Adonis myth of Edith Hamilton's Mythology books page 94-95 (small book)

Hercules myth or pages 166-179 of Hamilton Mythology book (small book)

Of these deaths and flowery resurrections the most famous
was that of Adonis. Every year the Greek girls mourned for
him and every year they rejoiced when his flower, the blood-
red anemone, the windflower, was seen blooming again.
Aphrodite loved him; the Goddess of Love, who pierces with
her shafts the hearis of gods and men alike, was fated herself
to suffer that same piercing pain.

She saw him when he was born and even then loved him
and decided he should be hers. She carried him to Perseph-
one to take charge of him for her, but Persephone loved him
too and would not give him back to Aphrodite, not even
when the goddess went down to the underworld to get him.
Neither goddess would yield, and finally Zeus himself had to
judge between them. He decided that Adonis should spend
half the year with each, the autumn and winter with the
Queen of the Dead; the spring and summer with the Goddess
of Love and Beauty.

All the time he was with Aphrodite she sought only to
please him. He was keen for the chase, and often she would
leave her swan-drawn car, in which she was used to glide at
her ease through the air, and follow him along rough wood-
land ways dressed like a huntress. But one sad day she hap-
pened not to be with him and he tracked down a mighty
boar. With his hunting dogs he brought the beast to bay. He
hurled his spear at it, but he only wounded it, and before he
could spring away, the boar mad with pain rushed at him and
gored him with its great tusks. Aphrodite in her winged car
high over the earth heard her lover’s groan and flew to him.

He was softly breathing his life away, the dark blood flow-
ing down his skin of snow and his eyes growing heavy and
dim. She kissed him, but Adonis knew not that she kissed
him as he died. Cruel as his wound was, the wound in her
heart was deeper. She spoke to him, although she knew he
could not hear her:—

“You die, O thrice desired,
And my desire has flown like a dream.
Gone with you is the girdle of my beauty,
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But I myself must live who am a goddess
And may not follow you.

Kiss me yet once again, the last, long kiss,
Until I draw your soul within my lips
And drink down all your love.”

The mountains all were calling and the oak trees answering,
Oh, woe, woe for Adonis. He is dead.

And Echo cried in answer, Oh, woe, woe for Adonis.

And all the Loves wept for him and all the Muses too.

But down in the black underworld Adonis could not hear
them, nor see the crimson flower that sprang up where each
drop of his blood had stained the earth.



11 Hercules

Ovid gives an account of Hercules’ life, bu ]
quite unlike his usual extremely de]tca’iledt r‘;tee%ob; effl};
never cares 1o dwell on heroic exploits; he loves bést a
pathetic story.,At first sight it seems odd that he passes
;)vler ,lzflercules slaying of his wife and children, but that
éze' _ad been tolc.i by a master, the fifth-century poet
Euripides, and Ovid’s reticence was probably due to his
intelligence. He has -very little to say about any of the
myths the Greek tragedians write of. He passes over also
one of the most famous tales about Hercules, how he
freed Alcestis from death, which was the subjéct of an-
other of Euripides’ plays. Sophocles, Euripides’ contem-
p}:)rary, describes how the hero died. His adventure with
the snakes when he was a baby is told by Pindar in the
[fifth century and by Theocritus in the third. In my ac-
count I have followed the stories given by the two tragic
poets a_nd by Theocritus, rather than Pindar, one of fhe
;r?zost difficult of poets to translate or even to paraphrase
or the rest I have followed Apollodorus, a prose write;
of the first or second century A.D. who is the only writer
except Ovid to tell Hercules’ life in full. I have preferred
his treatment to Ovid's because, in this instance only, i
is more detailed. e
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brave as all heroes are, but unlike oth e e
¢ 3 er heroes h -

gsasswnate as he was brave and a man of greast irfte‘ﬁzta:sc\?f:ll
great bodily strength. It was natural that the Athenians
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should have such a hero because they valued thought and ideas
as no other part of the country did. In Theseus their ideal
was embodied. But Hercules embodied what the rest of
Greece most valued. His qualities were those the Greeks in
general honored and admired. Except for unflinching cour-
age, they were not those that distinguished Theseus.

Hercules was the strongest man on earth and he had the
supreme self-confidence magnificent physical strength gives.
He considered himself on an equality with the gods—and
with some reason. They needed his help to conquer the
Giants. In the final victory of the Olympians over the brutish
sons of Earth, Hercules’ arrows played an important part. He
treated the gods accordingly. Once when the priestess at
Delphi gave no 1esponse to the question he asked, he seized
the tripod she sat on and declared that he would carry it off
and have an oracle of his own. Apollo, of course, would not
put up with this, but Hercules was perfectly willing to fight
him and Zeus had to intervene. The quarrel was easily set-
tled, however. Hercules was quite good-natured about it. He
did not want to quarrel with Apollo, he only wanted an an-
swer from his oracle. If Apollo would give it the matter was
settled as far as he was concerned. Apollo on his side, facing
this undaunted person, felt an admiration for his boldness
and made his priestess deliver the response.

