell over an Anglo-Saxon mind.”

I always felt that my father’s sympathies were with Medea
—not Medea the sorceress,but the woman weak in the very
strength of her love; that he found the hero himself rather
second-rate and that he refused to sacrifice the reality of this
feeling to any apparent necessity of keeping ¢ Jason ” in the
foreground of the piGture. Indeed, it isnot conceivable tome
that the old legend, told at such length, could have been



welcomed asit was, if he had not madeit a newthing, neither
modern nor an archzological exercise, breathing his own
spirit into it: he certainly could not have worked it out in
any other way. The men of letters who noticed the poem on
its appearance all commented on this handling of Medea as
the personage of the story. I call to mind specially an article
by my father’s old friend, Charles Eliot Norton, in “The
Nation,” andoneby Henry James in “ The North American
Review.” But it seems to me that the thing said most
strongly and direétly about  Jason "’ (which applies equally
to “The Earthly Paradise” tales) comes from a lecture of
Ruskin’s in 1869. The actual reference is only half a sen-
tence; but it lies embedded in a few phrases which explain
with a lucid simplicity the quality of romance,and the truth
that lies within it, taking for illustration the poems of Keats
and of Morris:

“For all the greatest myths have been seen, by the men
who tell them, involuntarily and passively—seen by them
with as great distin@ness . . . as a dream sent to any of us by
night when we dream clearest; and it is this veracity of vision
that could not be refused, and of moral that could not be
foreseen, which in modern historical inquiry has been left
wholly out of account: being indeed the thing which no
merely historical investigator can understand, or even be-
lieve; for it belongs exclusively to the creative or artistic
group of men, and can only be interpreted by those of their
race, who themselves in some measure also see visions and
dream dreams.

“So thatyou may obtaina moretruthful idea of the nature
of Greek religion and legend from the poems of Keats, and
the nearly as beautiful, and, in general grasp of subje&, far
more powerful, recent work of Morris, than from frigid
scholarship, however extensive. Not that the poet’s impres-
sions or renderings of things are wholly true, but their truth
is vital, not formal.”*

*4«Queen of the Air.”



One may not agree with everything that Ruskin says
here, but it all leads up to the significance of this last phrase.

The text used here is that of 1882, “the eighth edition,
revised by the author.” The first edition, which sold off at
once, was published on commission by Messrs Bell & Daldy,
and they then arranged to print 1,000 copies on their own
account, 500 being issued at the end of 1867, and the re-
mainder from stereotype plates the next year.

By this time my father had grown into closeacquaintance
with Mr F. S. Ellis, a bookseller of King Street, Covent
Garden, whose shop had particular attra&tions for him; he
offered toundertake the future editions of  Jason,” and this
was the beginning of a life-long friendship between poet
and publisher.

All the early editions are somewhat rare,and it is interest-
ing to compare them with the later issues. Theargumentsto
the chapters were first added to Bell & Daldy’s second edi-
tion, otherwise not very much was altered at that time. The
work reached its eighth edition (1882) before any serious
revision was made, and then, for thesecond time, large paper
copies* were printed, to range with those of “The Earthly
Paradise.” The corretions now made were very consider-
able; and here it is not the author in later life revising in the
light of fuller experience an early work with which he is
perhapsout of sympathys,itis the craftsman thoroughly over-
haulingapoem of established value,and giving it back tothe
public, rounded, finished to the best of his power. Some of
the corre@ions make for improvement of the measure, some
for the music of the vowel-sounds, others for strengthening
the phrases or simplifying them. I should like to give a few
examples of these alterations; they occur on almost every
page, and form a searching and sustained revision through-
out the poem.

* The first large paper edition of “ Jason” isundated, but was issued
shortly after the first volumes of ¢ The Earthly Paradise.”




1867

And when the spring brings love, then mayst thou find
In some fair grassy place the wood nymphs kind,

isaltered to:
1882.

And when the spring brings love, then mayst thou hap
On the kind wood nymphs in the mountain’s lap,

p- 4

1867.

And yet, since now thou showest me such goodwill,
Fain would I be a King a short while still,

That everything in order I may set,

Nor any man thereby may trouble get:

And now I bid thee stand by me to-day

And cast all fear and troublous thoughts away.

1882.

1867

And yet, since now thou showest me such goodwill,
Fain would I be a King a short while still,
That I may set all things in order due,
Lest there be some who should my going rue:
Be thou beside me still, my brother’s son,
And count the day of fear and trouble done.
p-18.

And midst all pain and joy, and wrong and right
Thy name to all shall be a dear delight
While the world lasts, if this avail thee aught.

1882.

While the world lasts, if this avail thee aught.

And ’midst all pain and joy, and right and wrong,
Thy name shall be a solace and a song

p-189.



1867.
" Nay,” said the king, “full surely many a day
Of summer will there be to play this play
But on this day to Citheraea’s house
Folk go both maids and young men amorous
Yea elders like to me will hold this feast.”

1882.
““Meseems,” the king said, “Summer yet is young,
And on the wall thy quiver may be hung,
When unto Citherza’s house of gold
Go thronging man and maid and young and old:
When elders like to me will hold this feast.”
p-274-
1867.
Since like thy measures, clear and sweet and strong
Thames’ stream scarce fettered bore the bream along
Unto the bastioned bridge, his only chain.

1882.
... drave the dace along p-259.

This alteration was made when it was pointed out to the
author that bream were not found in the Thames. And in
the last episode, Jason’s death, the following lines are ma-
tured without change in the images:

1867.
And whether loosed by some divinity
Or that the rising wind from off the sea
Blew full upon it, surely I know not—

1882.
And whether it were loosed by God’s own hand,
Or that the rising sea-wind smote the land
And drave full on it, surely I know not—

p-296.



The following stanzas, written on two fragile leaves of
note-paper, are inscribed in my father’s hand: “Tocomebe-
tween ‘March’ and ¢The Deeds of Jason;’” so this is the
placeassigned to “Jason” in the “ Earthly Paradise” scheme;
1t was to be the first of the tales.

OW must we tell what life those old men had
While from the glass the last sands quicklyran
Oftheirloved lives; they dwelt there scarcely glad

And scarcely sorry, loved of every man

In such-like joyance as these elders can;

Feeble,and willing life should passaway

In peaceful ending to a stormy day.

And on a time when March was well begun
The rulers of the land in their great hall

Set forth a feast,and there bid every one
Oflords and strangers, and till eve did fall

They feasted, while the March rain beat the wall
Half-heard in pauses of the minstrelsy.

Then spices being brought in, and men being set
About the strangers, spoke the chiefest lord:
“No doubt, O guests, ye scarcely can forget

Of how awhile ago ye spoke a word

Of old tales telling wonders of the sword,

The changing ways of strange folk of all climes
And unforgotten men of ancient times.

“And now this eve there cometh unto me

The memory of a tale ye well may hear

Of the first men that sailed upon the sea

From our old land of Greece, that they might bear
That fleece unto their temple: without fear

They bore to suffer many a dreadful thing,
Therefore to-day their names are flourishing.”



Yo dovcdt,0 fuiolo, gt Jeen s b Loun foryso=

| a o %ﬂ | Yo Ke a Wl !
mgf“éz Z Ww’ g ) ;
s aj/f;r@g% Soy= aand

Qi? trvatin, but oo Conctdle treds2et }

/s a Lcée 774 licav |
mez%% o

U

'
b

e ot v e i

%%WM‘W .
e Loy it teausts axe floends by

——

o~ J

FACSIMILE OF VERSES TQO PREFACE




JASON IN THE EARTHLY PARADISE



“Green is their memory truly,” quoth Sir Rafe,

“ And we perchanceare clean forgotten now ;

They, their great deed accomplished, came back safe,
But we shall never past the white cliffs row

Or see the nesses named by names we know.

Yet tell your tale, although I weep again

Our wasted lives and fond desire and vain.

“And let us think ourselves a little while

But merchants, with no hope but gain of gold,
Willing an anxious hour to beguile

By hearing tell of fearless deeds of old
Wrought spite of fire fierce,and water cold.
Fair Sir, we hearken.” Then the kingly man
This story of the Argo thus began.

To comebetween “ March” and
“The Deeds of Jason.”

The geography of “Jason’ has been questioned, and it is
doubtful whether the poet ever took the trouble to draw a
map of the wanderings of the Argo; but when sorely driven
by some anxious London University students,* Jason” be-
ing set for an examination, he expressed an opinion that she
probably went north by the Don or the Dvina and came
out by the Vistula.

Isawin New York latelya portion of the draft of ¢ Jason,”
which was being offered for saleat a high price. I was talking
about it to Mr Fairfax Murray, whose recollecions of the
old daysare a source from which I am allowed to draw at
pleasure, and he smiled and said: “Yes, your father burnt
his printers’ copy,’ and shortly afterwards some one offered
him £20 for it—tohis great surprise. It struck him as a new
idea that a MS. of his had any market-value, and I think it
made him a little more careful about them afterwards.”

The portrait of my father in this volume is done from a
rather battered print of a particularly happy photograph by






Mr Parsons, a curious being with “views” which unfortu-
nately moved him to destroy all negatives later. My father
wrote to Mr Murray about the sitting in June 1870:

26 Queen Square, Bloomsbury,
Monday.
My dear Murray,
I am going to sit to Parsons the photographer on
Tuesday (to-morrow), could you come with me or meet me
there. I shall be there by 11 at the latest.
Yours very truly,
W, Morris.

Mr Murray made useof this photograph for a beautiful
little miniature portrait on the first page of one of the manu-
scripts written and decorated by my father for Lady Burne-
Jones—“A Book of Verse” it was called. Except for the
early daguerreotype, taken at the age of twenty-three, it is
the earliest photofgraph of him that I know.

The portrait of my mother is a little pencil drawing done
in18 §8—in the Oxford courting days. My mother says it was
a study for the picture of “La Belle Iseult.”” Mr Emery
Walker has reproduced it admirably, for the original had
been lying about, folded in two—across the face—and was
altogether in a very unpromising condition.

With the kind permission of the owner, Mr Buxton For-
man, [ have reproduced a page of writing from a manuscript
note-book containing part of “The Lifeand Death of Jason.”
This manuscript is interesting and rare, as it has fortunately
been left intad. It is a quarto marbled book with leather back
and covers, and a paper label pasted on, inscribed in the
author’s hand: “The deeds of Jason, Continued. Vol. X;7*
the fly-leaf has the following: “If you find this book bring it
tothe owner,W. Morris 26 Queen Sq: Bloomsbury,and you
shall be rewarded.”

* Vol. X of these note books; all of them had a similar label.






All through the “Jason” manuscript the subjeés to be
illustrated by Burne-Jones are noted opposite the passages
selected on the verso of the previous page. The lovely song
of the Nymph to Hylas in Book IV, from which thefacsimile
in this volume is taken, has undergone no change in the re-
vised edition of 1882.%Jason” was begun in volume VI of the
manuscript books containing the “ Earthly Paradise ” tales;
according to the label in the author’s hand, it contained: *

Hill of Venus (concluded)
Writing on the Image
The Story of Dorothea
The Deeds of Jason.

