BOOK 13

Intro to: Polyphemus, Galatea and Acis (3 part story)  

1Charybdis once on a time had many suitors,

And scorned them all, and hid among the sea-nymphs

Who loved her dearly, and she used to tell them

How she escaped her lovers. Galatea

5Was there, and, sighing as she let Charybdis

Comb out her hair, began to tell a story.

The Story of Galatea (Part 1 of the Story)
"At least, dear virgin, you have men as wooers, 

A not unpleasing race; you can repulse them, 

And do, and have no fear, but I, whose father 

10Is Nereus and whose mother blue-green Doris, 

Whose throng of sisters keep me safe, I could not 

Flee from the passionate Cyclops without suffering." 

She could say no more for weeping, but Charybdis, 

White-fingered, dried her tears, offered her comfort, 

15"Go on, my dearest," she said, "do not conceal it, 

The reason for your sorrow; you can trust me, 

You know you can." The Nereid continued: 

"Acis was son of Faunus and Symaethis, 

A great delight to his father and his mother, 

20Greater to me; he loved me with all his heart. 

He was sixteen, and beautiful and young, 

And downy-cheeked. I must say, I pursued him, 

Incessantly, incessantly the Cyclops kept on pursuing me. 

I cannot tell you which was the stronger in me, my love for 

25Acis or my hatred for that creature Polyphemus: both were equal. 

How mighty is the power of loving Venus! 

That savage, whom the very forest trembles 

To look upon, whom never a stranger sees 

Without being hurt, the scorner of Olympus, 

30He feels the power of love, a captive, burning 

With terrible passion, wandering forgetful 

Of flocks and caves. His name was Polyphemus, 

And you should have seen him, suddenly taking pains

With his appearance, trying to cultivate

35The art of pleasing, using a rake to comb

His shaggy mop, resorting to a sickle

To trim his beard, using a pool for mirror

To see his ugly features, making faces

He thought would be more winsome, all his love

40For murder gone, and all his thirst for blood,

And ships sailed in and out again in safety.

And Telamus came there at the time, the son

Of Eurymus, one whom no omen ever

Had led to error, and he told the giant

45That single eye in the middle of your forehead

Ulysses will take away! But Polyphemus

Mocked him and called him stupid. “You are wrong,”

He jeered, “For Galatea has caught my eye already!”

And so he scorned the man who tried to warn him,

50Clumped heavily along the shore, or lumbered

Wearily home to his dark cave at evening.

There is a hill there, wedge-shaped, running out

Into the sea, and the waves wash around it.

There Polyphemus came, and there he sat,

55And all his woolly sheep came trooping after,

Obedient creatures, for he never led them.

There he laid down the pine-tree that had served him

As staff—it would have held a vessel's yardarms.

There he took out his rustic pipe; it had

60A hundred reeds, and all the waves and mountains

Were bound to listen. Hidden in the shade of a nearby rock,

Resting in Acis' arms, I could hear

The words he sang, and never could forget them.

The Song of Polyphemus (Part 2 of the story)

'O Galatea' (he sang) 'whiter than privet, 

65Bloominger than the meadows, slenderer 

Than the long alder-tree, brighter than glass, 

More capering than the tender kid, and smoother

Than shells worn down by everlasting waves,

More welcome than sun in winter, shade in summer,

70Lovelier than apples, more worth looking at

Than sycamores, translucenter than ice,

Sweeter than grapes when ripe, and softer even

Than swan's-down ever, or cottage cheese, more lovely

(On one condition: that you do not flee me)

75Than a well-watered garden. But, Galatea,

You are more obstinate than untrained heifers,

Harder than ancient oaks, falser than waters,

Harder to bend than willow-withe and briony,

Harder to move than rocks, more violent

80Than mountain torrents, vainer than a peacock

When people praise him, crueler than fire,

Sharper than thistles, deafer than the sea,

And more aggressive than a pregnant bear,

More pitiless than a trodden snake, and worst

85Of all, and I wish that I could stop it,

Swifter not only than the deer the hounds

Go barking after, but swifter than winds or breezes.

But if you knew me well, you would regret it,

This running off, you would come to me and seek me.