Throughout his life Hercules had this perfect confidence that
no matter who was against him he could never be defeated,
and facts bore him out. Whenever he fought with anyone the
issue was certain beforehand. He could be overcome only by
a supernatural force. Hera used hers against him with terrible
effect and in the end he was killed by magic, but nothing that
lived in the air, sea, or on land ever defeated him.

Intelligence did not figure largely in anything he did and
was often conspicuously absent. Once when he was too hot he
pointed an arrow at the sun and threatened to shoot him. An-
other time when the boat he was in was tossed about by the
waves he told the waters that he would punish them if they did
not grow calm. His intellect was not strong. His emotions
were. They were quickly aroused and apt to get out of control,
as when he deserted the Argo and forgot all about his com-
rades and the Quest of the Golden Fleece in his despairing
grief at losing his young armor-bearer, Hylas. This power of
deep feeling in a man of his tremendous strength was oddly
endearing, but it worked immense harm, too. He had sudden
outbursts of furious anger which were always fatal to the often
innocent objects. When the rage had passed and he had come
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to himself he would show a most disarming penitence and
agree humbly to any punishment it was proposed to inflict on
him. Without his consent he couid not have been punished by
anyone—yet nobody ever endured so many punishments. He
spent a large part of his life expiating one unfortunate deed af-
ter another and never rebelling against the almost impossible
demands made upon him. Sometimes he punished himself
when others were inclined to exonerate him.

It would have been ludicrous to put him in command of a
kingdom as Theseus was put; he had more than enough to do
to command himself. He could never have thought out any
new or great idea as the Athenian hero was held to have done.
His thinking was limited to devising a way to kill a monster
which was threatening to kill him. Nevertheless he had true
greatness. Not because he had complete courage based upon
overwhelming strength, which is merely a matter of course,
but because, by his sorrow for wrongdoing and his willingness
to do anything to expiate it, he showed greatness of soul. If
only he had had some greamess of mind as well, at least
enough to lead him along the ways of reason, he would have
been the perfect hero.

He was born in Thebes and for a long time was held to be
the son of Amphitryon, a distinguished general. In those
earlier years he was called Alcides, or descendant of Alcaeus
who was Amphitryon’s father. But in reality he was the son of
Zeus, who had visited Amphitryon’s wife Alcmena in the
shape of her husband when the general was away fighting. She
bore two children, Hercules to Zeus and Iphicles to Amphit-
ryon. The difference in the boys’ descent was clearly shown in
the way each acted in face of a great danger which came to
them before they were a year old. Hera, as always, was furi-
ously jealous and she determined to kill Hercules.

One evening Alcmena gave both the children their baths
and their fill of milk and laid them in their crib, caressing
them and saying, “Sleep, my little ones, soul of my soul.
Happy be your slumber and happy your awakening.” She
rocked the cradle and in a moment the babies were asleep.
But at darkest midnight when all was silent in the house two
great snakes came crawling into the nursery. There was a light
in the room and as the two reared up above the crib, with
weaving heads and flickering tongues, the children woke.
Iphicles screamed and tried to get out of bed, but Hercules sat
up and grasped the deadly creatures by the throat. They turned
and twisted and wound their coils around his body, but he
held them fast. The mother heard Iphicles’ screams and, call-
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The fifth labor was to clean the Augean stables in a single
day. Augeas had thousands of cattle and their stalls had not
been cleared out for years. Hercules diverted the courses of
two rivers and made them flow through the stables in a great
flood that washed out the filth in no time at all.

The sixth labor was to drive away the Stymphalian birds,
which were a plague to the people of Stymphalus because of
their enormous numbers. He was helped by Athena to drive
them out of their coverts, and as they flew up he shot them.

The seventh labor was to go to Crete and fetch from there
the beautiful savage bull that Poseidon had given Minos. Her-
cules mastered him, put him in a boat and brought him to
Eurystheus.

The eighth labor was to get the man-eating mares of King
Diomedes of Thrace. Hercules slew Diomedes first and then
drove off the mares unopposed.