Sothat“ Jason” wasbeguninthisbook, and the sequence
of these talesisasabove, if, as I believe, the manuscript books
mostly represent the first drafts—beyond, perhaps, some
fragmentary notes, and two or three small note-books con-
taining portions of the earliest tales in swift pencil writing.

* See Introduction to Vol. ITI, p. xv.
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THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON

THE ARGUMENT
JASON, THE SON OF ASON, KING OF IOLCHOS,
HAVING COME TO MAN’'S ESTATE, DEMAN-
DED OF PELIAS HIS FATHER’S KINGDOM,
WHICHHEHELD WRONGFULLY.BUTPELIAS
ANSWERED,THATIFHEWOULD BRINGFROM
COLCHIS THE GOLDEN FLEECE OF THE RAM
THATHAD CARRIED PHRYXUSTHITHER,HE
WOULD YIELD HIM HIS RIGHT. WHEREON
JASONSAILED TOCOLCHISIN THESHIPARGO,
WITH OTHER HEROES, AND BY MEANS OF
MEDEA, THE KING’S DAUGHTER, WON THE
FLEECE; & CARRIED OFF ALSO MEDEA; AND
SO, AFTER MANY TROUBLES, CAME BACK TO
IOLCHOS AGAIN. THERE, BY MEDEA’S WILES,
WAS PELIAS SLAIN; BUT JASON WENT TO CO-
RINTH, & LIVED WITH MEDEA HAPPILY, TILL
HE WASTAKEN WITH THE LOVE OF GLAUCE,
THE KING’S DAUGHTER OF CORINTH, AND
MUSTNEEDSWED HER; WHOM ALSO MEDEA
DESTROYED, & FLED TO ZGEUS AT ATHENS;
& NOT LONG AFTER JASON DIED STRANGELY.



THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON

BOOK I
JASON, HAVING GROWN UP TO MAN-
HOOD IN THE WOODS, IS WARNED OF
WHAT HIS LIFE SHALL BE.

N Thessaly, beside the tumbling sea,

I Once dwelt a folk, men called the Minyz;

For, coming from Orchomenus the old,
Bearing their wives and children, beasts and gold,
Through many a league of land they took their way,
And stopped at last, where in a sunny bay
The green Anaurus cleaves the white sea-sand,
And eastward inland doth Mount Pelion stand,
Where bears and wolves the centaurs’ arrows find;
And southward is a gentle sea and kind,

Nigh landlocked, peopled with all kinds of fish,
And the good land yields all that man can wish.

So there they built Iolchos great of girth,

That daily waxed till these had left the earth,
With many another, and Cretheus the king
Had died, and left his crown and everything
To Ason, his own son by fair Tyro;

Whom, in unhappy days and long ago,

A God had loved, whose son was Pelias.

And so, within a while, it came to pass
This Pelias, being both covetous and strong
And full of wiles, and deeming nought was wrong
‘That wrought him good, thrust Zson from his throne,
And over all the Minyz reigned alone;

While Ason, like a poor and feeble lord,
Dwelt in Iolchos still, nor was his word
Regarded much by any man therein,

Nor did men labour much his praise to win.



Now 'mid all this a fair young son he had;
Of whom he thought when good had fallen to bad:
“Though Pelias doth to-day my life endure,
Yet may he crave to make his kingship sure
Some morrow yet by slaying sire and son:
Therefore will I send forth the little one,
Ere Pelias feels his high seat tottering,
And gets to know the terrors of a king,
That blood alone can deaden.” Therewithal
A faithful slave unto him did he call,
And bade him from his nurses take the child
And bear him forth unto the forest wild
About the feet of Pelion: there should he
Blow loudly on a horn of ivory
That ZEson gave him; then would come to him
A Centaur, grave of face and large of limb,
Before whom he should fall upon his knees
And holding forth the child, say words like these:
O my lord Chiron, Ason sends me here
To say, if ever you have held him dear,
Take now this child, his son, and rear him up
Till we have fully drained the bitter cup
The Fates have filled for us;and if times change
While through the peaceful oakwood here you range,
And the crown comes upon the youngling’s head,
Then, though a king right fair apparelled,
Yet unto you shall he be but aslave,
Since now from fear his tender years you save;”
 And then,” quoth ZEson, “all these words being said,
Hold out this ring, set with a ruby red,
Adorned with gold and man-like images,
And this same horn, whereon, "twixt carven trees,
Diana follows up the flying hart;
They shall be signs of truth upon your part.
Then leave the child with him; and fear no whit,
Butall the Centaur saith, give ear to it
And tell me all: now bring the child in haste;
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Book I

Dusk grows the world, and day is weary-faced.”
‘Then went the man and came again to him
With Jason, who was strong and large of limb
As for his years, and now upon his feet
Went firmly, and began to feel life sweet,
And longed for this and that, and on his tongue,
Bewildered, half articulate, speech hung.
But Ason, when he saw the sturdy boy,
His bright round limbs and face lit up with joy
Of very life, sighed deeply, and he spake:
QO head beloved, I pray thou mayst not ache
With bearing of the crown; were it not good
That thou shouldst live and die within this wood
That clothes the feet of Pelion, knowing nought
Of all the things by foolish men so sought;
For there, no doubt, is everything man needs—
The quiver, with the iron-pointed reeds,
The cornel bow, the wood-knife at the side,
The garments of the spotted panther’s hide,
The bed of bear-skin in the hollow hill,
The bath within the pool of some green rill;
There shall the quick-eyed centaurs be thy friends,
Unto whose hearts such wisdom great Jove sends
They know the past and future, and fear nought
That by the Fates upon them may be brought,
And when the spring brings love, then mayst thou hap
On the kind wood-nymphs in the mountain’s lap,
And choose thy mate, and with her, hand in hand,
Go wandering through the blossoming sweet land;
And nought of evil there shall come to thee,
But like the golden age shall all things be;
And when upon thee falls the fated day,
Fearless and painless shalt thou pass away.”
So spoke he foolishly, nor knew indeed
How many hearts his son should make to bleed,
How many griefs his head, whitened with care
Long ere its time, before his death should bear,
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Now, since the moonless night and dark was come, Book 1
Time was it that the child should leave his home;
So men to Ason’s door the war-horse led
That was to bear them from the gates of dread,
And by the godlike Ason stood the slave,
With wallet on his back, and sharpened glaive
Girt to his side; to whom the horn and ring,
Fit for the belt and finger of a king,
Did Ason give, and therewith kissed the boy,
Who with his black beard played, and laughed for joy
To see the war-horse in the red torch-light,
At last, being mounted, forth into the night
They rode, and thus hath Jason left his home.

All night they rode, and at the dawn, being come

Unto the outskirts of the forest wild,
They left the horse, and the still sleeping child
The slave bore in his arms, until they came
Unto the place where, living free from blame,
Chiron the old roamed through the oaken wood;
There by a flowering thorn-bush the slave stood,
And set the little Jason on the ground;
Who, waking from sweet sleep, looked all around
And ’gan to prattle; but his guardian drew
The horn from off his neck, and thereon blew
A point of hunting known to two or three,
That sounded through the forest merrily,
Then waited listening.

And meantime the sun,
Come from Eubcean cliffs, had just begun
To light the high tips of the forest grass,
And in the thorn the blackbird singing was;
But 'mid his noise the listening man could hear
The sound of hoofs, whereat a little fear
He felt within his heart, and heeded nought
The struggling of the child, who ever sought
To gain the horn all glittering of bright gold,
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Wrought by the cunning Dzdalus of old.

But louder still the noise he hearkened grew,
Until at last in sight the Centaur drew,

A mighty grey horse, trotting down the glade,
Over whose back the long grey locks were laid,
That from his reverend head abroad did flow;

For to the waist was man, but all below

A mighty horse, once roan, now well-nigh white
With lapse of years; with oak-wreaths was he dight
Where man joined unto horse, and on his head

He wore a gold crown, set with rubies red,

And in his hand he bare a mighty bow,

No man could bend of those that battle now.

So, when he saw him coming through the trees,
The trembling slave sunk down upon his knees
And put the child before him; but Chiron,

Who knew all things, cried : “ Man with Zson’s son
Thou needest not to tell me who thou art,

Nor will I fail to do to him my part:

A vain thing were it, truly, if I strove,

Such as I am, against the will of Jove.

Lo now, this youngling, set "twixt thee and me,

In days to come a mighty man shall be,

Well-nigh the mightiest of all those that dwell
Between Olympus and Malea; and well

Shall Juno love him till he come to die.

“Now get thee to thy master presently,

But leave with me the red ring and the horn,
That folk may know of whom this boy was born
In days to come, when he shall leave this wild.
Lay now between my arms the noble child.”

So the slave joyful, but still halfafraid,

Within the mighty arms young Jason laid,

And gave up both the horn and the red ring
Unto the Centaur, who the horn did sling
About him; on his finger, with a smile,

Setétiﬁg the ring; and in a little while



The slave departing, reached the open plain,

And straight he mounted on his horse again,

And rode on toward Iolchos all the day,

And as the sunset darkened every way,

He reached the gates, and coming to his lord,

Bid him rejoice, and told him every word

That Chiron said. Right glad was Ason then

That from his loins a great man among men
Should thus have sprung; and so he passed his days
Full quietly, remote from fear or praise.

But memory of the day still Pelias bore,
When from the altar’s very horns he tore
Sidero’s cruel hands, while Neleus smote
The golden-hilted sword into her throat,
And without fire, or barley-cake, or cup,

No pleasing victim, she was offered up

In Juno's temple; so he feared indeed

That he, the king, the Earth-begirder’s seed,
Should meet an evil fate at Juno’s hands:
Therefore he sent for men from many lands,
Marble and wood, and gold and brass enow,
And day by day, with many a sounding blow,
The masons wrought, until at last was reared
A temple to the Goddess that he feared;

A wonder among temples, for the stone

That made it, and the gold that therein shone.
And in the midst her image Pelias set,
Wrought cunningly of purest gold, which yet
Had served him better in his treasury,

So little store the Goddess set thereby.

Moreover, to Dodona, where the doves
Amid the oak-trees murmur of their loves,
He sent a messenger to know his fate;

Who, up the temple steps, beneath the weight
Of precious things went bending; and being come
Back from the north to his Thessalian home,
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Gave forth this answer to the doubtful king:
O Pelias fearful of so many a thing,

Sit merry o’er thy wine, sleep safe and soft

Within thy golden bed; for surely oft

The snows shall fall before the half-shod man

Can come upon thee through the water wan.”
So at this word the king along the shore

Built many a tower, and ever more and more

Drew men unto him skilled in spear and bow;

And through the streets full often would he go

Beset with guards: a terror to his folk

He grew to be, and grinding was his yoke.