90I own a part of the mountain, caves that hide

Under the living rock, where midsummer sun,

Midwinter cold, do never come. I have apples

That weigh the trees down, grapes as yellow as gold

On the long vines, and purple ones; the yellow

95And purple ones I have been keeping for you,

And your own hand can pick the strawberries

Sweet in the shade of the woods, and the autumn cherries,

And plums, not only the juicy purple-black ones,

But the new kind, the big ones, yellow as wax,

100And there are chestnuts for you and arbute-fruit

If I can be your husband, and every tree

Is at your service.

'All this flock is mine,

And there are many wandering the valleys 

105Or hiding in the woods, or in stalls in the caves, 

I do not know how many, only poor men 

Can count their cows, and you need not believe me 

If I should praise them; you can see for yourself 

How the swollen milk-bags bother them in walking, 

110And I have lambs, and kids, there is always plenty 

Of milk like snow, and some is kept for drinking, 

Some to make cheese with.

'As for pets, you would not 

Like something easy to get, like deer or rabbits 

115Or goats or doves or a nest of little birds, 

I found two bear-cubs on the top of the mountain 

For you to play with, you can hardly tell them 

One from the other: I said, as soon as I caught them, 

I’ll keep these for my lady!
120



'Galatea,

Lift up your shining head from the blue water, 

Now come, and do not scorn my gifts. I know, 

Surely I know, myself; I saw me lately 

In a clear pool, and liked myself. Just look 

125How big I am! Jove up there in the sky— 

You always talk about some Jove or other 

Who rules up there—he can't be any bigger. 

Plenty of hair gets in my eyes and shadows 

My shoulders like a grove. Don't think it ugly 

130If my whole body is covered thick with bristles: 

A tree is ugly without its leaves, a horse 

Ugly without a mane, and birds have feathers 

And sheep have wool, so beards and hair on the chest 

Are the sign of a man. In the middle of my forehead 

135I have one eye, so what? Does not the Sun 

See all things here on earth from his high Heaven? 

And the great Sun has only one eye.

My father 

Rules in your seas, and I am giving him to you

140For father-in-law. Oh, pity me and listen!

I bow to you alone, I, who scorn Jove,

His sky, his thunderbolts, I fear you only,

Your anger is more deadly than the lightning,

And this I could endure with greater patience

145If only you scorned the others, but why, oh why,

Reject a Cyclops and fall in love with Acis,

Prefer this Acis to my hugs and kisses?

Let him please himself, but I wish, I wish, he did not

Please Galatea! Let him give me a chance,

150He will find me just as strong as I am big,

I will tear his guts out, I will pull him to pieces,

Scatter him over the fields and over the seas,

To lie with you so! I burn, and my passion, slighted,

Rages more hotly in me; I seem to carry

155All Etna in my breast, and Galatea,

You do not care at all.'

The Transformation of Acis (Part 3 of the Story)
"All his complaining

(The nymph resumed) was vain, and up he rose, 

I saw him, like a bull in rut, who cannot 

160sit still when someone has taken a heifer from him, 

But charges through the woodlands and the pasture, 

And when he saw my lover and me together, 

Both unsuspecting, he bellowed out, 'I see you, 

I'll make this the last time you get together!' 

165His voice was big and terrible as a Cyclops 

Should roar with in his anger, Etna heard it 

And trembled, and I dove into the ocean 

In panic terror, but Acis turned to run 

Crying 'O help me, Galatea, help me, 

170Father and mother, take me to your kingdom 

Before I die!' And Polyphemus chased him, 

Wrenched off a piece of the mountain, flung it at him, 

And though it was only the smallest edge and corner

That struck him, that was enough to bury Acis.

175But I, it was all I could do, saw that Acis

Assumed the magic of his ancestors:

Red blood came trickling from the mass, and faded,

And turned the color of a torrent swollen

By the spring rains, and then it cleared entirely,

180And the bulk of the earth was split, and through the cleft

A reed grew tall, and the rock's hollow sounded

With gushing water, and, wonderful to tell,

A youth was standing there, waist-deep in the current,

Rushes around his new-formed horns, my Acis,

185But larger than in life, and with the color

Of blue-green water-gods, but still my Acis,

Whose waters keep their former name."

