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		About this edition

			
Daphnis and Chloe is a story from 2nd or 3rd Century CE Greece about two babies who were exposed at birth, suckled by a goat or a sheep, and adopted by peasant slaves. They grew up to fall in love with each other but did not realise that they were in love, or know what to do about it. After various adventures they were re-united with their rich parents, married, and found out.


London in the 19th century had several Athenian Societies, including one which privately published Greek literature in numbered limited editions with the original Greek on the verso pages and an English translation on the recto pages.


The English text of this ebook is taken from Copy 35, found on the Internet Archive. Page 102 is missing or illegible, and the text was replaced from the same edition in Wikisource.


I have included part of the Athenian Society’s Introduction, and silently corrected typos and hyphenation using oxford​dictionaries.com. The cover is adapted from Wikimedia.


	
		
	


	
	
		From the Athenian Society

		
		Introduction
	
		
Nothing  is known of Longus, or of the  age  in  which he lived. Neither Photius, nor Suidas, nor any of his supposed contemporaries make any mention of him. It  has been conjectured, however, that he was a native of  Lesbos, and  that he lived not later than  the fourth or fifth century. Others are  of opinion that he never existed at all, since a Greek writer, it is argued, could  not have had a Latin name. The title of  Sophist, or professional philosopher, is generally added to his name.

	  
Daphnis and Chloe is the earliest example  of  a pastoral romance, or indeed  of fictitious prose  narrative of any  kind. This  style  of composition appears to have  travelled westward to the Ionian Greeks, to have been adopted from them  by  Greek and Latin  writers, and transmitted to modern times.  “It  is  not in Provence, nor yet in Spain, as many suppose, that we are to look for  the fatherland of those amusing compositions called Romances.  It is in  distant and  far  different climes  to our own, and in the remote antiquity  of vanished ages:  it is among the people of the East, the Arabs, the Egyptians, the Persians, and  the Syrians, that  the germ  and  origin of this species of fictitious narrative is to  be found, for which the peculiar genius and poetical temperament of those nations particularly adapt them. For  even their ordinary discourse  is interspersed with figurative expressions:  and their maxims of theology and  philosophy are invariably couched under  the guise of allegory or  fable.  I  need not here stay  to enlarge upon the universal veneration paid  throughout the East to the  fables of Bidpai and to Lokman, the  Aesop of the Greeks:  and it is well known  that the story of Isfendiyar, and  of the daring deeds of the Persian hero Rustan  are to this day more popular in  those regions than the tales of Roland  and Amadis de Gaul ever were with us. And  so decidedly is  Asia  the parent of these fictions, that we  shall find that nearly all those who in early times  distinguished themselves as  writers of what  are  now called ‘Romances’ were  of  Oriental  birth or extraction. Clearchus, a pupil  of Aristotle, and the first who attempted anything of the sort, was  a  native of Soli in Cilicia:  Iamblichus was a Syrian, as were also Heliodorus and  Lucian. Achilles Tatius was  an Alexandrian.”[*Huet, de Origine Fabularum Romnanensium.] The first real novels of which  we have any knowledge are the “Milesian  Tales,” short amatory narratives chiefly written in prose. They were characterised  by  extreme licentiousness. Although they have been lost, some idea of them may  be  formed from the stories  of  Parthenius of Nicaea, the tutor of Virgil. Amongst his “tragical love stories” are several in which the characters are all Milesian, and seem to have been taken from the Milesian Tales. The beautiful fable of Cupid and Psyche, in the Golden  Ass of Apuleius, is admittedly borrowed  from them, and, probably, the  story of the Ephesian Matron in Petronius  Arbiter. We also find  “Sybaritic Tales” mentioned  in Aristophanes.

	  
Previous to the  age of Alexander the Great, the  European Greeks seem to have attempted few  works of this kind; but his  conquests brought Greeks and  Asiatics more closely together, and  gave  them  access to the sources of fiction.  Clearchus, one of Aristotle’s pupils, wrote a history of fictitious love adventures, and  seems to have been the  first writer who distinguished  himself in  this manner.

      
Antonius  Diogenes, who lived after the age  of Alexander, wrote  twenty-four books  on “The Incredible Things beyond Thule,”  somewhat  after the style  of Sir John Mandeville’s  “Voyages  in the Northern Seas,”  founded on the wandering  adventures and amours  of  Dinias  and Dercyllis. The idea of his work seems  to  have  been taken from the Odyssey, and in fact many of the incidents seem to have been borrowed from  it. An abridgment  of  the work  is given  by Photius, who praises  it for its purity of style and  the  delightful variety of its adventures.

	  
After this, there  seems to  have been a considerable  interval  of  unproductiveness, as  far  as romances  were concerned.

      
Lucius of Patrae, who lived during the reign of Marcus Aurelius, collected accounts of magical transformations: a considerable portion of his Metamorphoses was borrowed by  Lucian, and incorporated in his “Lucius or the Ass,” which  in its turn furnished considerable  material for the Golden Ass of Apuleius.

	  
About this time Iamblichus  (not the founder of the Syrian  school of Neoplatonic philosophy, who lived some hundred  years later) wrote his “Babylonica,” relating the  love adventures of Rhodanes and Sinonis.  We only possess  an abstract of it by Photius.

	  
About the second half  of the  third century, Heliodorus, a pagan  sophist, born  at  Emesa in Phoenicia, wrote his  Aethiopica, in ten  books.  It contains the  strange  story of  Theagenes the Thessalian, and Chariclea, the daughter  of  the King of Aethiopia. It served as  a model for most of the later Greek  writers of romance, and  may  be classed with Longus’s  Daphnis and Chloe as one of the best specimens  of this kind of literature  in  Greek  antiquity.  It is remarkable  for  original power, clear sketches  of character, beauty of drawing, and  moral  intention:  the style is pure, simple, and elegant.

	  
We may next  mention  Achilles  of Alexandria (generally  known  as  Achilles Tatius), who wrote  about  450  A.D. He was the  author  of  the  story  of Cleitophon of  Tyre and Leucippe of Byzantium, two lovers who pass through  a long series of adventures  before they meet. In point of  style, Achilles is said to  excel  Heliodorus, and all the other writers of Greek  romance. His language has  been especially commended  for  its conciseness, ease, and simplicity. Photius, the learned patriarch  of  Constantinople, says: “With regard  to  diction  and composition, Tatius  seems  to  me to excel. When he employs figurative language, it is clear and  natural: his sentences are concise  and  clear, and such as by their sweetness  greatly  delight the ear.”