And yet indeed were all these things but vain,
For at the foot of Pelion waxed his bane,
And day by day fairer he was to sight,
And swiftly grew in manhood and in might:
Unto whom Chiron taught the worthy lore
Of elders who the wide world filled before;
And how to forge his iron arrow-heads;
And how to find within the marshy steads
The stoutest reeds, and from some slain bird’s wing
To feather them, and make a deadly thing;
And through the woods he took him, nor would spare
To show him how the just-awakened bear
Came hungry from his tree, or show him how
The spotted leopard’s lurking-place to know;
And many a time they brought the hart to bay,
Or smote the boar at hottest of the day.
Now was his dwelling-place a fair-hewn cave,
Facing the south; thereto the herdsmen drave
Full oft to Chiron woolly sheep, and neat,
And brought him wine and garden-honey sweet,
And fruits that flourish well in the fat plain,
And cloth and linen, and would take again
Skins of slain beasts, and little lumps of gold,
Washed from the high crags: then would Chiron hold,
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Upon the sunny lawns, high feast with them, Book 1

And garland all about the ancient stem

Of some great tree, and there do sacrifice

Unto the Gods, and with grave words and wise

Tell them sweet tales of elders passed away:

But for some wished thing every man would pray

Or ever in their hands the steel did shine,

And or the sun lit up the bubbling wine;

Then would they fall to meat, nor would they leave

Their joyances, until the dewy eve

Had given good heart unto the nightingale

To tell the sleepy wood-nymphs all his tale.
Moreover, Chiron taught him how to cast

His hand across the lyre, until there passed

Such sweetness through the woods, that all about

The wood-folk gathered, and the merry rout

That called on Bacchus, hearkening, stayed awhile,

And in the chase the hunter, with a smile,

From his raised hand let fall the crooked horn,

When to his ears the sweet strange sound was borne.
But in the night-time once did Jason wake,

And seem to see the moonlit branches shake

With huge, unwonted clamour of the chase;

Then up he sprung, but ere he went one pace

Unto the cave’s mouth, Chiron raised hisarm

And drew him back, and said: “Surely, no charm

Thou hast, my son, against Diana’s sight,

Who over Pelion goes abroad this night;

Now let those go to her that she doth call,

Because no fenced town, brazen gate or wall,

No coat of mail, or seven-folded shield,

Can guard thee from the wound that ne’er is healed,

When she is angry. Sleep again, my son,

Nor wish to spoil great deeds not yet begun.”
Then Jason lay and trembled, while the sound

Grew louder through the moonlit woods around,

And died off slowly, going toward the sea,
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Leaving the fern-owl wailing mournfully.

Thereafter wandering lonely did he meet
A maid, with girt-up gown and sandalled feet,
Who joyously through flowering grass did go,
Holding within her hand an unstrung bow;

And setting eyes on her, he thought, indeed,
This must be she that made Aétzon bleed;
For, certes, ere that day he had not seen
Within that wild, one made so like a queen.

So, doubtful, he held back, nor dared to love

Her rosy feet, or ivory knees above,
And with half-lifted eyes, could scarcely dare
To gaze upon her eyes or golden hair,
Or hidden bosom: but she called aloud:
«Tell me, fair youth, if thou hast seen a crowd
Of such as I go through these woods to-day?”
And when his stammering tongue no word could say,
She smiled upon him, and said: *“ Who art thou,
Whoseemest fitter from some galley’s prow
To lead the heroes on the merchant-town,
Than throughthewildsto huntthe poor beastsdown,
Or underneath the canopy to sit,
Than by the beech to watch the cushat flit?
Speak out, and fear not.”

“0O my queen!” said he,
“Fair Goddess, as thou seemest well to be,
Give me good days and peace, and maiden’s love,
And let great kings send out their sons to rove;
But as for me, my name is little known,
I am but Jason, who dwell here alone
‘With Chiron in the hollow mountain-side,
Wishful for happy days, whate’er betide.”

“ Jason,” she said, “all folk shall know thy name,
For verily the Gods shall give thee fame,
Whatever they keep back from thee: behold
Restless thou shalt be, as thou now art bold;

And cunning, as thou now art skilled to watch
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The crafty bear, and in the toils to catch Book I
The grey-maned yellow lion; and now see

Thou doest my commands, for certainly

I am no mortal; so to Chiron tell

No longer is it fitting thou shouldst dwell

Here in the wilds, but in a day or two,

Clad in Magnesian garments, shalt thou go

Unto Iolchos, and there claim thine own.

And unto thee shall Chiron first make known

The story of thy father and thy kin,

That thou mayst know what right thou hast herein.
And say to him, 1 bid him do this thing,

By this same token, that the silver ring

Upon mine altar, with Sidero’s blood

Is spotted still, and that the half-charred wood

My priests had lighted early on that day,

Yet lies thereon, by no flame burnt away.”

Then Jason fell a-trembling, and to him
The tall green stems grew wavering, faint, and dim;
And when a fresh gust of the morning breeze
Came murmuring along the forest trees,
And woke him as from dreaming, all alone
He stood, and with no farewell she was gone,
Leaving no traces of her dainty feet.

But through the leavesambrosial odours sweet
Yet floated as he turned to leave the place,
And with slow steps, and thinking on his case,
Went back to Chiron, whom at rest he found,
Half sleeping on the sunny thyme-strewn ground,
To whom he told the things that he had heard,
With flushed and eager face, for they had stirred
New thoughts within him of the days to come;
So that he%onged to leave his woodland home.

Then Chiron said: O fair son, thou shalt go,
Since now, at last, the Gods will have it so:
And know that till thou comest to the end
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Of thy loved life, shall Juno be thy friend,
Because the lovely huntress thou didst see.
Late in the greenwood certainly was she
Who sits in heaven beside Almighty Jove,
And noble things they do that have her love.
“Now, son, to-day I rede thee not to go,
Nor yet to-morrow, for clouds great and slow
Are gathering round the hill-tops, and I think
The thirsty fields full many a draught will drink;
Therefore to-day our cups shall not be dry,
But we will sit together, thou and I,
And tales of thy ?orefathers shalt thou hear,
And many another, till the heavens are clear.”
So was it as the Centaur said; for soon
The woods grew dark, as though they knew no noon;
The thunder growled about the high brown hills,
And the thin, wasted, shining summer rills
Grew joyful with the coming of the rain,
And doubtfully was shifting every vane
On the town spires, with changing gusts of wind;
Till came the storm-blast, sudden, cold, and blind,
"Twixt gorges of the mountains, and drove back
Thelightseabreeze; then waxed the heavenscoal-black
Until the lightning leapt from cloud to cloud,
With clattering thunder, and the piled-up crowd
Began to turn from steely blue to grey,
And toward the sea the thunder drew away,
Leaving the north-wind blowing steadily
The rain clouds from Olympus; while the sea
Seemed mingled with the low clouds and the rain;
And one might think that never now again
The sunny grass could make a pleasant bed
For the spent limbs and dreamy, languid head
Of sandalled nymph, forewearied with the chase.
Meanwhile, within a pleasant lighted place,
Stretched upon warm skins, did the Centaur lie,
And nigh him Jason, listening eagerly
12



The tales he told him, asking, now and then, Book I1
Strange questions of the race of vanished men:

Nor were the wine-cups idle; till at Jast

Desire of sleep over their bodies passed,

And in their dreamless rest the wind in vain

Howled round about, with washing of the rain.

BOOK II
JASONCLAIMSHISOWN:PELIASTELLS
ABOUT THE GOLDEN FLEECE: JASON
VOWS THE QUEST THEREOF.

O there they lay until the second dawn
Broke fair and fresh o’er glittering gladeand lawn;
Then Jason rose, and did on him a fair
Blue woollen tunic, such as folk do wear
On the Magnesian cliffs, and at his thigh
He hung a short-sword and a knife thereby;
His head was covered with a russet-hood,
And in his hand two spears of cornel-wood
Well steeled and bound with brazen bands he shook.
Then from the Centaur’s hands at last he took
The tokens of his birth, the ring and horn,
And so stept forth into the sunny morn,
And bade farewell to Chiron, and set out
With eager heart, that held small care or doubt.
So lightly through the well-known woods he passed,
And out into the open plain at last,
And went till night came on him, and then slept
Within a homestead that a poor man kept;
And rose again at dawn, and slept that night
Nigh the Anaurus, and at morrow’s light
Rose up and went unto the river’s brim;
But fearful seemed the passage unto him,
For swift and yellow drave the stream adown
"Twixtcrumbling banks;and tree-trunks rough & brown
Whirled in the bubbling eddies here and there;
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So swollen was the stream a maid might dare
To cross, in fair days, with unwetted knee.
Then Jason with his spear-shaft carefully
Sounded the depth, nor any bottom found;
And wistfully he cast his eyes around
To see if help was nigh,and heard a voice
Behind him, calling out: “Fair youth, rejoice
That I am here to help, or else meseems
Long might’st thoudwell beside these summer streams,
Then Jason turned round quickly, and beheld
A woman, bent with burdens and with eld,
Grey and broad-shouldered; so he laughed, and said:
“QO mother, wilt thou help me? by my head,
More help than thine I need upon this day.”
“O son,” she said, “needs must thou on thy way;
And is there any of the giants here
To bear thee through this water without fear?
Take, then, the help a God has sent to thee,
For in mine arms a small thing shalt thou be.”
So Jason laughed no more, because a frown
Gathered upon her brow, as she cast down
Her burden to the earth, and came anigh,
And raised him in her arms, and bore him high,
And stepped adown into the water cold.
There with one arm the hero did she hold,
And with the other thrust the whirling trees
Away from them; and laughing, and with ease
Went through the yellow foaming stream, and came
Unto the other bank; and little shame
Had Jason that a woman carried him,
For no man, howsoever strong of limb,
Had dared across that swollen flood to go,
But if he wished the Stygian stream to know;
Therefore he doubted not, that with some God
Or reverend Goddess that rough way he trod.
So when she had clomb up the slippery bank
And let him go, well-nigh adown he sank,
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For he was dizzy with the washing stream, Book II
And with that passage mazed as with a dream.
But, turning round about unto the crone,
He saw not her, but a most glorious one,
A seeming woman, blue-clad, glistering
With something morethangold, crowned like the king
Of all the world, and holding in her hand
A jewelled rod. So when he saw her stand
With unsoiled feet scarce touching the wet way,
He trembled sore, but therewith heard her say:
“Q Jason, such as I have been to thee
Upon this day, such ever will I be;
And I am Juno; therefore doubt thou not
A mighty helper henceforth thou hast got
Against the swords and bitter tongues of men,
For surely mayst thou lean upon me, when
The turbulent and little-reasoning throng
Press hard upon thee, or a king with wrong
Would fain undo thee, as thou leanedst now
Within the yellow stream: so from no blow
Hold back thine hand, nor fear to set thine heart
On what thou deemest fits thy kingly part.
“Now to the king’s throne this day draw anear,
Because of old time have I set a fear
‘Within his heart, ere yet thou hadst gained speech,
And whilst thou wanderedst beneath oak and beech,
Unthinking. And, behold! so have I wrought,
That with thy coming shall a sign be brought
Unto him; for the latchet of thy shoe
Rushing Anaurus late I bade undo,
Which now is carried swiftly to the sea.
“So Pelias, this day setting eyes on thee,
Shall not forget the shameful trickling blood
Adown my altar-steps, or in my wood
The screaming peacocks scared by otherscreams,
Nor yet to-night shall he dream happy dreams.
“Farewell then, and be joyful, for I go,
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Unto the people many a thing to show,
And set them longing for forgotten things,
Whose rash hands toss about the crowns of kings.”
Therewith before his eyes a cloud there came,
Sweet-smelling, coloured like a rosy flame,
That wrapt the Goddess from him; who, indeed,
Went to lolchos, and there sowed the seed
Of bitter change, that ruins kings of men;
For, like an elder of threescore and ten,
Throughout the town she went, and, as such do,
Ever she blessed the old and banned the new,
Lamenting for the passed and happy reign
Of Cretheus, wishing there were come again
One like to him; till in the market-place
About the king was many a doubtful face.
Now Jason, by Anaurus left alone,
Found that, indeed, his right-foot shoe was gone,
But, as the Goddess bade him, went his way
Half shod, and by an hour before mid-day
He reached the city gates, and entered there,
Whom the folk mocked, beholding his foot bare,
And iron-hilted sword and uncouth weed:
But of no man did he take any heed,
But came into the market-place, where thronged
Much folk round him by whom his sire was wronged.
But when he stood within that busy stead,
Taller he showed than any by a head,
Great-limbed, broad-shouldered, mightier far than all,
But soft of speech, though unto him did fall
Full many a scorn upon that day to get.
So in a while he came where there was set
Pelias the king, judging the people there;
In scarlet was he clad, and o’er his hair,
Sprinkled with grey, he wore a royal crown,
And from an ivory throne he looked adown
Upon the suitors and the restless folk.
Now, when the yellow head of Jason broke
16