The ninth labor was to bring back the girdle of Hippolyta,
the Queen of the Amazons. When Hercules arrived she met

him kindly and told him she would give him the girdle, but:

Hera stirred up trouble. She made the Amazons . think that
Hercules was going to carry off their queen, and they
charged down on his ship. Hercules, without a thought of
how kind Hippolyta had been, without any thought at all, in-
stantly killed her, taking it for granted that she was respon-
sible for the attack. He was able to fight off the others and
get away with the girdle.

The tenth labor was to bring back the cattle of Geryon,
who was a monster with three bodies living on Erythia, a
western island. On his way there Hercules reached the land
at the end of the Mediterranean and he set up as a memorial
of his journey two great rocks, called the pillars of Hercules
(now Gibraltar and Ceuta). Then he got the oxen and took
them to Mycenae.

The eleventh labor was the most difficult of all so far. It was
to bring back the Golden Apples of the Hesperides, and he did
not know where they were to be found. Atlas, who bore the
vault of heaven upon his shoulders, was the father of the Hes-
perides, so Hercules went to him and asked him to get the ap-
ples for him. He offered to take upon himself the burden of
the sky while Atlas was away. Atlas, seeing a chance of being
relieved forever from his heavy task, gladly agreed. He came
back with the apples, but he did not give them to Hercules. He
told Hercules he could keep on holding up the sky, for Atlas
himself would take the apples to Eurystheus. On this occasion
Hercules had only his wits to trust to; he had to give all his

Hercules carrying Cerberus
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strength to supporting that mighty load. He was successful, but

because of Atlas’ stupidity rather than his own cleverness. He §
agreed to Atlas’ plan, but asked him to take the sky back for §

just a moment so that Hercules could put a pad on his shoul-
ders to ease the pressure. Atlas did so, and Hercules picked up
the apples and went off.

The twelfth labor was the worst of all. It took him down to

the lower world, and it was then that he freed Theseus from

the Chair of Forgetfulness. His task was to bring Cerberus, the
three-headed dog, up from Hades. Pluto gave him permission
provided Hercules used no weapons to OVercome him. He
could use his hands only. Even so, he forced the terrible mon-
ster to submit to him. He lifted him and carried him all the
way up to the earth and on to Mycenae. Eurystheus very sen-
sibly did not want to keep him and made Hercules carry him
back. This was his last labor.

When all were completed and full expiation made for the

death of his wife and children, he would seem to have earned .

ease and tranquillity for the rest of his life. But it was not so.
He was never tranquil and at ease. An exploit quite as difficult
as most of the labors was the conquest of Antaeus, a Giant and
a mighty wrestler who forced strangers to wrestle with him on
condition that if he was victor he should kill them. He was
roofing a temple with the skulls of his victims. As long as he
could touch the earth he was invincible. If thrown to the ground
he sprang up with renewed strength from the contact. Hercules
lifted him up and holding him in the air strangled him.

Story after story is told of his adventures. He fought the
river-god Achelous because Achelous was in love with the
girl Hercules now wanted to marry. Like everyone else by
this time, Achelous had no desire to fight him and he tried
to reason with him. But that never worked with Hercules. It
only made him more angry. He said, “My hand is better than
my tongue. Let me win fighting and you may win talking.”
Achelous took the form of a bull and attacked him fiercely,
but Hercules was used to subduing bulls. He conquered him
and broke off one of his horns. The cause of the contest, a
young princess named Deianira, became his wife.

He iraveled to many lands and did many other great deeds.
At Troy he rescued a maiden who was in the same plight as
Andromeda, waiting on the shore to be devoured by a sea
monster which could be appeased in no other way. She was
the daughter of King Laomedon, who had cheated Apollo and
Poseidon of their wages after at Zeus’s command they had
built for the King the walls of Troy. In return Apollo sent a
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JuStThlg Séaglsi ‘:% her death went baclgllpto ;l‘}e past,;gsgxﬁ ;11)111\112
llo in anger at Zeus for killing his son ] s
‘lgitlllzrcll 1;%?18’5 worlégmen, the gyclopeivlgefo\;vz;s ypél;rru:gidAlX
being forced to Serve on earth as a sla i
hose or Zeus chose for il
meiis fom o maiepro%?) Cm?iile friends with the household,
ith the head of it and his wife Alf:esus. ‘When tﬁg
had an opportunity to prove how strong his fnendshlﬁ wfasAd—
took it. He learned that the three Pt‘laltes;x?iellg cs)gl(l:x‘ll t?ingoit e
metus’ thread of life, and were on the Lo . o
obtained from them a respite. If someone O
? d, he could live. This news _he too ] ,
rv[vlﬁglsats(t)iie set about finding 2 substitute for himself. He
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went first quite confidently to his father and mother. They :

were old and they were devoted to him. Certainly one or the

other would consent to take his place in the world of the &
dead. But to his astonishment he found they would not. They §

told him, “God’s daylight is sweet even to the old. We do not

ask you to die for us. We will not die for you.” And they

were completely unmoved by his angry contempt: “You,
standing palsied at the gate of death and yet afraid to die!”