	  
We now  come  to  Daphnis and Chloe, the first  specimen, as has been already mentioned, of a Pastoral romance. A brief outline of the  story may  be  given. Lamon, a  goatherd, living near Mitylene, in  the island  of  Lesbos, finds a male infant, exposed and being  suckled by a goat, brings him up, and  calls  him Daphnis. Two years  afterwards, his neighbour, the shepherd  Dryas, finds a female  infant  being  suckled by  a  ewe, takes her home, and calls her Chloe. The children, as they grow  up, develop  great beauty:  when  they are old enough, one tends the goats, and the other the sheep, and  they fall in love with each other. Many incidents  and adventures are  then introduced, which have no actual connection  with the final  dénouement.  At  last, Dionysophanes, the  proprietor of the  estate which Lamon  cultivates, comes  to visit his  property, with his wife Cleariste  and  his  only son Astylus. Astylus asks his  father to hand Daphnis over to him as a slave, that he may give him to his parasite Gnathon, who has become enamoured of him. Lamon, in order to prevent this, then relates how he found Daphnis, and produces the clothes in which he was wrapped, and the other tokens, or  means  of future recognition, which had  been exposed at the same time as the child. Dionysophanes and Cleariste, by means of these, recognise Daphnis as their own son, whom they  had exposed from motives of  economy, at a time when they had  three other children. Gnathon, alarmed  at hearing  who Daphnis really is, in  order to recover his favour, rescues Chloe, whom Lampis, a cowherd, had carried off, while Daphnis was occupied with his new  parents.  The lovers are greatly  afraid  lest  they shall be separated;  but Dryas, like Lamon, tells how he  found  Chloe, and  exhibits the tokens  left with her. Dionysophanes gives his consent  to a marriage between the two;  but  first gives a feast, to which all the  chief inhabitants  of  the city are invited, and displays Chloe’s  “tokens” to  all the assembled guests:  they are recognised by  a certain Megacles, a  rich  man, who had  exposed  her in  the days  of his poverty, and  is now greatly  troubled because  he has no  heir. This naturally leads to  everything  being settled  satisfactorily, and  the marriage is  celebrated  on the following  day.

	  
Although mainly  on chronological grounds, it  does  not  seem  probable that  Daphnis and Chloe was  the origin  of  the  pastoral  drama; it bears a  stronger, resemblance  to the more recent  dramatic pastorals of Italy, which frequently turn upon the exposure of children, who, after being brought  up  as shepherds  by reputed fathers, are  discovered by their real parents  by  means of tokens  fastened to them, or  deposited  by their side, when  they were  abandoned. There is also a considerable resemblance between  the  story  of Daphnis and Chloe and that of  the  Gentle Shepherd, by Allan Ramsay. The work formed the model of the  Sireine  of Honoré d’Urfé, the  Diana  of Monte-mayor, and the  Aminta  of Tasso. Marmontel, in his  Annette  and  Lubin, has imitated the simplicity of the lovers of Longus, and the celebrated Paul and Virginie is an echo of the same story. But, of all modern writers, the author who has most closely  followed  this romance is  Gessner, who, in his pastoral  of Daphnis, exhibits the same poetical prose, rural  descriptions, and the same  innocence and simplicity on  the  part of the rustic  characters.

	  
	
			   	
  


	
	
		Daphnis and Chloe

		
		Preface
	
		 
While  hunting in a grove  sacred to the Nymphs, in the island of  Lesbos, I saw the most beautiful sight that I  have ever seen: a  picture representing  a history  of love. The  grove itself was pleasant to the  eye, covered with trees, full of flowers, and well-watered: a single  spring fed both  trees and flowers. But the picture  itself was even more delightful: its  subject was the fortunes of love, and the art  displayed in it was marvellous:  so  that many, even strangers, who had heard it  spoken of, visited the island, to pay their  devotions to the Nymphs and examine the  picture, on which were portrayed  women in childbirth  or wrapping children  in swaddling clothes,  –  poor  babes  exposed to the mercy of Fortune, – beasts of the flock nurturing them, shepherds taking  them up in token of adoption, young people binding one another by  mutual vows, pirates overrunning the  seas, and enemies  invading the land.

	  
Many other  subjects, all  of an amatory nature, were depicted, which I  gazed upon with such admiration that I  was seized with  a  desire  to describe them in writing. Accordingly, I  diligently sought for some one to give me an explanation of the details: and, when I  had thoroughly mastered them, I  composed the four following books, as  an  offering  to  Love, the Nymphs, and Pan, and also  as  a work that will  afford pleasure to many, in the  hope that it may heal the sick, console  the  sorrowful, refresh the memory of him who  once has loved, and instruct him who  has never yet felt its flame. For no  one has yet escaped, or ever will escape, the  attack of Love, as long  as  beauty  exists  and  eyes can see. May God grant that, unharmed ourselves, we may be able  to describe the lot of others!


	
			   	
  


	
	
		Daphnis and Chloe

		
		Book One
	
		
There is in Lesbos a flourishing  and beautiful city, named Mitylene.  It is intersected  by  numerous canals, formed by the waters of the  sea, which  flows in upon it, and adorned with  several bridges of white polished  stone: to  look at it, you would  say  that it was  not a single city, but  a  number  of  islands.  About two hundred stades  distant  from the city, a wealthy man  possessed a very fine estate:  mountains abounding in  game, fruitful cornfields, hillocks  covered  with  vine shoots, and ample pasturage for  cattle; the sea washed a long stretch of soft sandy beach.

	  
On this estate a  goatherd, named Lamon, while feeding his flock, found a child being suckled by a goat. There  was a thicket of shrubs and briars, over  which the  ivy straggled, and beneath, a  couch of soft grass, whereon the infant lay.  Hither  the  goat often ran and wandered out of sight, and abandoning its own kid, remained by the side of the child. Lamon, pitying the neglected  kid, observed the direction in  which the goat went: and, one  day  at  noon, when the  sun was at its  height, he  followed and saw it  cautiously entering the thicket and walking round the child, so as not to tread  on  and hurt it, while the latter sucked vigorously at its teat as if it had been its  mother’s breast. Astonished, as was natural, he  approached closer, and found that it  was a little boy, beautiful and well-grown, and wrapped in handsomer  swaddling clothes than suited a child thus  exposed: it  had on a little purple tunic  fastened with a golden clasp, and by its side  was a little dagger with an ivory hilt.


