




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































METAMORPHOSES BOOK XI

he might consult the sacred oracles, the refuge of
mankind in trouble, he planned to journey to the
Clarian god. For the infamous Phorbas with the
followers of Phlegyas was making the journey to
the Delphic oracle unsafe. DBut before he started
he told his purpose to you, his most faithful wife,
Alcyone. Straightway she was chilled to the very
marrow of her bones, her face grew pale as boxwood
and her cheeks were wet with her flowing tears.
Three times she tried to speak, three times watered
her face with weeping ; at last, her loving complaints
broken by her sobs, she said : ““ What fault of mine,
O dearest husband, has brought your mind to this?
Where is that care for me which used to stand first
of all? Can you now abandon your Alcyone with no
thought of her? Is it your pleasure now to go on a
long journey ? Am Inow dearer to you when absent
from you ? But, I suppose, your journey is by land,
and I shall only grieve, not fear for you, and my
cares shall have no terror in them. The sea affrights
me, and the stern visage of the deep ; and but lately
I saw some broken planks upon the beach, and often
have I read men’s names on empty tombs. And let
not your mind have vain confidence in that the son
of Hippotes is your father-in-law, who holds the stout
winds Dbehind prison bars, and when he will can
calm the sea. For when once the winds have been
let out and have gained the open deep, no power
can check them, and everyv land and every sea is
abandoned to their will. Nay, they harry the very
clouds of heaven and rouse the red lightnings with
their fierce collisions. The more I know them (for
I do know them, and have often seen them when a
child in my father’s home) the more I think them
to be feared. But if no prayers can change your
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