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I'I!L‘ ADI’ENI‘UA’L‘S 0/'(/1 YSSES

BY CHARLES LA,
CHAPTER W.—(Continued).

THPE enchantress, won by the terror of his
threats, or by the violence of that new love
which she felt kindling in her veins for him,
swore by Styx, the great oath of the gods
that she meditated no injury to him. Tlhen
Ulysses made show of gentler treatment,
vhich gave her hopes of inspiring bim with
a passion cqual to that which she felt. She
called her handmaids, four that served
her in chief, who were daughters to her sil-
ver fountains, to her sacred rivers, and to
her consecrated woods, to deck her apart-
ments, to spread rich carpets, and set her
silver tables with dishes of the purest gold,
and meat as precious as that which the
gods eat, to entertain her guest, One
brought water to wash his feet, and one
brought wine to chase away, with a rcfresh-
ing sweetness, the sorrows that had come of
late so thick upon him, and hurt his noble
mind. They strewed perfumes on his head,
and after he had bathed in a bath of the
choicest aromatics, they brought him rich
and costly apparel to put on. Then he was
conducted to a throne of massy silver, and a
regale, fit for Jove when he banquets, was
placed before him. But the feast which
Ulysses desired was to see his friends (the
partners of his voyage) once more in the
shape of men; and the food which could
give him nourishment must be taken in at
his eyes. Because he missed this sight, he
sat melancholy and thoughtful, and would
taste none of the rich delicacies placed
before him. Which when Circe noted, she

easily divined the cause of his sadness, and
leaving the seat in which she sat throned,
went to her sty, and let abroad his men, who
came in like swine, and filled the ample hall,
where Ulysses sat, with gruntings. Hardly
had he time to let his sad eye run over their
altered forms and brutal metamerphosis,
when, with an ointment which she smeared
over them, suddenly their bristles fell off, and
they started up in their own shapes, men as
before. They knew their leader again, and
clung about him, with joy of their late resto-
ration, and some shame for their late change ;
and wept so loud, blubbering out their joy
in broken accents, that the palace was filled
with a sound of pleasing mourning, and the
witch herself, great Circe, was not unmoved
at the sight.  To make her atonement com-
plete, she sent for the remnant of Ulysses's
men who stayed behind at the ship, giving
up their great commander for lost ; who
when they came, and saw him again alive,
circled with their fellows, no expression can
tell what joy they felt ; they even cried out
with rapture, and to have seen their frantic

expressions of mirth a man might have sup-
posed that they were just in sight of their
native country, the cliffs of rocky Ithaca.
Only Eurylochus would hardly be persuaded
to enter that palace of wonders, for he re-
membered with a kind of horror how his
companions had vanished from his sight.

Then great Circe spake, and gave order
that there should be no more sadness among
them, nor remembering of past sufferings.
For as yet they fared like men that are exiles
from their country, and if a gleam of mirth
shot among them, it was suddenly quenched
with the thought of their helpless and home-
less condition. Her kind persuasions wrought
upon Ulysses and the rest, that they spent
twelve months in all manner of delight with
herin her palace. For Circe was a power-
ful magician, and could command the moon
from her sphere, or unroot the solid oak from
its place to make it dance for their diversion,
and by the help of her illusions she could
vary the taste of pleasures, and contrive de-
lights, recreations, and joily pastimes, to
fetch the day about from sun to sun,and rock
the tedious year as in a delightful dream.”

At length Ulysses awoke from the trance
of the faculties into which her charms had
thrown him, and the thought of home
returned with tenfold vigour to goad and
sting him ; that home where he had left his
virtuous wife Penclope, and his young son
Telemachus, One day when Circe had been
lavish of her caresses, and was in her kind-
est humor, he moved to her subtly, and as
it were afar off, the question of his home-
return ; to which she answered firmly, “ O
Ulysses, it is not in my power to detain one
whom the gods have destined to further trials.

But leaving me, before you pursue your !

journey home, you must visit the house of
Ades, or Death, to consult the shade of Tire-
sias the Theban prophet ; to whomn alone, of
all the dead, Proserpine, queen of the under-
world, has committed the secret of future
events : itis he that must inform you whether
you shall ever sec again your wife and coun-
tiy.” O Circe,” he cried, “that is impos-
sible : who shall steer my course to Pluto’s
kingdom ? Never ship had strength to make
that voyage.” “Seek no guide,” she replied;
“but raise you your mast, and hoist your
white sails, and sit in your ship in peace: the
north wind shall waft you through the seas,
till you shall cross the expanse of ocean and
come 0 where grow the poplar groves and
willows pale of Proscrpine: where Pyriphleg-
cthon and Cocytus and Acheron mingle their
waves. Cocytus is an arm of Styx, the for-
getful river. Here dig a pit, and make
it a cubit broad and a cubit long, and
pour in milk, and honey, and wine, and
the blood of a ram, and the blood
of a black cwe, and turn away thy face while
thou pourest in, and the decad shall come
flocking to taste the milk and the blood ; but
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suffer none ta approach thy offering tili thou
hast inquired of Tiresias all whlch thou
wishest to know.”

He did as great Circe had appomtcd. He
raised his mast and hoisted his white sails,
and sat in his ship in peace. The north
wind wafted him through the seas, till he
crossed the ocean, and came to the sacred
woode of Proserpine, He stood at the con-
fluence of the three floods, and digged a pit,
as she had given directions, aud poured in
his offering—-the blood of a ram, the blood
of a black ewe, milk, and honey, and wine;
and the dead came to his banquet; aged
men, and women, and y ‘ths, and children
who died in infancy. But none of them
would he suffer to approach and dip their
thin lips in the the offering, till Tiresias was
served, not though his own mother was
among the number, whom now for the first
time he knew to be dead, for he had left her
living when he went to Troy, and she had
died since his decparture, and the tidings
never reached him ; though it irked his soul
to use constraint upon her, yet in com-
pliance with the injunction of great Circe he
forced her to retire along with the other
ghosts, Then Tiresias, who bore a golden
sceptre, came and lapped of the offering, and
immediately he knew Ulysses, and began to
prophesy : he denounced woe to Ulysses—
woe, woe, and many sufferings—through the
anger of Neptune for the putting out of the
eye of the sea-god’s son. Yet there was
safety after suffering, if they could abstain
from slaughtering the oxen of the Sun after
they landed in the Tiiangular island.
For Ulysses, the gods had destined him
from a king to become a beggar, and to
perish by his own guests unless hie slew
those who knew him not.

This prophecy, ambiguously delivered,
was all that Tiresias was empowered to un-
fold, or else there was no longer place for
him ; for now the souls of the other dead
came flocking in such numbers, tumultuously
demanding the blood, that freezing horror
seized the limbs of the living Ulysses, to see
so many, and all dead, and he the only one
living in that region. Now his mother
came and lagped the bleod, without restraint
from her son, and now she knew him to be
her son, and inquired of him why he had
come alive to their comfortless habitations.
And she said that affliction for Ulysses's long
absence had preyed upon her spirits, and
brought her to the grave,

Ulysses's soul melted at her moving narra-
tion, and forgetting the state of the dead,
and that the airy texture of disembodied
spirits does not admit of the embraces of
flesh and blood, he threw his arms about
her to clasp her : the poor ghost melted from
his embrace, and, looking mournfully upon
him, vanished away.

( 70 be contsnued.)