At first he was  minded to take up the tokens, without troubling about the child: but  afterwards, feeling ashamed at the idea  of  being outdone  by the goat in humanity, he  waited till  night, and took everything  to  his  wife Myrtale, –  the tokens, the  child, and  the goat.  When she expressed her astonishment that goats should bring forth little children, he  told her everything: how he had found  the child lying exposed and being  suckled by the goat, and how he had felt ashamed to leave it to die. His wife agreed with him, and they resolved to  hide the tokens, to bring up the child  as their own, and to let the goat suckle  him. Further, they decided to call  him Daphnis, that the  name  might  have a more pastoral sound.

	  
When two  years had passed, a shepherd belonging to the neighbourhood, named Dryas, while  feeding his flocks, made a similar  discovery and saw a similar sight. In his district  there was a cave sacred to the Nymphs: a  large rock hollowed out within, and  circular without. Inside were statues of the Nymphs, carved in stone, with feet unshod, arms bared up to the shoulders, hair falling down  over the neck, a girdle round the waist, and a smile on the face: to judge from  their attitude, you would  have  said they  were dancing. The dome of  the  grotto  was  the  centre of this mighty rock. Water, gushing from a fountain, formed a running stream;  a beautiful meadow extended in front  of cave, the soft and abundant herbage  of which was nourished by the  moisture of the stream. Within were  to be seen hanging up milk pails, flutes, pipes, and reeds, the offerings of the older  shepherds.

	  
A sheep, which had  recently lambed, went  so often to  this  grotto that more than  once she was thought to be lost. Dryas, wishing to punish her and make her  stay  with the  flock to feed, as before, twisted  a bough  of pliant  osier into a collar in the form of  a running noose, and went up to  the rock, in order to snare her. But, when he  drew near, he beheld quite a different sight from what he had expected: he saw the  sheep giving her teat, just like a human being, for a copious draught of milk, to  a  child, which, without a cry, eagerly shifted its clean and pretty mouth from  one teat to the other, while the sheep licked  its face, after it had had enough. It  was a female child, and by its side also lay swaddling clothes and tokens, a cap interwoven with gold, gilded shoes, and gold embroidered anklets.

	  
Thinking that what he had found was  sent from Heaven, and being moved  to  pity by the example of the sheep, he took the child up in his arms, put the tokens in his wallet, and prayed to the Nymphs that he  might be permitted to bring up their  suppliant happily. Then, when it was time to  drive back his  flock, he returned home, told his wife what  he  had  seen, showed her what he had found, and  bade her adopt and bring up the child  as  her  own, without telling anyone  what  had  happened. Nape – that was his wife’s name – immediately took up the child  and caressed her, as if afraid of being  outdone  in  kindliness by the sheep: and, that it  might be more readily believed that  the  child  was her own, she gave it the pastoral name of Chloe.
 
	  
The two  children soon grew up, more beautiful than ordinary  rustics. When the  boy was fifteen years of age, and the girl thirteen, Lamon and Dryas both dreamed  the  following dream the same night. They dreamed that the Nymphs of the grotto with the fountain, in  which Dryas had found the little girl, delivered Daphnis and Chloe into the  hands of a saucy and beautiful boy, who had  wings on his shoulders and carried  a  little  bow and arrows: and that this  boy touched them both with the  same arrow, and bade them tend, the  one  goats, the  other sheep. When they saw this  vision, they  grieved to think that Daphnis and  Chloe were destined  to  tend  sheep  and  goats, since their swaddling clothes  seemed to give promise of better fortune:  for which reason they  had brought them up more delicately than shepherds’ children, had taught them to read, and given them  all the instruction possible in  a country place. They resolved, however, to  obey the gods in regard to those who had  been saved by their providence.  Having  communicated their dreams to each other, and  offered sacrifice, in the cave of the Nymphs, to the winged boy (whose  name  they did  not know), they sent the maiden and the lad  into the fields, having instructed them in  all that they had to do: how they ought to  feed their flocks before midday, and when  the heat had  abated: when they  should drive them to drink, and  when  drive them back to the fold: when  they should use the shepherd’s crook, and when the voice alone. They undertook this duty as joyfully as if they had been intrusted with some important office, and were fonder of their goats and sheep  than shepherds usually are: for Chloe  felt that  she owed her life to a ewe, while Daphnis remembered that, when  exposed, he had been nurtured by a goat.

	  
It  was the beginning of spring, and all the  flowers were blooming – in the woods and  meadows, and on the mountains. The humming of bees, and the twittering of tuneful birds was already heard, and the new born  young were skipping through the fields: the lambs were gamboling on the mountains, the bees were buzzing through the  meadows, the birds were singing in the  bushes.  Under  the influence of this beautiful  season, Daphnis and Chloe, themselves  tender  and youthful, imitated what they saw and heard. When they heard the birds sing, they sang: when  they saw the lambs gambol, they  nimbly skipped in rivalry: and, like  the bees, they gathered flowers, some of which  they placed in their bosoms, while  they wove garlands of others, which they  offered to the Nymphs.

	  
They did everything in  common, and tended their  flocks side  by  side. Daphnis frequently gathered  together Chloe’s wandering  sheep: while  she often drove back his  too venturesome goats from the precipices. Sometimes one of them tended the two  flocks alone, while the other was intent upon  some amusement. Their amusements  were those of children or shepherds.  Chloe  would pluck some stalks of asphodel  from the marsh, to weave a locust trap, without  any thought for her flock: while Daphnis, having cut some slender reeds, and  perforated the intervals between joints, joined  them with soft wax, and practised  himself in playing upon them  until  nightfall.  Sometimes they shared the food they  had taken  with them from home, their milk, or  wine. In short, it would have  been easier  to find sheep and goats feeding  apart, than Daphnis separated from Chloe.

	  
While they were thus  engaged in their youthful sports, Love contrived  the following trouble for them.  There was a wolf in the district, which, having recently  brought forth  young, frequently carried  off  lambs  from the neighbouring fields  to feed them.  The  villagers accordingly assembled together by night, and dug some trenches, one fathom in depth  and four  in  breadth:  the greater part  of the earth which they dug out they  removed to a distance from the trenches: then, placing over the hole long  pieces of dry wood, they covered them with the  remainder of the earth, so  that it looked  level ground just as it had  been before:  this they did so cunningly  that, if even a hare had run across, it would  have broken the pieces of wood, which  were more brittle than bits of straw; and then it  would have been seen that it was  not solid earth at all, but an imitation. Although they dug several similar trenches  on  the mountains and plains, they  could not succeed in catching the wolf, which perceived  the snare, but were the  cause of the loss of a number of  sheep and goats, and Daphnis also nearly lost  his life, in the following manner.