From out the throng, with fearless eyes and grey, Book 11
A terror took the king, which ere that day
For many a peaceful year he had not felt,
And his hand fell upon his swordless belt;
But when the hero strode up to the throne,
And set his unshod foot upon the stone
Of the last step thereof, and as he stood,
Drew off the last fold of his russet hood,
And with a clang let fall his brass-bound spear,
The king shrunk back, grown pale with deadly fear;
Nor then the oak-trees’ speech did he forget,
Noting the one bare foot,and garments wet,
And something half remembered in his face.
And now nigh silent was the crowded place,
For through the folk remembrance Juno sent,
And soon from man to man a murmur went,
And frowning folk were whispering deeds of shame
And wrong the king had wrought, and ZEson’s name,
Forgotten long, was bandied all about,
And silent mouths seemed ready for a shout.
So, when the king raised up a hand, that shook
With fear, and turned a wrathful, timorous look
On his Atolian guards, upon his ears
There fell the clashing of the people’s spears;
And on the house-tops round about the square
Could he behold folk gathered here and there,
And see the sunbeams strike on brass and steel.
But therewithal, though new fear did he feel,
He thought, “Small use of arms in this distress;
Needs is it that [ use my wiliness;”
Then spokealoud: “ O young man, whatwouldst thou,
Who hast not learned before a king to bow?”
“Pelias,” he said, “1 will not call thee king,
Because thy crown is but a stolen thing,
And with a stolen sceptre dost thou reign,
‘Which now I bid thee render up again,
And on his father’s throne my father set,
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Whom for long years the Godsdid well forget,
But now, in lapse of time, remembering,
Have raised me, Jason, up to do this thing,
His son, and son of fair Alcimidé;
Yet now, since Tyro’s blood "twixt thee and me
Still runs, and thou my father’s brother art,
In no wise would I hurt thee, for my part,
If thou wilt render to us but our own,
And still shalt thou stand nigh my father’s throne.”
Then all the people, when aright they knew
That this was Ason’s son, about them drew,
And when he ended gave a mighty shout;
But Pelias cleared his face of fear and doubt,
And answered Jason, smiling cunningly:
“Yea,in good time thou comest unto me,
My nephew Jason; fain would I lay down
This heavy weight and burden of a crown,
And have instead my brother’s love again,
Which once | lost to win a trouble vain;
And yet, since now thou showest me such goodwill,
Fain would I be a king a short while still,
That I may set all things in order due,
Leest there be some who should my going rue:
Be thou beside me still, my brother’s son,
And count the day of fear and trouble done.
But for thy father ZEson will I send,
That I may see him as a much-loved friend,
Now that these years of bitterness are passed,
And peaceful days are come to me at last.”
With that, from out the press grave Ason came,
E’en as he spoke; for to his ears the fame
Of Jason’s coming thither had been brought;
Wherefore, with eager eyes his son he sought;
But, seeing the mighty hero great of limb,
Stopped short, with eyes set wistfully on him,
While a false honied speech the king began:
“Hail, brother Ason, hail, O happy man!
18
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Whose glorious deeds this fair hour sees begun,

And from my hands thou winnest back the crown

Of this revered and many-peopled town;

So let me win from thee again thy love,

Nor with long anger slight the Gods above.”
Then Jason, holding forth the horn and ring,

Said to his father: “Doubtest thou this thing?

Behold the tokens Chiron gave to me

When first he said that I was sprung from thee.”
Then little of those signs did Zson reck,

But cast his arms about the hero’s neck,

And kissed him oft, remembering well the time

When as he sat beneath the flowering lime

Beside his house, the glad folk to him came

And said: “O King, all honour to thy name,

That will not perish surely; for thy son

His royal life this day has just begun.”
Wherefore unto him, like an empty dream,

The busy place, the king and folk did seem,

As on that sight at last he set his eyes,

Prayed for so oft with many a sacrifice;

And speechless for a while fain must he stand,

Holding within his hand the mighty hand;

And as the wished-for son he thus beheld,

Half-mournful thoughts of swiftly-gathering eld

Came thick upon him, till the salt tears ran

On to the raiment of the goodly man;

Until at last he said: “ All honour now

To Jove and all the Gods! Surely, 1 know,

Henceforth my name shall never perish; yet

But little joy of this man shall I get,

For through the wide world where will be the king

Who will not fear him; nor shall anything

Be strong against him therefore certainly

Full seldom will he ride afield with me,

Nor will he long bear at his father’s board
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To sit, well known of all, but with his sword
Will rather burst asunder banded throngs
Of evil men, healing the people’s wrongs.
“ And as for thee, O Pelias, as I may,
Will I be friend to thee from this same day;
And since we both of us are growing old,
And both our lives will soon be as tales told,
I think perchance that thou wilt let me be,
To pass these few years in felicity
That thisone brings me.”
Thereon Pelias said:
“Yea, if | hurt thee aught, then on my head
Be every curse that thou canst ever think;
And dying, of an ill draught may I drink,
For in my mind is nought but wish for rest.
“But on this day, I pray thee, be my guest,
While yet upon my head I wear the crown,
Which, ere this morn’s new flowers have dropped adown
Your head shall bear again; for in the hall,
Upon the floor the fresh-plucked rushes fall,
Even as we speak, and maids and men bear up
The kingly service; many a jewelled cup
And silver platter; and the red fires roar
About the stalled ox and the woodland boar;
And wine we have, that ere this youngling’s eyes
First saw the light, made tears and laughter rise
Up from men’s hearts, making the past seem dull,
The future hollow, but the present full
Of all delights, though quick they pass away;
And we, who have been foes for many a day,
Surely, ere evening sees the pitcher dry,
May yet be friends, and talking lovingly,
And with our laughter make the pillars ring,
While this one sits revolving manya thing,
Saddened by that, which makes us elders glad.”
Such good words said he, but the thoughts were bad
Within his crafty breast; and still he thought
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How best he might be rid of him just brought, Book 11
By sentence of the Gods, upon his head.

Then moved the kinsmen from the market-stead
Between a lane of men, who ever pressed
About the princes, and with loud words blessed
The hero and his race, and thought no shame
To kiss his skirts; and so at last they came
Unto the house that rustling limes did shade,
And thereabout was many a slender maid,

Who welcomed them with music and sweet song,
And cast red roses as they went along,

Before their feet; and therewith brought the three
Into the palace, where right royally

Was Jason clad, and seemed a prince indeed.

So while the harp-string and shrill-piping reed
Still sounded, trooped the folk unto the feast,
And all were set to meat, both most and least;
And when with dainties they were fully fed,

Then the tall jars and well-sewn goat-skins bled,
And men grew glad, forgetting every care.

But first a golden chain and mantle fair
Pelias did on him;and then, standing up,

Poured out red wine from a great golden cup,
Unto the Gods, and prayed to them, and cried:
“Lords of the World, fair let our bliss abide
This hour at least, nor let our dear delight

Be marred by, aught, until the silent night

Has come, and turned to day again, and we
Wake up once more to joy or misery,

Or death itself, if so it pleaseth you:

Is this thing, then, so great a thing to do?”

Thereon folk shouted, and the pipes again
Breathed through the hallasweet heart-softeningstrain,
And up the hall came lovely damsels, dressed
In gowns of green, who unto every guest
Gave a rose garland, nor yet hasted they,

When this was done, to pass too quick away,
21



Book I1

If here and there an eager hand still held
By gown or wrist, whom the young prince beheld
With longing eyes that roved about the hall.

Now longer did the cool grey shadows fall,
And faster drew the sun unto the west,
And in the field the husbandman, opprest
With twelve hours’ labour, turned unto his home,
And to the fold the woolly sheep were come;
And in the hall the folk began to tell
Stories of men of old, who bore them well,
And piteous tales. And Jason in meanwhile
Sat listening, as his uncle, with a smile,
Kept pouring many a thing into his ears,
Now worthy laughter and now meet for tears.
Until at last, when twilight was nigh gone,
And dimly through the place the gold outshone,
He bade them bring in torches, and while folk
Blinked on the glare that through the pillars broke
He said to Jason: “Yet have I to show
One tale which I were fain that all should know,
All these about us.” Therewith did he call
The herald, bidding him throughout the hall
Cry silence for the story of the king,

And this being done, and all men listening,
He spake and said: “ O noble Minyz,
Right prosperous and honoured may ye be;
When Athamas ruled over Thebes the great,
Upon his house there fell a heavy fate,
Making his name a mere byword; for he,
Being wedded to the noble Nephele,
Gat on her a bold youth and tender maid,
Phryxus and Helle; but, being nought afraid
Of what the righteous Gods might do to him,
And seeing Ino, fair of face and limb
Beyond all other, needs with her must wed,
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And to that end drove from his royal bed
Unhappy Nephele, who now must be

A slave, where once she governed royally;
While white-foot Ino smiling, sat alone
By Athamas upon the ivory throne.

“ And now, as time went on, did Ino bear
To Athamas two children hale and fair;

And therewithal hate grew in her the more
Against the twain that Nephele once bore,

Who yet, in spite of all things, day by day

Grew lovelier as their sad lives wore away;

Till Ino thought: ¢ What help will it have been,
That through these years 1 have been called a queen,
And set gold raiment on my children dear,

If Athamas should die and leave me here

Betwixt the people and this Nephele,

With those she bore? What then could hap to me
But death or shame? for then, no doubt, would reign
Over this mighty town the children twain;

With her who once was queen still standing near,
And whispering fell words in her darlings’ ear.
And then what profit would it be that they

Have won through me full many an evil day;
That Phryxus base and servile deeds doth know,
Unmeet for lords; that many a shame and woe
Helle has borne, and yet is wont to stand,
Shrinking with fear, before some dreaded hand;
If still the ending of it must be this,

That I must die while they live on in bliss,

And cherish her that first lay in my bed?