He would not give up, however. He went to his friends beg- §

ging one after another of them to die and let him live. He ev-

idently thought his life was so valuable that <omeone would |

surely save it even at the cost of the supreme sacrifice. But he
met with an invariable refusal. At last in despair he went back
to his house and there he found a substitute. His wife Alcestis
offered to die for him. No one who has read so far will need
to be told that he accepted the offer. He felt exceedingly
sorry for her and still more for himself in having to lose so
good a wife, and he stood weeping beside her as she died.
When she was gone he was overwhelmed with grief and de-
creed that she should have the most magnificent of funerals.
It was at this point that Hercules arrived, to rest and enjoy
himself under a friend’s roof on his journey north to Diome-
des. The way Admetus treated him shows more plainly than
any other story we have how high the standards of hospital-
ity were, how much was expected from a host to a guest.
As soon as Admetus was told of Hercules’ arrival, he came
to meet him with no appearance of mourning except in his
dress. His manner was that of one gladly welcoming a friend.
To Hercules’ question who was dead he answered quietly that
a woman of his household, but no relative of his, was to be
buried that day. Hercules instantly declared that he would not
trouble him with his presence at such a time, but Admetus
steadily refused to let him go elsewhere. “I will not have you
sleep under another’s roof,” he told him. To his servants he
said that the guest was to be taken to a distant room where he
could hear no sounds of grief, and given dinner and lodging
there. No one must let him know what had happened.
Hercules dined alone, but he understood that Admetus must
as a matter of form attend the funeral and the fact did not stand
in the way of his enjoying himself. The servants left at home
to attend to him were kept busy satisfying his enormous appe-
tite and, still more, refilling his wine-jug. Hercules became
very happy and very drunk and very noisy. He roared out
songs at the top of his voice, some of them highly objection-
able songs, and behaved himself in a way that was nothing less
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i the servants
i ent at the time of a funeral. When .
ma?(eclln %?gir disapproval he shouted at them not to bl?k S0 f)?)&:l
liom Couldn’t they give him a smile now and then K Iia%/ e
;eﬂoWs? Their gloomy faces took away Els appetite.
i ith me,” he cried, “many drinks. ]
dngl:lewcl)f them answered timidly that it was not a time for
drinking.
1al}‘ghWt}€1:)r' aggt?” thungdercd Hercules. “Because a stranger
woman is dead?”’
«A stranger—" faltered the servant. ) )
“%Jesllfatt%at’s what Admetus t0k11d lrm?;i tHggl,l’les said an
ily. “I suppose you won’t say he lied to me. o
grl‘I‘S(I).h In?),’g’)gihe serant answered. “'Only——he s too hpspxt;;
ble. But please have some more wine. Our trouble is only
Ou;Ig“tllrllr'ned to fill the winecup but Hercules seized him—
ever disregarded that grasp. )
angTIlll(c)arg’I;esomeﬂling strange here,” he said to the frightened

13 : r?,’
man. “What is wrong? ) o I
“You see for yourself we are in mourning, the '

Sv{?lgeft' why, man, why?” Hercules cried. “Has my host made
a fool of me? Who is dead?” . )

“ tis,” the servant whispered. “Our Queen. )

Tﬁggswas a long silence. Then Hercules threw down his
B mi ” id. had been weep-
& ht have known,” he said. “I saw he
’mg.I II-]Iailsgeyes were red. But he swore 1t was a strtzlmgter.Afég
made me come in. Oh, good friend and good oso.h -
[—got drunk, made merry, in this house of sorrow. s

ve told me.” )

Sh(")['lfllgnhk?e did as always, he heaped blame upon lnmselg. Iff:-
had been a fool, a drunken fool, when the man hehcaI:: ! for
was crushed with grief. As always, too, his thou% t}f 1(110 =d
quickly to find some way of atoning. What coul ?—[ > 10
make amends? There was nothing he could not do. h é: o
perfectly sure of that, but what was thef‘e which wc’)’uh saig
his friend? Then light dawned on him. “Of cou;sel,) karom
to himself. “That is the way. I must bring Alcest1§ z;g L
the dead. Of course. Nothing could be clearer. I llb in Loz
old fellow, Death. He is sure to be near her tom amS o
wrestle with him. I will cIrfa%k his botd}l; }t,)ettgzegrlairéy Iarvrzu o
i ives her to me. e is no I
gévtvlﬁ tgo1 \gades after him. Oh, T will return good to my g;:lerid
who has been so good to me.” He hurried out exceedingly



178 MYTHOLOGY

pleased with himself and enjoying the prospect of whatf

promised to be a very good wrestling match.