Two goats, in a fit of jealousy, charged each other so violently that the horn of one was broken, and, mad with pain, he took to flight bellowing, closely and hotly pursued by his victorious adversary. Daphnis, grieved at the  sight of the mutilated horn, and annoyed  at  the  insolence of the victor, seized his  club and crook, and started in pursuit of  the pursuer. But, while the goat was  trying to make his escape, and Daphnis was in angry pursuit, they could not see clearly what  was  in  front of them, and both fell  into  one  of these pits – the goat first, and Daphnis after him.  This saved Daphnis  from injury, since he  was able to hold on to the goat  to break  his fall.  In this situation  he waited  in  tears to see if anyone  would come  to  pull  him up again.

	  
Chloe, having seen what had happened, ran up, and, finding that he  was  still  alive, called one of the herdsmen from  the neighbouring  fields to her  assistance.  The herdsman came up, and looked  for a long rope with which  to haul him out, but found  none.  Then  Chloe unloosed the band which  fastened her hair, and gave  it  to the herdsman to let down. Then  they stood on the edge of the pit and pulled:  and Daphnis, holding on to the band as it was being hauled up, at last succeeded in reaching the summit.

	  
Then they drew up the wretched goat, whose horns were both broken – so fully was his vanquished adversary avenged –  and  made a present of him to the herdsman, in return for his assistance, having agreed to tell those at home that he had been carried off by a wolf, if anyone missed him. Returning to their flocks, and  finding them all feeding peacefully and  in good  order, they sat down on the trunk of an oak, to see whether Daphnis  had been wounded in any part of his body by his fall. But  they found no trace of any injury or blood: only his hair and the rest of his person were covered with earth and mud. Daphnis therefore resolved to wash himself, before Lamon and Myrtale found  out what had happened. He went with Chloe  to the grotto of the Nymphs, where the  fountain  was, and  gave  her his  tunic and wallet.
 
	 
And Daphnis, standing by the spring,  began to wash his hair and his whole person. His  hair was dark and thick, and his  body tanned by the sun; one would have  thought that it was darkened by the reflection  of his hair. Chloe looked at him, and he  seemed to her to be very handsome: and,  because she had never thought him handsome  before, she imagined that he owed his  beauty to his bath. She washed his  back and shoulders, and, finding his skin  soft and yielding beneath her hand, she more than once secretly  touched herself,  to see whether her own skin was more delicate.  Then,  as  it  was near sunset,  they drove back their flocks to the homestead: and, from that moment, Chloe had but one thought, one desire – to see Daphnis  in the bath again.

	  
The following day,  when  they  returned to the pasture, Daphnis sat down under  his favourite oak tree and played on his pipe, looking awhile at his goats, which,  lying at his feet, seemed to be listening to his strains. Chloe, seated near him, was also looking after her sheep, but her eyes were more frequently fixed upon  Daphnis.  She again thought him handsome as he was playing on his pipe, and this time, imagining that he owed his beauty to the music, she took the pipe herself, to see whether she could make herself beautiful.  She  persuaded him to take a bath again, saw him in the bath and touched him: then, on her way home, she again began to praise his beauty, and this praise was the beginning of love. She did not know  what  was the matter with her, being a young girl brought up in  the country, who had never even heard  anyone mention the name of Love. But  her heart was a prey to languor, she no  longer had control over her eyes, and she often  uttered the name of Daphnis. She ate little,  could not sleep at night, and neglected her  flock: by turns she laughed and  cried, slept and started up: her face was  pale one moment, and covered with blushes  the next: a cow, stung by the gadfly, was not more uneasy than Chloe. Sometimes, when she was quite alone, she talked  to herself in the following strain:

	  
“I  am ill, but I do not know the nature of my illness: I feel pain, but I am not wounded: I  am sad, but I have lost none of my  sheep.  I  am burning, although seated in  the shade. The brambles have often torn my  flesh, but I did not weep: the bees have often  stung me, but I ate my food. The evil which now gnaws my heart must be sharper than all those. Daphnis is beautiful, but so are the flowers: his pipe gives forth  sweet notes, but so do the nightingales: but yet I care not for them. Would that I  were his pipe, that I might receive his breath! Would that  I  were one of his goats, that  I might  be tended  by him! O cruel water, that hast made  Daphnis  so beautiful, while  I  have washed  in  thee  in vain!  I  perish, O beloved Nymphs,  and you, too, refuse to save  the girl  who  has been brought up in your midst.  When I am dead, who will crown you  with  garlands? Who will feed my poor sheep? Who will look after the noisy grasshopper, which  I  took so much trouble to  catch, that it might send me to sleep, chirping in front of the grotto? But now Daphnis has robbed me of sleep, and the grasshopper chirps in vain.”

	  
Such were the words she spoke in  her suffering, seeking in vain for the name of Love. But Dorcon, the  herdsman who had extricated Daphnis and the goat from the pit, a youth whose beard was just beginning to grow, who knew the name of Love and what it meant,  had felt  an affection for Chloe ever since that day, and, as time went on, his passion  increased.  Thinking little of Daphnis, whom he looked upon as a mere child, he resolved to  gain his object, either by bribery or violence.  He  first made them presents: to Daphnis  he gave a rustic pipe, the nine reeds of which were fastened together with  brass instead of wax, and to Chloe a spotted  fawn’s skin, such as Bacchus was wont  to  wear.  Then, thinking that he was on sufficiently friendly terms with them, he gradually began to neglect Daphnis, while every day he brought Chloe a fresh cheese, a garland of flowers, or some ripe fruit; and once he presented her with a young calf, a gilt cup, and some young birds, which he had caught on the mountains. She, knowing nothing of the arts of lovers, was delighted to receive the presents, because she could pass them on to Daphnis.  One day – since Daphnis also was destined to learn what Love meant –  a discussion arose between him and Dorcon as to which of them was the handsomer. Chloe was appointed judge: and the victor’s reward was  to be a kiss. Dorcon spoke first:

	  
“I  am taller than Daphnis: I am a cowherd, while he is only a goatherd, as much superior to him as cows are superior to goats.  I  am white as milk, ruddy as corn fit for the sickle: my mother reared me, not a wild beast.  He  is short, beardless as a woman, black as a wolf.  He  tends goats, and stinks like them. He is so poor that he cannot even keep a dog: and if, as is reported, a goat has suckled him, he differs little from a kid.”