Nor is there any help till they be dead.’

“Then did she fall on many an evil thought,
And going thence, with threats and money brought
The women of the land to do this thing:

In the mid-winter, yea, before the spring
Was in men’s minds, they took the good seed corn,
And while their husbands toiled in the dark morn,
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And dreaded nought, they throughly seethed it all;

Whereby this seeming portent did befall,

That neither the sweet showers of April-tide,

Nor the May sunshine gleaming far and wide

Over the meadows, made their furrows green,

Nor yet in June was any young shoot seen.
“Then drew the country folk unto the king,

Weeping and wailing, telling of the thing,

And praying him to satisfy the God,

Whoe'er he was, who with this cruel rod

So smote his wretched people: whereon he

Bade all his priests inquire solemnly

What thing had moved the Gods to slay them thus?

Who, hearing all this story piteous,

Because their hands had felt Queen Ino’s gold,

And itched for more, this thing in answer told:
“That great Diana with Queen Nephele

Was wroth beyond all measure, for that she,

Being vowed unto the Goddess, none the less

Cast by the quiver and the girt-up dress,

To lie with Athamas, in kingly bed;

Therefore with grief must she redeem her head,

And though she still should keep her wretched life,

Yet must she give her children to the knife,

Or else this dearth should be but happiness

To what should come, for She would so oppress

The land of Thebes, that folk who saw its name

In old records, would turn the page, and blame

The chronicler for telling empty lies,

And mingling fables with his histories.
“Therefore is Athamas a wretched man

To hear this tale, and doeth what he can

To save his flesh and blood, but all in vain;

Because the people, cruel in their pain,

With angry words were thronging the great hall,

And crafty Ino at his feet did fall,

Saying: €O King, I pray for these and me,
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And for my children.” Therefore, mournfully Book II

He called the priests again, and bade them say

In few words, how his children they would slay,

And when the dreadful Bearer of the bow

Would best be pleased to see their young blood flow.

‘Who said, “ that if the thing were quickly done,

Seeing the green things were not wholly gone,

The ruined fields might give a little food,

And that the morrow’s noon was meet and good,

Above all other hours, to do the thing;

And thereupon they prayed unto the king,

To take the younglings, lest they flee and live,

And many an evil day hereafter give

To Thebes which bore them on a hapless tide.
“Then men were sent, who by the river side

Found Phryxus casting nets into the stream;

Who, seeing them coming, little harm did deem

They meant him, and with welcome bade them share

The glittering heap of fishes that lay there.

But they with laughter fell at once on him,

Who, struggling wrathfully, broke here a limb

And there a head, but lastly on the ground

Being felled by many men, was straightly bound,

And in an iron-bolted prison laid,

While to the house they turned to seek the maid.
“Whom soon they found, within the weaving-room,

Bent earnestly above the rattling loom,

Working not like a king’s child, but a slave

Who strives her body from the scourge to save.

On her they seized, speechless for very fear,

And dragged her trembling to the prison drear

Where lay her brother, and there cast her in,

Giddy and fainting, wondering for what sin

She suffered this; but finding Phryxus laid

In the same dismal place, the wretched maid

Bewailed with him the sorrows of their life,

Praying the Gods to show the king’s new wife
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Ere in some hopeless place her body lay.

“Now in that court a certain beast there was,
The gift of Neptune to King Athamas,
A mighty ram, greater than such beasts be
In any land about the Grecian sea;
And 1nall else a wonder to men’s eyes,
For from his shoulders did two wings arise,
That seemed as they were wrought of beaten gold,
And all his fleece was such as in no fold
The shepherd sees, for all was gold indeed.
And now this beast with dainty grass to feed,
The task of Nephele had late been made,
Who, nothing of the mighty ram afraid,
Would bring him flowering trefoil day by day,
And comb his fleece; and her the ram would pay
With gentle bleatings, and would lick her hand,
As in his well-built palace he did stand.
For all the place was made of polished wood,
Studded with gold; and, when he thought it good,
Within a little meadow could he go,
Throughout the midst whereof a stream did flow,
And at the corners stood great linden-trees,
Hummed over by innumerable bees.

“So on the morning when these twain should die,
Stole Nephele to this place privily,
And loosed the ram, and led him straight away
Unto Diana’s temple, where that day
Her heart should break unless the Gods were good.
There with the ram, close in a little wood,
She hid herself anigh the gates, till noon
Should bring those to the Lady of the Moon
She longed to see; and as the time drew nigh,
She knelt, and with her trembling hands did tie
About the gold beast’s neck a mystic thing,
And in his ears, meanwhile, was murmuring
Words taught her by the ever-changing God,
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Who on the sands at noon is wont to nod Book 11
Beside the flock of Neptune; till at last
Upon the breeze the sound of flutes went past;
Then sore she trembled, as she held the beast
By the two golden horns, but never ceased
Her mystic rhyme; and louder, and more loud
The music sounded, till the solemn crowd
Along the dusty road came in full sight.
First went the minstrels, clad in raiment white,
Both men and maids garlanded daintily;
And then ten damsels, naked from the knee,
Who in their hands bare bows done round with leaves,
And arrows at their backs in goodly sheaves,
Gay-feathered, ready for the flight in air;
Then came three priests; one bore the steel made bare,
One a great golden bowl to hold the blood,
And one a bundle of some sacred wood;
And then was left a little vacant space,
And then came gold, and therewithal the face
Of beauteous Ino, flushed and triumphing,
And by her, moody and downcast, the king.
“And now her heart beat quick and fast indeed,
Because the two came, doomed that day to bleed
Over the grey bark of the hallowed wood,
Of whom went Phryxus in most manly mood,
Looking around, with mournful, steady eyes,
Upon the green fields and the braveries,
And all he never thought to see again.
But Helle, as she went, could not refrain
From bitter wailing for the days gone by,
When hope was mixed with certain misery,
And when the long day’s task and fear was done,
She might take pleasure sometimes in the sun,
Whose rays she saw now glittering on the knife
That in a little time should end her life.
“ Now she, who in coarse raiment had been clad
For many a year, upon her body had
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On this ill day a golden pearl-wrought gown,

And on her drooping head a glittering crown,

And jewelled sandals on her fainting feet,

And on her neck and bosom jewels meet

For one who should be wedded to a king;

Thus to her death went moaning this sweet thing.
“But when they drew anigh the temple gate

The trembling, weeping mother, laid in wait,

Let go the mighty beast upon the throng,—

Like as a hunter holds the gazehound long,

Until the great buck stalks from out the herd,

And then, with well-remembered hunting word,

Slips the stout leash,—so did she slip the beast,

Who dashed aside both singing-man and priest

And girded maiden, and the king amazed,

And Ino, who with wild eyes stood and gazed,

The horror rising in her evil heart.

And thereon Phryxus, seeing the close crowd part,

And this deliverer nigh him, with wings spread

Ready for flight, and eager threatening head,

Without more words, upon his broad back sprung,

And drew his sister after him, who clung

With trembling arms about him; and straightway

They turned unto the rising of the day,

And over all rose up into the air

With sounding wings; nor yet did any dare,

As fast they flew, to bend on them a bow,

Thinking some God had surely willed it so.

“Then went the king unto his house again,
And Ino with him, downcast that the twain
Had so escaped her, waiting for what Fate
Should bring upon her doomed head, soon or late.
“Nor long she waited; for, one evil day,
Unto the king her glittering gold array
And rosy flesh, half seen through raiment thin,
Seemed like the many-spotted leopard’s skin;
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And her fair hands and feet like arméd paws, Book 11
Which the keen beast across the strained throat draws
Of some poor fawn; and when he saw her go
Across the hall, her footsteps soft and slow,
And the lithe motion of her body fair
But made him think of some beast from his lair
Stolen forth at the beginning of the night.
“Therefore with fear and anger at the sight
He shook, being maddened by some dreadful God;
And stealthily about the place he trod,
Seeking his sword; and getting it to hand,-
With flaming eyes and foaming mouth did stand
Awhile, then rushed at Ino as she stood
Trembling and pale, in horror of his mood;
Straightway she caught her raiment up and fled
Adown the streets, where once she had been led
In triumph by the man whose well-known cheer
Close at her heels, now struck benumbing fear
Into her heart, the forge of many a woe.
“So, full of anguish, panting did she go
O’er roughand smooth, till field and wood were passed,
And on the border of the sea at last,
With raiment torn and unshod feet, she stood,
Reddening the flowering sea-pink with her blood.
“But when she saw the tireless hunter nigh,
All wild and shouting, with a dreadful cry
She stretched her arms out seaward, and sprung down
Over the cliffamong the seaweed brown
And washing surf, neither did anyone
See aught of her again beneath the sun.
“But Athamas, being come to where she stood,
Stared vacantly awhile upon the blood,
Then looking seaward, drew across his eyes
His fevered hand; and thronging memories
Came thick upon him, until dreamily
He turned his back upon the hungry sea,
And cast his sword down; and so, weaponless,
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Went back, half-waking to his sore distress.

“As for the twain, perched on that dizzy height,
The white-walled city faded from their sight,
And many another place that well they knew;
And over woods and meadows still they flew,
And to the husbandmen seemed like a flame
Blown 'twixt the earth and the sky; until they came
Unto the borders of the babbling sea.
Nor stayed they yet, but flew unceasingly,
Till, looking back, seemed Pelion like a cloud;
And they beheld the white-topped billows crowd
Unto the eastward, 'neath the following wind.

“ And there awretched end did Helle find
Unto her life; for when she did behold,
So far beneath, the deep green sea and cold,
She shut her eyes for horror of the sight,
Turning the sunny day to murk midnight,
Through which there floated many an awful thing,
Made vocal by the ceaseless murmuring
Beneath her feet; till a great gust of wind
Caught the beast’s wings & swayed him round; then blind
Dizzy and fainting, did she grow too weak
To hold her place, though stillher hands did seek
Some stay by catching at the locks of gold;
And as she fell her brother strove to hold
Her jewelled girdle, but the treacherous zone
Broke in his hand, and he was left alone
Upon the ram, that, as a senseless thing,
Still flew on toward the east, no whitheeding
His shouts and cries; but Helle, as she fell
Down through the depths, the sea-folk guarded well,
And kept her body dead from scar or wound,
And laid it, lapped in sea-wet gold around,
Upon the south side of the murmuring strait,
That still, in memory of her piteous fate,
Bears her sweet name; her, in a little while,
The country folk beheld, and raised a pile
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And lifting up the piteous maiden dead,

Laid her thereon,and there did everything,

As for the daughter of a mighty king.