When Admetus returned to his empty and desolate house

Hercules was there to greet him, and by his side was a woman,
“Look at her, Admetus,” he said. “Is she like anyone you

know?” And when Admetus cried out, “A ghost! Is it a trick—
some mockery of the gods?” Hercules answered, “It is your |
wife. I fought Death for her and I made him give her back.” i

There is no other story about Hercules which shows so |

clearly his character as the Greeks saw it: his simplicity and

blundering stupidity; his inability not to get roaring drunk in a &
house where someone was dead; his quick penitence and desire |

to make amends at no matter what cost; his perfect confidence
that not even Death was his match. That is the portrait of Her-
cules. To be sure, it would have been still more accurate if it
had shown him in a fit of rage killing one of the servants who
were annoying him with their gloomy faces, but the poet

Euripides from whom we get the story kept it clear of every-

thing that did not bear directly on Alcestis’ death and retwrn
to life. Another death or two, however natural when Hercules
was present, would have blurred the picture he wanted to paint.

As Hercules had sworn to do while he was Omphale’s
slave, no sooner was he free than he started to punish King
Eurytus because he himself had been punished by Zeus for
killing Eurytus’ son. He collected an army, captured the
King’s city and put him to death. But Eurytus, too, was
avenged, for indirectly this victory was the cause of Hercu-
les’ own death.

Before he had quite completed the destruction of the city,
he sent home—where Deianira, his devoted wife, was wait-
ing for him to come back from Omphale in Lydia—a band
of captive maidens, one of them especially beautiful, Iole,
the King’s daughter. The man who brought them to Deianira
told her that Hercules was madly in love with this Princess.
This news was not so hard for Deianira as might be ex-
pected, because she believed she had a powerful love-charm
which she had kept for years against just such an evil, a
woman in her own house preferred before her. Directly after
her marriage, when Hercules was taking her home, they had
reached a river where the Centaur Nessus acted as ferryman,
carrying travelers over the water. He took Deianira on his
back and in midstream insulted her. She shrieked and Hercu-
les shot the beast as he reached the other bank. Before he
died he told Deianira to take some of his blood and use it as
a charm for Hercules if ever he loved another woman more
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i d to her the

he heard about Iole, it seeme 1

mriré %Zi ?é}ti?: San‘ii she anointed a splendlrcll ;)be with the
'} SSE. 3

tbllood and sent it t0 Hercules by the ;&112 ; ani I

t it on,
ol‘;t,s ﬁgigohgg sent her rival whom Jason was about to
r

in seized him, as though he were in 2 burn-
i arrty AIt;leaﬁlfsult“E::n agony he turned on Deianira zid m;si;:nggfi
wh 1re.as of course, completely innocent, sel L ol
b dwhir,n down into the sea. He could still slay o he;s, but
purle ed that he himself could not die. The anguish ne n
b Sfif mweakened him. What had instantly killed the tc})lft?lr eg
e s of Corinth could not kill Hercules. He wasfm Deia:
Pnnct:les lived and they brought him home. Long be grfg e
}rjélrta }?ad heard what her .giftmhad afrianesti(r)x cl;m(;ﬁz;x&;l wao 1 laled
herselft. Irﬁirﬂieh:ngo}&?dd;g tocdes:am. He ordered those arcgur;(ti
?:i)xzxnetoobuﬂd’a great pyre on Mount Oeta and carry him to 1t.

When at last he reached it he knew t‘hat now he 00%1;:1, ?Aii cima‘i

s glad. “This is rest,” he said. “This is the en o ko
ttife;v allift%d hnn to the pyre he lay down gn it as one

ies down upon his couch.

: ?{a:q;selie?bllﬁsh;guthful f(?l(l)ower, Philoctetes, t:p ggg atgg
torch to set the wood on fire; and he gave him 1sn v ard
o which were to be far-famed in the you I%I s
arrows,t o. at Troy. Then the flames rushed up and Her ules
lsvaar;dzéeg a0 more on earth. He was taken to heaven, W

he was reconciled to Hera and married her daughter Hebe,

and where

y i g
After his mighty labors he has res
His choicest prize eternal peace.
Within the homes of blessedness.

magine him contentedly enjoying rest

L i :
Bat it is S0C 2A8Y the blessed gods to do so, either.

and peace, Or allowing



