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iled on until, in front of them, they saw towering cliffs
with a narrow channel between them. Then they |
heard a great roaring noise. In the channel was a
_giant whirlpool, a mass of swirling water which
sucked ships down to the boftom of the sea. It was
alled Charybdis. They had to go through the channel
here was no other way.

Odysseus shouted, “Row as hard as you can. Pull for
_your lives.” He steered the ship as close to the cliffs as
‘he dared, so they could slip past the whirlpool. The
‘men rowed hard, watching the whirlpool. They didn‘t
see the Scylla, the six-headed monster, loom out of her
_cave high up on the cliffs. Suddenly, she shot out her

six heads and snatched up six men. They shouted
once, then were silent. She had swallowed them.

Row on,” shouted Odysseus. Soon the ship was out of
reach of the Scylla and past the whirlpool. The wind
blew, filling the big sail, and the tired crew could rest.





Glaucus and Scylla

GLAUCUS was a fisherman. One day he had drawn his nets to land, emptied his net, and proceeded to sort the fishes on the grass. The place where he stood was a beautiful island in the river, not ever visited by anyone but himself. On a sudden, the fishes, which had been laid on the grass, began to revive and move their fins as if they were in the water; and they all moved off to the water and swam away. He did not know what to make of this, whether some god had done it or some secret power in the grass. “What grass has such a power?” he exclaimed; and he tasted it. Scarce had the juices of the plant reached his mouth when he found himself longing for the water. He could no longer restrain himself, but bidding farewell to earth, he plunged into the stream. The gods of the water received him graciously, and all that was mortal in him was washed away. A hundred rivers poured their waters over him. He found himself changed in form and mind. His hair was sea-green, and trailed behind him on the water; his shoulders grew broad, and what had been thighs and legs assumed the form of a fish’s tail.
   

  One day Glaucus saw the beautiful maiden Scylla rambling on the shore. He fell in love with her, and showing himself on the surface, spoke to her, saying such things as he thought most likely to win her love; but she turned to run immediately on the sight of him, and ran until she came to a cliff overlooking the sea. Glaucus said, “Maiden, I am no monster, nor a sea animal, but a god.” He hoped to win her over, but Scylla ran away.
   

  Glaucus was in despair, but it occurred to him to consult the enchantress Circe. He said, “Goddess, I entreat your pity; you alone can relieve the pain I suffer. I love Scylla. I beseech you to use your incantations, or potent herbs, if they are more prevailing, not to cure me of my love,—for that I do not wish,—but to make her share it and yield me a like return.” To which Circe replied, “You had better pursue a willing object; you are worthy to be sought, instead of having to seek in vain.  If she scorns you scorn her; meet one who is ready to meet you half way, and thus make a due return to both at once.” To these words Glaucus replied, “Sooner shall trees grow at the bottom of the ocean, and sea-weed on the top of the mountains, than I will cease to love Scylla, and her alone.”
 
  The goddess was indignant, but she could not punish him, because secretly she loved him; so she turned all her wrath against poor Scylla. She took plants of poisonous powers and mixed them together, with incantations and charms. Then she went to where Scylla lived.  Here the goddess poured her poisonous mixture, and muttered over it incantations of mighty power. Scylla came as usual and plunged into the water up to her waist. What was her horror to perceive a brood of serpents and barking monsters surrounding her! At first she could not imagine they were a part of herself, and tried to run from them, and to drive them away; but as she ran she carried them with her, and when she tried to touch her limbs, she found her hands touch only the yawning jaws of monsters. Scylla remained rooted to the spot. Her temper grew as ugly as her form, and she took pleasure in devouring hapless mariners who came within her grasp.
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