“But through the straits passed Phryxus, sad enow,
And fearful of the wind that by his brow
Went shrieking, as without all stop or stay,
The golden wings still bore him on his way
Above the unlucky waves of that ill sea
That foamed beneath his feet unceasingly.
Nor knew he to what land he was being borne,
Whether he should be set, unarmed, forlorn,
In darksome lands, among unheard-of things,
Or stepping off from "twixt the golden wings,
Should set foot in some happy summer isle,
Whereon the kind unburning sun doth smile
For ever, and that knows no frost or drought;
Or else it seemed to him, he might be brought
Unto green forests where the wood-nymphs play
With their wild mates, and fear no coming day.
And there might he forget both crown and sword,
And e’en the names of slave, and king, and lord,
And lead a merry life, till all was done,
And’mid thegreen boughs, marked by nocarved stone,
His unremembered bones should change and blend
With all the change that endless summers send.
“So, 'mid these thoughts, afeard, and clinging fast
Unto his dizzy seat, the sea he passed,
And reached a river opening into it,
Across the which the white-winged fowl did flit
From cliff to cliff, and on the sandy bar
The fresh waves and the salt waves were at war
At turning of the tide. Forth flew they then,
Till they drew nigh a strange abode of men,
Far up the river, white-walled, fair and great,
And at each end of it a brazen gate,
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Wide open through the daylight, guarded well;
And nothing of its name could Phryxus tell,
But hoped the beast would stop, for to his eyes
The place seemed fair; nor fell it otherwise.
There stayed the ram his course, and lighted down
Anigh the western gate of that fair town,

And on the hard way Phryxus joyfully

Set foot, full dizzy with the murmuring sea,
Numbed by the cold wind; and with little fear,
Unto the guarded gate he drew anear,

While the gold beast went ever after him.

“But they, beholding him so strong of limb
And fair of face, and seeing the beast that trod
Behind his back, deemed him some wandering God,
Solet the two-edged sword hang by the side,

And by the wall the well-steeled spear abide.

“But he called out to them: ¢ What place is this?

And who rules over you for woe or bliss?
And will he grant me peace to-day or war?
And may I here abide, or still afar

Must I to new abodes go wandering?

«Now as he spake those words, that city’s king
Adown the street was drawing toward the gate,
Clad in gold raiment worthy his estate,

Therefore one said: ¢ Behold, our king is here,
Who of all us is held both liefand dear;

Hetes, leader of a mighty host,

Feared by all folk along the windy coast.

And since this city’s name thou fain wouldst know,
Men call it Aa, built long years ago,

Holpen of many Gods, who love it well.

Now come thou to the king, and straightway tell
Thy name and country, if thou be a man,

And how thou camest o’er the water wan,

And what the marvel is thou hast with thee:

But if thou be a God, then here will we

Build thee a house, and reverencing thy name,
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“Thus spake he, fearful; but the king drew nigh,
Wondering what wise they came by cloud and sky,
The marvellous beast, the fair man richly clad,
Who at his belt no sort of weapon had;
Then spoke he: ‘Who art thou, in what strange wain
Hast thou crossed o’er the green and restless plain
Unharvested of any? And this thing,
That like an image stands with folded wing,
Is he a gift to thee from any God,
Or hast thou in some unknown country trod,
‘Where beasts are such-like? Howsoe’er it be,
Here shalt thou dwell, if so thou wilt, with me,
Unless some God be chasing thee, and then,
‘What wouldst thou have us do, who are but men,
Against the might of Gods?’

“Then Phryxus spake:

O King, no God is angry for my sake,
But rather some one loves me well; for lo,
As the sharp knife drew nigh awhile ago
Unto my very throat, there came this ram
‘Who brought me to the place where now Iam,
Safe from the sea and from the bitter knife.
And in this city would I spend my life
And do what service seemeth good to thee,
Since all the Gods it pleases I should be
Outcast from friends and country, though alive;
Nor with their will have I the heart to strive
More than thou hastjand now as in such wise
I have been saved, fain would I sacrifice
This beast to Jove, the helper of all such
As false friends fail, or foes oppress o’ermuch.’

““Yea, said Aetes,“so the thing shall be
In whatsoever fashion pleaseth thee;
And long time mayst thou dwell with us in bliss,
Not doing any service worse than this,
To bear in war my royal banner forth
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‘When fall the wild folk on us from the north.
Come now this eve, and hold high feast with us,
And tell us all of strange and piteous
Thy story hath.’
“So went he with the king,

And gladly told unto him everything
That had befallen him, and in a grove,
Upon the altar of the Saving Jove,
They offered up the ram the morrow morn
That thitherward the Theban prince had borne.

“And thenceforth Phryxus dwelt in Colchis long
In wealth and honour, and being brave and strong,
Won great renown in many a bloody fray,
And still grew greater; and both night and day,
Within his pillared house, upon the wall
Hung the gold Fleece; until it did befall
That in Aetes’ heart a longing grew
To have that treasure, even if he slew
His guest to get it: so one evil night,
While the prince lay and dreamed about the fight,
With all-armed men was every entry filled,
And quickly were the few doorkeepers killed;
And Phryxus, roused with clamour from his bed,
Half-armed and dizzy, with few strokes was dead.
And thus the King Aetes had his will,
And thus the GOLDEN FLEECE he keepeth still
Somewhere within his royal house of gold.

“And thus, O Minyz, is the story told
Of things that happened forty years agone;
Nor of the Greeks has there been any one
To set the Theban’s bones within a tomb,
Or to Aetes mete out his due doom;
And yet indeed, it seemeth unto me
That many a man would go right willingly,
And win great thanks of men, and godlike fame,
If there should spring up some great prince of name
To lead them;and I pray that such an one,
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Before my head is laid beneath a stone,
Be sent unto us by the Gods above.”

Therewith he ceased; but all the hall did move,
As moves a grove of rustling poplar trees
Bowed all together by the shifting breeze,

And through the place the name of Jason ran,
Nor 'mid the feasters was there any man
But toward the hero’s high-seat turned his eyes.

Meanwhile in Jason’s heart did thoughts arise,
That brought the treacherous blood into his cheek,
And he forgot his father, old and weak,

Left "twixt the fickle people of the land
And wily Pelias, while he clenched his hand,
As though it held a sword, about his cup.

Then, 'mid the murmuring, Pelias stood up
And said: “O leaders of the Minye,

I hear ye name a name right dear to me—
My brother’s son, who in the oaken wood
Has grown up nurtured of the Centaur good,
And now this day has come again to us,
Fair-faced and mighty-limbed, and amorous
Of fame and glorious deeds; nowise content
Betwixt the forest and the northern bent

To follow up the antlers of the deer,

Nor in his eyes can I see any fear

Of fire, or water, or the cleaving sword.

“Now, therefore, if ye take him for your lord
To lead across the sea, all ye shall get
Both fame and wealth, nor shall men soon forget
To praise the noble city whence ye came,
Passing from age to age each hero’s name.”

Uprose the men; forth wenta mighty shout,
And ere the sound of Jason's name died out
The king reached forth to him a cup of gold,
And said: “O Jason, wilt thou well behold
These leaders of the people who are fain
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To go with thee and suffer many a pain
And deadly fear, if they may win at last
Undying fame when fleeting life is past?
And now, if thou art willing to be first
Of all these men, of whom indeed, the worst
Is like a God, pour out this gleaming wine
To him with whose light all the heavens shine,
Almighty Jove.”

Then Jason poured, and said:
«O Jove, by thy hand may all these be led
To name and wealth! and yet indeed, for me
What happy ending shall I ask from thee?
What helptul friends? what length of quiet years?
What freedom from ill care and deadly fears?
Do what thou wilt, but none the less believe
That all these things and more thou shouldst receive
If thou wert Jason, I were Jove to-day.

“And ye who now are hot to play this play,
Seeking the Fleece across an unknown sea,
Bethink ye yet of death and misery,

And dull despair, before ye arm to go
Unto a savage king and folk none know,
‘Whence it may well hap none again shall come
To see his children, and his fathers’ home.
 And do thou, Pelias, ere we get us forth,
Send heralds out, east, west, and south, and north,
And with them cunning men of golden speech,
Thy tale unto the Grecian folk to teach;
That we may lack for neither strength nor wit,
For many a brave man like a fool will sit
Beside the council board; and men there are
Wise-hearted who know little, feats of war:
Nor would I be without the strength of spears,
Or waste wise words on dull and foolish ears.

“Also we need a wright, a master wise,
Taught by the Gods more wit than men devise,
To build us a good ship upon this shore.
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And 1, the eleventh, steer them toward the east,

To seek the hidden Fleece of that gold beast,

I swear to Jove that only in my hand

The Fleece shall be, when I again take land

To see my father’s hall, or the green grass

O’er which the grey Thessalian horses pass.

“But now, O friends, forget all, till the morn
With other thoughts and fears is duly born!”

He ceased, and all men shouted; and again
They filled their cups, and many a draught did drain.
But Pelias gazed with heedful eyes at him,

Nor drank the wine that well-nigh touched the brim
Of his gold cup; and noting every word,

Thought well that he should be a mighty lord,

For now already like a king he spoke,

Gazing upon the wild tumultuous folk

As one who knows what troubles are to come,

And in this world looks for no peaceful home—

So much he dreaded what the Gods might do.

But Ason, when he first heard Pelias, knew

What wile was stirring, and he sat afeard,

With sinking heart, as all the tale he heard;

But after hearkening what his son did say,

He deemed a God spoke through him on that day,
And held his peace; yet to himself he said:

“ And if he wins all, still shall I be dead

Ere on the shore he stands beside the Fleece,

The greatest and most honoured man of Greece.”

But Jason, much rejoicing in his life,

Drank and was merry, longing for the strife;
Though in his heart he did not fail to see

His uncle’s cunning wiles and treachery;

But thought: “ When sixty years are gone at most,
Then will all pleasure and all pain be lost;
Although my name, indeed, be cast about

From hall to temple, amid song and shout:
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So let me now be merry with the best.”

Meanwhile, all men spoke hotly of the quest,
And many a champion 'mid the wine did hail,
Till waned the moon, and all the stars grew pale,
And from the east faint yellow light outshone
O’er the Greek sea, so many years agone.

BOOK III

THE ARGONAUTS CALLED TOGETHER.

Men ’gan to busk them for the quest begun;
Nor long delay made Pelias, being in fear
Lest aught should stay them; so his folk did bear
News of these things throughout the towns of Greece,
Moving great men to seek the Golden Fleece.
Therefore, from many a lordship forth they rode,
Leaving both wife and child and loved abode,
And many a town must now be masterless,
And women’s voices rule both more and less,
And women’s hands be dreaded, far and wide,
This fair beginning of the summer-tide.

N OW the next morn, when risen was the sun,

Now, all the folk who went upon this quest
I cannot name, but fain would hope the best
In men’s remembrance ancient tales did keep
Unto our time, letting the others sleep
In nameless graves—though mayhap, one by one,
These grew to be forgotten 'neath the sun,
Being neither poor of heart, nor weak of wit,
More than those others whose crowned memories sit
Enthroned amid the echoing minstrelsy
Sung of old time beside the Grecian sea.

Howe’er it be, now clinging to the hem
Of those old singers, will I tell of them,
In weak and faltering voice, e’en as I can.
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Who through the gates into Jolchos passed,
Whose lot in fertile Egypt first was cast,

The nurse of Gods and wonder-working men;
His father’s name was Danaus, who till then
Had held the golden rod above the Nile,
Feared by all men for force and deadly wile.