	  
After Dorcon had spoken thus, Daphnis replied:

	  
“Yes, like Zeus,  I  was suckled by a goat: I tend goats that are larger than his cows, and  I  do not smell of them, any more than Pan, who is more like a goat than anything else.  I  am content with cheese, hard bread, and sweet wine: if he have these, a man is rich in the country. I am beardless, so was Dionysus: I  am dark, so is the hyacinth: and yet Dionysus is superior to the Satyrs, the hyacinth to the lily. He is as red as a fox, bearded like a goat, white as a woman from the city. If you kiss me, you will kiss my mouth: but, if you kiss him, you will only kiss the hairs on his chin. Lastly, O maiden, remember that you were suckled by  a sheep: and yet how beautiful you are!”

	  
Chloe could wait no longer: delighted at such praise, and having long been eager to kiss Daphnis, she jumped up and kissed him, simply and artlessly, but yet her kiss had power to inflame his heart. Dorcon, deeply  annoyed, hastened away, to think of some other way of satisfying his desires. Daphnis, on the other hand, seemed to have received a sting, rather than a kiss. He  immediately became sad and pensive: he was seized with a chill, and was unable to restrain his palpitating heart: he wanted to look at Chloe, and, when he did so, his face was covered with blushes. Then, for the first time, he admired her fair hair, her  eyes as large as those of a heifer, her face  whiter  than goats’ milk: it seemed as if  he then began for the first time to see, and had hitherto been blind. He merely tasted his food, and hardly moistened his lips with drink. He who was once more noisy than the locusts, remained silent: he who was formerly more active than his goats, sat idle: his flock was neglected, his pipe lay on  the  ground,  his  face  was paler than the grass  in  summer. He  could only speak of Chloe: and,  whenever he was  away from her he would rave to himself like this:
	  
	  
“What on earth has Chloe’s kiss done to me?  Her lips are tenderer than roses, her mouth is sweeter than a honeycomb, but her kiss is sharper than the sting of a  bee.  I  have often kissed my kids:  I have often kissed  newly born puppies, and the little calf which  Dorcon gave me: but this kiss is  something new. My pulse  beats high:  my heart leaps: my soul  melts: and  yet  I  wish to kiss again. O bitter victory!  O  strange disease, the  name of  which I  cannot even tell! Can  Chloe  have  tasted poison before she kissed  me?  why then  did she not die? How  sweetly sing  the  nightingales; but my pipe is silent!  How wantonly leap the kids, but I sit still!  How  sweetly bloom the  flowers, but I  weave no garlands! The violets and hyacinths  bloom, but Daphnis fades. Shall  even Dorcon appear more beautiful than Daphnis?” Such  were the passionate outbursts of the worthy Daphnis, who  then  for the first time felt the  influence of love. But  Dorcon, the  herdsman, the  lover of Chloe, seizing  the opportunity  when Dryas was planting  a  tree near  a  vine shoot, went up  to  him with some cheeses and pipes. He  gave him the cheeses, since he had been an old friend of his, at the  time when he himself pastured his  flock.  Then  he began to speak of marriage  with  Chloe, and promised him a  number  of valuable presents, if he should  gain her hand:  a yoke of oxen for ploughing, four swarms of bees, fifty young apple trees, an oxhide for making shoes, and, every year, a calf that had been  weaned. Allured by the prospects of such  presents, Dryas  was on the point of  giving his consent. But afterwards, thinking that the maiden deserved to make a better marriage, and  being  afraid that, if he were found out, he might be punished and even put to death, he  refused  his consent, at the  same time asking Dorcon not to be offended.

	  
Dorcon, thus for the  second time cheated of his hopes, and having  lost his fat cheeses for nothing, determined to lay violent hands on Chloe  when he found her alone. Having  observed that Daphnis and Chloe  took  it in  turns to drive their  flocks to  drink, he contrived a scheme  worthy  of a  shepherd. He took the skin  of  a large  wolf, which one of his  oxen, fighting in defence of the kine, had killed with his  horns, and flung it over his shoulders, whence it hung down to his feet, so  that the  forefeet covered his hands, and the  hinder his legs down to his heels, while  the head with its gaping mouth  enclosed  his  head like a soldier’s helmet.  Having thus transformed himself into a wild beast as best he  could, he proceeded to the spring where  the goats and  sheep  used to drink after they came from pasture. This fountain was in a hollow valley, and the whole spot around  was  full  of wild brambles and thorns, low growing juniper bushes and thistles, so  that  even a real wolf could  easily have concealed himself there. Here  Dorcon  hid  himself, waiting for the time when the  animals came to drink, hoping to frighten  Chloe under the guise of a wolf, and  so easily lay hands upon her.

	  
After  he  had  waited a  little  while, Chloe came  driving the  flocks to the spring, having left  Daphnis cutting fresh foliage for  the  kids to eat after pasture. The dogs who assisted them to guard the sheep and  goats followed her: and, with the natural curiosity  of keen-scented animals, they tracked and  discovered Dorcon preparing to attack the  maiden. With a loud bark, they  rushed upon him as if he had been  a wolf, surrounded him, before he was able in  his  astonishment to rise upon his feet, and bit at him furiously. At first, afraid  of being recognised, and being for some  time protected  by  the skin which covered him, he lay in the thicket without uttering a word: but when Chloe, terrified at the first sight of  the supposed animal, shouted for Daphnis  to  help  her, and the dogs, having torn  off  the skin, began to fix their teeth in his body, he cried  out loudly and implored Chloe and  Daphnis (who had just come up) to assist  him.

	  
They quickly  calmed the  dogs  with their familiar shout; then  taking Dorcon, who had  been  bitten  in the legs and shoulders, to the  fountain, they washed his wounds, where the  dogs’ teeth  had  entered the flesh, and  chewed the green bark of an elm tree  and spread it over them. In their ignorance of  the  audacity prompted by love, they thought  that Dorcon had merely put on the  wolfs skin for a joke:  wherefore  they felt  no anger against him, but tried to console him, and, having helped him along  a  little distance, sent him on his way.

	  
Dorcon, having  been  in  such deadly peril, after he had made  good his escape from the  mouth  of  a dog (not, as the proverb goes, of  a wolf), devoted his attention to his wounds. Daphnis and Chloe, however, found  considerable difficulty  in getting together their  goats and sheep, which,  alarmed by the  sight of the wolf’s skin, and thrown into  confusion by the barking of the dogs, had fled  to the tops of the mountains  or  down  to the seashore.  Although  they  had  been trained to obey their masters’ voice and  to be soothed by the sound of the pipe, and to gather together when they  merely clapped their hands, fear had  caused them to forget everything; and they  could only get them back  to the fold with difficulty, after tracking them like hares. During that night alone they  slept soundly, and weariness was a  remedy for their amorous uneasiness: but, as soon as day came again, they felt the  same passion as before. They were  glad when  they saw each other, and sorrowful when they parted: they suffered, they wanted something, but  they did not know what they wanted.  They only knew, the one that he had been undone by a kiss, the other  that  she had  been destroyed by a bath. In  addition  to  this, the season of the  year still further inflamed their passion.