So he, being brought to Jason, said: “O King,
Me have the Gods sent here to do the thing
Ye need the most; for often have I seen,
*Twixt sleep and waking, one clad like a queen,
With beams of light about her glorious head,
And ever hath she spoken words, and said:
¢ Argus arise, when dawn is on the earth,

And go unto a city great of girth

Men call Iolchos, and there ask for one

Who now gets ready a great race to run
Upon a steed whose maker thou shalt be,
Whose course is but the bitter trackless sea—
Jason, the king’s son, now himself a king—
And bid him hearken by this tokening,

That I, who send thee to him, am the same
Who in the greenwood bade him look for fame
That he desired but little; and am she

Who, when the eddies rushed tumultuously
About us, bore him to the river side:

And unto thee shall such-like things betide.’

“Therewith she gave me craft and wisdom great
About this keel for which your quest doth wait,
Bidding me take thee for my king and lord,
And theeto heed my counsel as her word
In all this craft. So if ye would set forth
Before the winter takes us from the north,

I pray you let there be at my commands
Such men as are most skilful of their hands,
Nor spare to take lintel, rooftree, or post
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Of ash or pine or oak that helpeth most,

From whoso in this city lacketh gold;

And chiefly take the post that doth uphold

The second rafter in the royal hall,

That I may make the good ship’s prow withal,

For soothly from Dodona doth it come,

Though men forget it, the grey pigeons’” home.
“So look to see a marvel, and forthright

Set on the smiths the sounding brass to smite,

For surely shall all ye your armour need

Before these blossom-buds have turned to seed.”
Then Jason gave him thanks and gifts enow,

And through the town sought all who chanced to know

The woodwright’s craft, by whom was much begun,

Whilst he took gifts of wood from many an one,

And getting timber with great gifts of gold,

Spared not to take the post that did uphold

The second rafter in the royal hall

'To make the new ship’s goodly prow withal.
So Argus laboured, and the work was sped

Moreover, by a man with hoary head

Whose dwelling and whose name no man could know,

Who many a secret of the craft did show,

And, 'mid their work, men gazed at him askance,

Half fearful of his reverend piercing glance,

But did his bidding; yet knew not indeed,

It was the Queen of Heaven, and Saturn’s seed.

Meanwhile came many heroes to the town:
Asterion, dweller on the windy down
Below Phileus, far up in the north;
Slow-footed Polyphemus, late borne forth
In chariot from Larissa, that beholds
Green-girt Peneus cleaving fertile wolds.
Erginus, son of Neptune; nigh the sea
His father set him, where the laden bee
Flies low across Mzander, and falls down
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Men call Miletus.
Behind him there came
The winner of a great and dreaded name,
Theseus, the slayer of the fearful beast
Who soon in winding halls should make his feast
On youths and maidens; and with him there rode
The king Pirithous; who his loved abode
Amid the shady trees, had left that tide,
Where fly the centaurs’ arrows far and wide.

Black-haired was Theseus, slim, and still his cheek
Lacked all but down, for yet he had to seek
The winding ways of Dadalus the old;

But long and twining locks of ruddy gold
Blew round the face of the huge forest king,
As carelessly he rode and feared no thing.

Great joy had Jason, gazing on the twain,

Young though they were, and thought that not in vain
His quest should be, if such as these had will
The hollow of his great black ship to fill.

Next, threading Argive ways and woody lanes,
Came Nauplius, son of Neptune, to those plains,
Crossing Anaurus dryshod, for his sire
Withthreatsandblowsdroveup theland-streamhigher,
And sucked the sea-waves backacross the sands:
With him came Idmon, mighty of his hands,

But mightier yet that he was skilled to know
The counsel of the God who bears the bow,
His very father, who bore not to see

Unloved, Cyrene wandering carelessly

Beside Peneus; Iolaus came

From Argos, too, to win a deathless name;
And if thenceforth came any heroes more

I know not, and their names have died of yore.

But from Arcadian forests came forth one
Who like a goddess 'mid the rowers shone,
Swift-running Atalanta, golden-haired,
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Grey-eyed and simple; with her white limbs bared,
And sandalled feet set firm upon the sand,
Amid the wondering heroes did she stand

A very maid, yet fearing not for aught;

For she, with many a vow, had dearly bought
Diana’s love, and in no flowery stead

Had borne to hear love-songs, or laid her head
On any trembling lover’s heaving breast;
Therefore of mortals was she loved the best
By Her, who through the forest goes a-nights,
And in return for never-tried delights,

Has won a name no woman else can have.

Next through the gates his car Oileus drave,
The Locrian king, red-haired, with fierce grey eyes
Wandering from right to left, as though some prize
He sought for in the rich Thessalian land;

Then Iphiclus beside the gates did stand,
His kine at all adventure left at home,
That on a doubtful voyage he might roam,

Admetus from the well-walled Pherz came,
Longing to add new glory to the fame
Of him whose flocks Apollo once did keep;

And then Echion, who would nowise sleep
Amid Ephesian roses, or behold

Betwixt gold cups and lovely things of gold
The white limbs of the dancing-girl, her hair
Swung round her dainty loins and bosom bare;
But needs must try the hollow-sounding sea,
As herald of the heroes; nor was he

Left by his brother Eurytus the strong.

Neither did Czneus, the Magnesian, long
Less than the others strange new lands to see,
Though wondrous things were told of him,—that he
Once woman, now was man by Neptune’s aid,
And thus had won a long-desired maid.

From nigh Larissa came Aitalides,

Leaving a plain well watered, set with trees,
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And knoweth well the dancing maiden’s feet.
Mopsus, like Idmon, knew of things to come,
And had in Lipara a rocky home.
Eurydamas, tired of the peaceful lake
Of Xynias, was come for Jason’s sake
To lay his well-skilled hands upon the oar,
Dealing with greater waves than heretofore.
Mencetius, son of Ator, from the land
Where swift Asopus runs through stones and sand,
Bridged by the street of Opus, next was seen.
Eribotes, who through the meadows green
Would wander oft to seek what helpeth man,
Yet cannot cure his lust, through waters wan
To seek for marvels, cometh a%‘er him.
Then a rich man, grown old, but strong of limb,
Eurytion, son of Iras, leaveth now
His husbandmen still following of the plough
In the fat Theban meadows, while he goes,
Driven by Fate, to suffer biting woes.
From (Echalia, Clytius the king,
And Iphitus his brother, felt the sting
That drives great men through woes to seek renown,
And left their guarded city, looking down
From rocky heights on the well-watered plain.
Right wise they were, and men say, not in vain
Before Apollo’s court they claimed to be
The first who strung the fatal cornel tree,
And loosed the twanging bowstring from the ear.
Then to the gate a chariot drew anear,
Wherein two brothers sat, whereof the one
Who held the reigns was mighty Telamon;
And Peleus was the other’s dreaded name.
And from an island both the heroes came;
Sunny Agina, where their father’s hand
Ruled o’er the people of a fruitful land;
But they now young, rejoicing in their birth,

43



Book 111

Dreamed not, that ere they lay beneath the earth,

Still greater heroes from their loins should come,

The doomsmen of the Trojan’s godlike home.
Fair Athens, and the olive groves thereby,

Phalerus left, riding through deserts dry,

And rocky passes where no sweet birds sing;

And with him Butes, with the owlet’s wing

Well painted on his shield; and he at least,

Came back no more to share the joyous feast,

And pour out wine for well-accomplished days;

Who, all besotted with the Siren’s lays,

Must leave his mates; nor happier man than he,

Tiphys the pilot came, although the sea

Dealt gently with the ship whose ashen helm

His hand touched; in the rich Beeotian realm

He left outlandish merceries stored up

‘With many a brazen bowl and silver cup,

His heirs should feast from in the days to come,

When men he knew not went about his home.
Next Phlias came, forgetful of the hill

That bears his name, where oft the maidens fill

Their baskets with the coal-black clustering grapes

Far on in autumn, when the parched earth gapes

For cool November rain and winter snow;

For there his house stood, on the shaded brow

Of that fair ridge that Bacchus loves so well.
Then through the gates one with a lion’s fell

Hung o’er his shoulders, on a huge grey steed

Came riding, with his fair Pheenician weed

Glittering from underneath the tawny hair;

Who loosely in his dreadful hand did bear

A club of unknown wood bound round with brass,

And underneath his curled black hair did pass

A golden circlet o’erwrought cunningly

With running beasts; so folk knew this was he

That in Amphitryon’s palace first saw light, -

And whose first hour began with deadly fight;
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The man whose shout the close Nemaan trees

Had stifled, and the lion met in vain;

The ravisher of hell, the serpent’s bane,

Whom neither Gods nor Fate could overwhelm.

Now was he come to this Thessalian realm

To serve with Jason on the wandering seas,

Half seeking fame, half wishing to appease

The wrath of her who grudged him ease and rest,
Yet needs must see him of all men the best.
Laughing he went, and with him on each hand
There rode a swain from out the Theban land;
Hylas was first, whose sire, Theodamas,

Had given him worthy gifts of gold and brass
And gold-wrought arms, that he should see no more
Glittering along the green Ismenian shore.
With him Ephebus came, who many a year

Had backed the steed and cast the quivering spear
In Theban meadows, but whose fathers came
From Argos, and thereby had left their name.

So through the streets like Gods they rode, but he
Who rode the midmost of the glorious three
Q’ertopped them by a head; and looking down
With smiling face, whereon it seemed no frown
Could ever come, showed like the king of all.

Now coming to the palace, by the wall
Sat Jason, watching while an armourer wrought
A golden crest according to his thought;
And round about the heroes were at play,
Casting the quoit; but on the well-paved way,
With clanging arms, leapt down Alcmena’s son
Before the prince, and said: “1 who have won
Some small renown, O Jason, in this land,
Come now to put my hand within your hand
And be your man, if wide report says true,
That even now with cinnabar and blue
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Men paint your long ship’s prow,and shave the oars
With sharpened planes; for soothly, other shores
I fain would see than this fair Grecian one,
‘Wherein great deeds already I have done:
And if thou willest now to hear my name,
A Theban queen my mother once became,
And had great honour; wherefore some men say
That in Amphitryon’s bed my mother lay
‘When I was gotten; and yet other some
Say that a God upon that night did come,
(Whose name I speak not), like unto the king,
With whom Alcmena played, but nought witting.
“Nor I nor others know the certainty
Ofall these things; but certes, royally
My brother rules at Thebes, whom all men call
Ampbhitryon’s son, in whose well-peopled hall,
Right little loved of himand his, I eat,
Nor does he grieve to see my empty seat,
Though, since my name is Hercules, the man
Who owes me hatred hides it if he can.
“And now, O prince, I bid thee take my hand,
And hear me swear that till unto this land
Thou hast borne back the Fleece across the sea,
Thy liege-man and thy servant I will be.
Nor have I seen 2 man more likea king
Than thou art, of whom minstrel folk shall sing
In days to come, when men sit by the wine.”
Then Jason said: “A happy lot is mine!
Surely the Gods must love me, since that thou
Art come, with me the rough green plain to plough
That no man reaps; yet certes, thou alone
In after days shalt be the glorious one
‘Whom men shall sing of, when they name the Fleece
That bore the son of Athamas from Greece,
When 1 and all these men have come to nought.”
So spake he; but the great-eyed Juno brought
His words to nothing, stooping to behold
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Curled thick and close, and his grey eager eyes,

That seemed already to behold the prize

In far-off Colchis: like a God he stood,

No less than he that in the darksome wood

Slew the lake-haunting, many-headed beast.

But on that day the Miny held a feast,
Praising the Gods, and those that they had sent
Across the sea to work out their intent.

Yea, ere the night greater their joyance grew,
For to the throng of heroes came there two,
In nowise worse than any of the best:
Castor and Pollux, who thought not to rest
In woody Lacedemon, where the doves
Make summer music in the beechen groves,
But rather chose to hear the sea-fowl sing.
Their mother wedded Tyndarus the king,
And yet a greater name their father had,
As men deem; for that Leda, all unclad,
In cold Eurotas,on a summer morn,
Bathed her fair body, unto whom was borne,
Fleeing from seeming death, a milk-white swan,
‘Whom straight the naked queen, not fearing man,
Took in her arms, nor knew she cherished Jove,
‘Who rules o’er mortal men and Gods above.
So in the hall of Pelias, in their place
The twain sat down; and joy lit every face,
When both their names the sweet-voiced herald cried.
But the next morn into the town did ride
Lynceus and Idas, leaving far away
Well-walled Messene where the kestrels play
About the temples and the treasure-house.
But of these twain, was Idas valorous
Beyond most men, and hasty of his blow;
And unto Lynceus would the darkness show
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That which he lacked ; and of all men was he
The luckiest to find the privity

Of gold or gems. And on the self-same day
Came Periclymenes, who folk did say

Had Proteus’ gift to change from shape to shape.

Next from Tegea, where the long green grape
Grows yellow in the dewy autumn night,

There came Anceeus, stubborn in the fight.

Amphidamus and Apheus left the trees
Where sing the wood-doves to their mistresses
In the Arcadian forests; and where oft,

If through the springing brake he treadeth soft,
The happy hunter may well chance to see
Beside a hidden stream some two or three

Of tired nymphs, stripping the silken weed
From off their limbs; nor shall Actzon’s meed
Betide him there among the oaken trees.

Next came there Augeas, who at Elis sees,
On his fat plains, the sheep and kine and beeves,
Unnumbered as the rustling aspen leaves
Beside the river. From the grassy plain
Anigh Pellene, where the harvest wain
Scatters the grazing sheep, Amphion came,

In nowise skilled like him who bore his name,
The deathless singer, but right wise in war.
Then through the town there passed a brazen car
Bearing Euphemus, who had power to go
Dryshod across the plain no man doth sow,

By Tenarus he dwelt, beside the sea,

Anigh the temple of the deity

Whose son he was, the Shaker of the earth.

Then came a fresh Anczus, who had birth

In woody Samos, of the self-same sire,
Whose heart white-footed Alta set on fire,
As on the yellow sands at dawn she went.

Then Calydon the great a hero sent,
The fair-haired Meleager, who became,
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The greatest name of the Ztolian land;
While yet on him Fate laid her heavy hand,
In midst of all his glory so raised up,
Who nowise now dreaded the proffered cup
Of life and death she held for him to drain,
Nor thought of death and wishes wished in vain.
With him his uncle rode, Laocoon,
No longer young, teaching his brother’s son
What ’longed to ruling men and unto war.
From Lacedzemon, Iphiclus afar
Had travelled, till the garments richly wrought,
That from his father Thestius’ house he brought,
Were stained with sun and dust, but still he came
To try the sea and win undying fame.
Then came a man long-limbed, in savage weed,
Arcas the hunter, to whose unmatched speed
All beasts that wander through the woods are slow.
In his right hand he bare the fatal bow
Of horn and wood and brass, but now unstrung,
And at his back a well-closed quiver hung,
Done round with silver bandsand leopard’s skin,
And fifty deaths were hidden well therein
Of men or beasts; for whoso stood before
His bended bow and angry eyes, no more
Should see the green trees and the fertile earth.
Then came two brothers of a wondrous birth,
Zetes and Calats, sons of Boreas;
For he beheld Erechtheus’ daughter pass
Along Ilissus, one bright windy day,
Whom from amidst her maids he bore away
Unto the hills of Thrace to be his bride.
Now unto them this marvel did betide;
Like men in all else, from anigh the head
Of each grew wings, wherewith at will they sped
From land to land, *midst of the pathless air.
Next from Magnesia did roan horses bear
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The whistling dart; then o’er the drawbridge passed

Ztolian Palemonius, who not yet

Had seen men armed in anger, or steel wet

With blood of aught but beasts, but none the less

Was willing now to stand among the press

Of godlike men, who, with the Minyz,

Were armed to bring the Fleece across the sea.
Then came Asclepius, whom the Far-darter

Saved living from the lifeless corpse of her

He once loved well, but slew for treason done,

Fair-haired Coronis, whose far-seeing son

He honoured much, and taught so many a thing,

That first he knew how man may ease the sting

Of sickening pain, because all herbs he knew,

And what the best and worst of them could do.

So many a bitter fight with death he had,

And made the heart of many a sick man glad,

And gave new life to many 2 man who seemed

But dead already, wherefore people deemed

‘When he was dead that he was God indeed,

And on his altars many a beast did bleed.
Acastus, Pelias’ son, from wandering

‘Was come that self-same day unto the king,

And needs must go with Jason on his quest,

Careless of princely ease and golden rest.

Next Neleus, growing grey, forgetting not
The double crime, had left the pleasant spot
‘Where wan Alpheus meets the green sea waves,
And twice a day the walls of Pylos laves;

For he was fain to expiate the sin

Pelias shared with him long years past, within
Queen Juno’s temple, where the brothers slew
The old Sidero, crying out, who knew

Then first the bitterness of sucha cry

As broke from Tyro in her agony
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She felt unthought-of torment on her fall,
With none to pity her, nor knew what end
The Gods unto such misery would send.
So might Sidero feel, when fell on her
Unlooked-for death and deadly hopeless fear;
And in their turn must Neleus o’er the sea
Go wandering now, and Pelias still must be
A trembling hiar till death seizes him.
But now with Neleus, young, but strong of limb,
His wise, far-seeing offspring, Nestor, went,
With eyes a little downward ever bent,
Thinking of this and that which he had seen;
‘Who, when his youth was flourishing and green,
Saw many feats of arms and ways of men,
Yet lived so long to be well honoured, when
In Troy the old, the princes shared the spoil.
Next came Laertes to share griefand toil
With these upon the sea; yet had he not
An easy land 1n Ithaca the hot,
Though Bacchus loves the ledges of the land,
And weighs the peasant in his sunburnt hand
The heavy oozing bunches, in the time
When frosts draw nigh in the rough northern clime.
Next whom came Almenus, of nought afraid,
Well armed and hardy, whom a mortal maid
Bore unto Mars, for he, new-come from Thrace,
Beside Enipeus met her, and in chase
He held her long, who vainly fled from him,
‘Though light of foot she was, and strong of limb.

And last of all, Orpheus the singer came,
The son of King (Eager, great of fame,
Yet happier man by much in this, that he
Wasloved by heavenly Calliope,
Who bore him Orpheus on a happy day.
And now, through many a rough and toilsome way,
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Hither he came the Minyz to please,

And make them masters of the threatening seas,

Cheering their hearts, and making their hands strong

With the unlooked-for sweetness of his song.
Now was it eve by then that Orpheus came

Into the hall, and when they heard his name,

And toward the high-seat of the prince he drew,

All men, beholding him, the singer knew,

And glad were all men there that he should be

Their mate upon the bitter tuneless sea.

And loud they shouted ; but Prince Jason said:

“Now, may the Gods bring good things on thy head,

Son of (Eager, but from me, indeed,

This gold Dadalian bowl shall be thy meed,

If thou wilt let us hear thy voice take wing

From out thine heart, and see the golden string

Quiver beneath thy fingers. But by me

First sit and feast, and happy mayst thou be.”
Then, glad at heart, the hero took his place,

And ate and drank his fill, but when the space

Was cleared of flesh and bread, he took his lyre

And sung them of the building up of Tyre,

And of the fair things stored up over sea,

Till there was none of them but fain would be

Set in the ship, nor cared one man to stay

On the green earth for one more idle day.
ButJason, looking right and left on them,

Took his fair cloak, wrought with a golden hem,

And laid it upon Orpheus, and thereto

Added the promised bowl, that all men knew

No hand but that of Dadalus had wrought,

Sorich it was, and fair beyond all thought.

Then did he say unto the Minyz:

“ Fair friends and well-loved guests, no more shall ye

Feast in this hall until we come again

Back to this land, well-guerdoned for our pain,

Bearing the Fleece, and mayhap treasures more
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Than ever Tyrians of erewhile did store,
Scarlet and gold and brass; but without fail
Bearing great fame, if that may aught avail
To men who die; and our names certainly
Shall never perish, wheresoe’er we lie.

“And now behold within the haven rides
Our good ship, swinging in the changing tides,
Gleaming with gold and blue and cinnabar,
The long new oars beside the rowlocks are,
The sail hangs flapping in the light west wind,
Nor aught undone can any craftsman find
From stem to stern; so is our quest begun
To-morrow at the rising of the sun.

And may Jove bring us all safe back to see

Another sun shine on this fair city,

When elders and the flower-crowned maidens meet
With tears and singing our returning feet.”

So spake he, and so mighty was the shout,
That the hall shook, and shepherd-folk without
The well-walled city heard it, as they went
Unto the fold across the thymy bent.
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BOOK 1V
THE QUEST BEGUN: THE LOSS OF HYLAS
AND HERCULES.

UT through the town few eyes were sealed by sleep
BWhen the sun rose; yea, and the upland sheep
Must guard themselves, for that one mornatleast,
Against the wolf; and wary doves may feast
Unscared that morning on the ripening corn.
Nor did the whetstone touch the scythe that morn;
And all unheeded did the mackerel shoal
Make green the blue waves, or the porpoise roll
Through changing hills and valleys of the sea.

For "twixt the thronging people solemnly
The heroes went afoot along the way
That led unto the haven of the bay,

And as they went the roses rained on them

From windows glorious with the well-wrought hem
Of many a purple cloth; and all their spears

Were twined with blossoms that the fair earth bears;
And round their ladies’ token-gifts were set

About their helmets, flowery wreaths, still wet
With beaded dew of the scarce vanished night.

So as they passed, the young men at the sight
Shouted for joy, and their hearts swelled with pride;
But scarce the elders could behold dry-eyed
The glorious show, remembering well the days
When they were able too to win them praise,

And in their hearts was hope of days to come.

Nor could the heroes leave their fathers’ home
Unwept of damsels, who henceforth must hold
The empty air unto their bosoms cold,

And make their sweet complainings to the night
That heedeth not soft eyes and bosoms white.
And many such an one was there that morn,
Who, with lips parted and grey eyes forlorn,
Stood by the window and forgot to cast
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