	  
It  was  the end of  spring and the commencement  of  summer: all  Nature was in full  vigour: the  trees were full of fruit, the fields of corn. The  chirp of the grasshopper  was  sweet to hear, the fruit sweet to smell, and the  bleating of the sheep pleasant  to the  ear. The gently flowing rivers  seemed to be singing a song: the winds, blowing softly through the pine branches, sounded like the notes of the pipe:  even the apples seemed to fall to the  ground smitten with love, stripped off by the  sun that was enamoured of their beauty. Daphnis, heated by all these surroundings, plunged into the river, sometimes to bathe, at other times to snare the fish  that sported in the eddies of the stream: and he  often drank, as if he could thereby quench  the  fire that consumed him. Chloe, after  having milked her sheep and most  of  Daphnis’s  goats, was for a long time  busied  in  curdling the milk: for the flies  annoyed her terribly and stung her, when  she endeavoured to drive them away.

	  
After this, she washed her face, and crowned with branches of pine, and girt with the skin of a fawn, filled a pail with wine and milk to share with  Daphnis.


When noon came  on, they  were more enamoured than ever. For  Chloe, having seen Daphnis quite  naked, was struck by the bloom of his beauty, and her heart melted with love, for  his  whole person was too  perfect for  criticism: while  Daphnis, seeing  Chloe with her fawn  skin and garland of pine, holding out the milk pail for him  to drink, thought that he was gazing upon one of the Nymphs of the grotto. He snatched the garland from her head, kissed it, and placed it on his own:  and Chloe took his  clothes when he had stripped to bathe, kissed them, and in like manner put them on.  Sometimes they pelted each other with  apples, and parted and decked each other’s hair.  Chloe declared that Daphnis’s hair, being dark, was like myrtle berries: while Daphnis  compared Chloe’s face to  an  apple, because it was fair and ruddy. He also  taught  her to play on the pipe:  and, when  she  began to blow, he snatched it away, and ran  over the reeds with his lips: and, while he  thus pretended  to show her where  she was wrong, he  speciously kissed the  pipe in the places where her mouth had been.

	  
While he was piping in the  noonday heat, and the  flocks were resting in the shade, Chloe unwittingly  fell  asleep. When Daphnis perceived this, he put down his pipe, and gazed at  her  all over with greedy eyes, without  any feeling of shame, and at  the  same  time  gently whispered to himself: “How lovely are her eyes in sleep! how  sweet the perfume from her mouth, sweeter than  that  of apples or the hawthorn! Yet I dare not kiss it: her kiss pricks  me to the heart, and maddens me like  fresh honey. Besides, if  I  kiss her, I am afraid of waking her. O chattering grasshoppers! you will prevent her from sleeping, if  you chirp so loudly! And on the other side, the he-goats are butting each other with their horns: O wolves, more cowardly than foxes, why do you not  carry them off?”

	  
While  he was thus talking to himself, a grasshopper, pursued by a swallow, fell into Chloe’s bosom: the swallow followed, but could not catch it: but, being unable to check its flight, touched Chloe’s cheek with its wing. Not knowing what  was the matter, she cried out loudly, and woke up with a start: but, when  she saw the swallow flying  close  to her, and  Daphnis laughing at her alarm, she  was reassured, and rubbed her still drowsy  eyes. The grasshopper, as  if in gratitude  for its safety, chirped its thanks from her  bosom. Then Chloe cried  out again, and  Daphnis laughed: and, seizing  the  opportunity, thrust  his hand  into  her breast, and pulled  out the grateful insect, which continued  its  song, even while held a prisoner in his hand. Chloe  was delighted, and having kissed the  insect, took  it  and put it, still chirping, into  her bosom.

	  
Another time, they were listening with delight to the  cooing of a wood pigeon. When Chloe asked what  was the meaning of its  song, Daphnis told  her the popular story:  “Once  upon a time, dear maiden, there  was a maiden, beautiful and blooming as yourself. She tended cattle  and sang beautifully: her cows  were so enchanted  by the music  of  her voice, that she never needed  to  strike  them with her crook  or to  touch them with  her goad: but, seated  beneath  a  pine tree, her head crowned with  a garland, she sang of Pan and Pinus, and the  cows stood near, enchanted  by her  song. There was a young man who tended his  flocks hard by, beautiful and a good singer himself, as she was, who  entered  into  a rivalry of song with her:  his voice was more powerful, since he was a man, and yet gentle, since he was but  a youth. He sang so sweetly that he charmed eight of her best cows and enticed  them  over to his own herd, and drove them  away. The maiden, grieved at the loss  of her  cattle, and at having been vanquished in singing, begged the Gods to transform her  into  a bird before she returned home. The Gods listened to her prayer, and transformed her into a mountain bird, which loves to sing as she did. Even now it tells  in  plaintive tones of her misadventure, and  how that she is still seeking the  cows  that  strayed away.”

	  
Such were the enjoyments which the summer afforded them. But, in mid-autumn, when the grapes grew ripe, some Tyrian pirates, having embarked  on a light Carian vessel, that they might  not be suspected of being barbarians, landed on the coast: and, armed with  swords and corslets, carried  off  everything that  came into their hands, fragrant wine, a great quantity of wheat, and honey in  the honeycomb, besides some cows belonging to Dorcon. They also  seized Daphnis as he was wandering  on  the  shore:  for Chloe, being a simple girl, for  fear  of the insolence of the shepherds, did not drive  out the flocks of Dryas  so  early. When  the robbers beheld the tall  and handsome youth, a more valuable booty  than  any they could find in the fields, they paid no heed  to the goats or the other fields, but  carried him off to their ship, weeping  and in  great distress what to  do, and  calling the while for Chloe in a loud voice. No sooner had they  loosed  the  cable, and begun to ply their  oars, and put out  to  sea, than Chloe drove down her  flock, bringing with her a new pipe as a present to Daphnis. But, seeing the goats scattered hither and thither, and hearing Daphnis  calling to her ever louder and louder, thinking no more about her sheep, she  flung away the pipe, and ran to Dorcon, to  implore his aid.

	  
She found him lying  prostrate on the ground, hacked  by  the  swords of the robbers, and  almost dead from loss of blood. But, when  he saw Chloe, revived by the  smouldering fire of his former passion, he said:  “Chloe, dear, I  am at the point  of death:  when  I  tried to defend my cattle, the accursed brigands hewed me to pieces  like an ox.  But  do you save Daphnis for  yourself: avenge me, and destroy  them. I  have taught my cows to follow the sound  of  the pipe, and to come when they hear it, however far off they may be feeding.  Come, take this pipe, and play the same strain  upon  it  which I once taught Daphnis, and he in turn taught  you.  Leave the  rest to my pipe and my  cows  that are on  yonder ship.  I  also make you a present of the  pipe, with  which I have gained the victory  over many herdsmen and shepherds. Kiss  me once in return, and lament for me  when I am dead: and, when you see another tending my cattle, then think  of me.”

	  
When  Dorcon  had  thus spoken, and had kissed her for the  last time, he breathed his last  as  he spoke and kissed her. Chloe took the pipe, put it  to her lips, and blew with all her might. And the cows heard it, and, recognising the strain, began to low, and all with  a  bound  sprang into the sea. As  they had  leaped from the same side of the  vessel, and caused the sea to part, it upset  and sank under the waves that closed  over  it.  Those on board were flung into the  sea, but with unequal prospect  of safety. For  the pirates were encumbered with  swords, and clad in scaly coats  of  mail, and  greaves reaching halfway  down the  leg.  But  Daphnis, who had  been  tending his  flocks, was unshod, and  only  half clothed, owing to the burning heat. The pirates  had only swum a little way, when the  weight of their armour  dragged them down into the depths: Daphnis easily threw  off  the clothes he had on, yet it  cost him some effort  to  swim, since he had  hitherto only swum in rivers: but  soon, under the impulse of necessity, he reached the cows by an effort, and, while with  each hand he grasped one by the horns, he was carried along between them without  difficulty or danger, as  if he had  been driving a cart: for an ox swims  far better than any man: it is  only inferior to the waterfowl and fishes.  An  ox would never sink, were it not that the horn falls off their hoofs when it  gets wet through. The truth of what I say  is borne out by many places on the coast which  are still found bearing the name of  “Ox  fords.”

	  
Thus Daphnis, against all expectation, was saved from the  double danger of the robbers and shipwreck.  When he came to land, and found  Chloe weeping and smiling through  her  tears, he threw himself into her  arms, and  asked her what she had  meant by playing on the pipe. And she told  him  everything, how she had run to  Dorcon for  help, how his cows had been trained  to  obey the sound of the pipe, what strain she had been bidden to play, and how Dorcon had died:  only, from a feeling of modesty, she said nothing  about the kiss  she  had  given him. Then both resolved to honour  the memory of their benefactor, and went with  his relatives  to bury the unhappy Dorcon.  They heaped earth over him in abundance, and planted a number  of  cultivated  trees round about, and hung up  as an offering to the deceased  the first fruits  of their labours: they poured  libations of milk over his grave, crushed grapes, and broke several shepherds’  pipes. His cows lowed piteously, wandering  hither and thither the while: and to the  herdsmen and shepherds it seemed that they  were mourning for the death of their master.

	  
After the burial of Dorcon, Chloe led Daphnis to the grotto of  the Nymphs, where she washed him, and then she herself, for  the first time in  Daphnis’s presence, also  washed her  own fair and beautiful  person, which  needed no bath to set  off  its  beauty:  then, plucking the flowers that were in season, they crowned the statues of the Nymphs, and  hung  up Dorcon’s pipe against the  rock as  an offering. After this, they went  to look after their sheep and  goats, which were all lying on the  ground, neither feeding nor bleating, but, I  believe, pining for the absent Daphnis and  Chloe.  But, as soon as they came in  sight, and  began to shout and pipe  as  usual, they jumped up and began  to feed: the  goats skipped wantonly, as  if  delighted at the safe return of their  master. Daphnis however could not bring himself to feel  happy:  for, since he had  seen Chloe naked, in all her beauty formerly  hidden and then revealed, he felt a pain in his  heart, as if it was consumed by poison. His  breath now came rapidly, as if  someone was pursuing him: and now failed  him, as  if  exhausted in previous attacks. Chloe’s bath seemed to him more terrible  than  the sea. He thought that  his soul was still amongst the pirates, since  he was merely a young rustic and as yet knew  nothing  of  the thievish tricks of Love.


	
			   	
  


	
	
		Daphnis and Chloe

		
		Book Two
	
		
It  was  now the middle of autumn, and the vintage was  close at  hand;  everyone was in the fields, busily intent  upon his work. Some were repairing  the wine presses, others  cleaning out the jars:  some were  weaving  baskets of osier, and others sharpening short sickles for cutting the grapes:  some were preparing stones to crush those  full  of wine, others preparing dry twigs  which had been well beaten, to be  used as torches to light the drawing off of the new wine  by night. Daphnis and Chloe, having abandoned  the care of their flocks, assisted  each  other  in  these tasks. Daphnis carried bunches of grapes in baskets, threw them  into the press and trod them, and drew  off the juice into jars: while Chloe prepared  food for  the  vintagers, and poured some  of the  older wine  for them to drink, while at  the same  time  she picked some of the  lowest bunches  from  the trees. For all the vines in Lesbos grow low, and are not trained to trees: their  branches hang down to the ground, spreading like ivy, so  that even a child that  is, so to speak, only just out of  its swaddling clothes, could reach them.

	  
As is customary at the  festival of Bacchus, on the birthday of the  wine, women had been summoned from the  neighbouring  fields to  assist; and  they cast amorous  eyes  on Daphnis, and  extolled him as vying with Bacchus  in beauty. One of them, bolder than  the  rest, kissed him, which  excited Daphnis, but annoyed Chloe.  On the other hand, the men who were  treading the wine-presses, made all kinds of advances  to Chloe, and leaped furiously, like  Satyrs who had seen some Bacchante, declaring that  they wished they were sheep, to  be tended by her: this, again, pleased Chloe, while Daphnis felt annoyed. Each wished  that the vintage was  over, and  that they  could return to the  familiar fields, and, instead of uncouth shouts, hear the sound of the pipe and the bleating  of  their  flocks.

	  
In a few days the grapes were gathered in, the casks were full of new wine, and there was  no  need of  so  many hands: then they again began to drive their  flocks  down to the plain, and joyfully paid  homage to the Nymphs, offering them  grapes still hanging on the branches, the  first fruits of the vintage. Even before that  they had never neglected them  as they passed by, but when they drove their  flocks to pasture, as well  as  on their return, they reverently saluted them; never omitting  to bring them a  flower, some fruit, some green foliage, or a libation  of milk. And they afterwards reaped the  reward of this piety from the Gods.  Then they gambolled like dogs loosed from  their bonds, piped, sang to the goats, and  wrestled sportively with the sheep.


While they  were  thus  amusing themselves, an  old man appeared before them, clad in a  goatskin, with  shoes of undressed leather  on  his  feet, and carrying a wallet, a very old one, round  his  neck. Seating himself close by them, he addressed them as follows:  “My  children, I  am old Philetas: I have sung  many songs to these  Nymphs, I have often played the  pipe to Pan yonder, and guided  a  whole  herd of oxen by my voice alone. I am  come  to tell  you what I have seen, and to  declare to you what  I have heard.

	  
“I have a garden, which I  have planted and cultivated myself, ever since I  became too old to tend  my flocks. You will always find there  everything that grows, in its proper  season: in  spring, roses, lilies, hyacinths, single and double violets: in summer, poppies, wild  pears, and all kinds of apples: and, in  the present autumn season, grapes, figs, pomegranates, and green myrtles.  Every morning flocks of birds assemble in the  garden, some to seek food, others to  sing: for it is thickly shaded by trees, and watered by three fountains: if  you were to remove the wall that  surrounds it, you would think it was a  native forest.

	  
“When I went  into it yesterday about midday, I  saw  a lad  under the myrtles and  pomegranate trees, with some of their produce in his  hands:  he was white as milk and ruddy as fire, and his  body shone as if he had just  been bathing. He was naked and alone, and he was amusing himself with  plucking the fruit as  if the garden had  belonged to him. I rushed at him to  seize  him, being afraid that, in his  wantonness, he might break my trees:  but  he  nimbly and easily escaped  my  hand, now running under the rose bushes, now hiding himself under the poppies, like a young partridge. I have often had  trouble  in  chasing young kids, and  tired  myself  with  running after newly-born  calves:  but this was a wily creature, and  could not be caught. Being an old man, and obliged to support myself with  a stick, I  soon became tired: and, being afraid that  he might escape, I  asked him to which  of my neighbours he belonged, and what he meant by plucking the  fruit in  a stranger’s garden. He made  no  answer, but, coming close to me, laughed  quietly, flung some myrtle berries  at  me, and, somehow or other, appeased  my anger. I  asked him to come to me  without fear, and I  swore by my myrtles, and, in addition, by my  apples and pomegranates, that I would  let  him pluck the fruits of my  trees and cull my flowers whenever he pleased, if  he would only give me one  kiss.

	  
“Then, laughing loudly, he  began to speak in a  voice  sweeter than  that of a swallow, or  nightingale, or swan as old in years  as myself:  ‘It  would be easy for me  to kiss you, Philetas:  for my wish to be  kissed  is  stronger than your desire to become young again:  but look to it whether the  gift is suitable to your age. For, when you have once kissed me, your years will not exempt you from a desire  to pursue me:  but neither the hawk, nor eagle, nor other bird that is swift on the  wing can catch me. I am not a child, even though  I  seem to be: I am older than  Kronos, more ancient than all time. I knew you in the  bloom of your first  youth, when you  tended your numerous flock  in yonder  marsh, and  I  was by your  side when you played upon your pipe under  the beech trees, when you were in love  with Amaryllis, but  you did not see me; and yet I was  very close to her.  I gave  her  to you, and  the  fruit of your union has  been stalwart sons, good herdsmen and labourers. But now Daphnis  and Chloe are my  care: and  when  I  have brought them  together  in  the morning, I come into your garden, to enjoy the sight of the plants  and flowers, and to bathe in this spring.  This  is why all the produce of your  garden is fair to see, since it is watered by my  bath. Look whether any branch is broken, whether any fruit is plucked, whether  any flower is trodden upon, or your  springs disturbed. Think yourself happy  that you are the only man who has seen this child in your old age.’

	  
“With  these words, he sprang up, like a young  nightingale, upon the myrtles, and, mounting  from branch to branch, at length reached  the top. Then I saw that he had wings  on his shoulders, and a bow and arrows between  the  wings and his shoulders, and  after that  I  saw him no more. But, unless  my grey  hairs  count for nothing, unless I  have grown more foolish with age, you  are consecrated to Love, my children, and Love  watches over you.”

	  
Daphnis and Chloe were as delighted  as if they had heard some fable, and not  a  true story, and asked what Love  was; whether it was  a  bird or a child, and what it  could do. Philetas replied: “My children, Love is a  winged God, young and  beautiful. Wherefore he takes delight in youth, pursues  beauty, and furnishes the  soul with wings: his  power is greater  than  that of Zeus. He has power over the  elements and over the  stars: and  has greater control over the other Gods  that  are his equals than  you  have  over your sheep and goats. The  flowers are all the work of Love; the plants are  his creation. He makes the rivers  to  run, and  the winds to blow. I have  seen a bull smitten with love, and it bellowed  as  if  stung by the gadfly: I have  seen a he-goat kissing its mate, and following it  everywhere. I myself have been young, and  was  in  love with Amaryllis: then I thought  neither of eating nor drinking, and I  took no rest. My soul was troubled, my heart beat, my body was chilled: I  shouted as if  I  were being beaten, I was as silent as a dead man, I plunged into the rivers as if I were consumed by fire: I called upon Pan, himself enamoured of Pitys, to help me: I thanked Echo, who repeated the name of Amaryllis after me: I broke my pipes, which, though they charmed my kine, could not bring Amaryllis to me. For there  is  no  remedy for Love, that  can  be eaten or drunk, or uttered in  song, save kissing  and  embracing, and lying naked side by side.”
 
	  
Philetas, having thus instructed  them, departed, taking away  with him  a present of some  cheeses and a horned goat. When they  were left alone, having then for the first time  heard the name of Love, they were  greatly distressed, and, on their return to their  home at night, compared their feelings with  what they had heard from the  old  man: “Lovers suffer:  so do we. They  neglect  their  work:  we have done the  same.  They  cannot sleep:  it is the same  with  us.  They  seem on fire:  we are consumed by fire.  They  are eager to see each  other: it  is for  this  that we wish the day to  dawn more quickly. This must be Love, and we are in love with each other without knowing it. If this be not love, and I am not beloved, why are we  so distressed? why do we  so  eagerly  seek each other? All that Philetas has told  us is true. It was that  boy in the garden who once appeared  to our parents  in  a dream, and bade  us  tend the  flocks.  How  can we catch him? he  is small and will  escape. And  how  can  we escape  him? he has wings and will  overtake us.  We  must appeal to the Nymphs for  help. But Pan could not help Philetas, when he was  in love with Amaryllis. Let  us, therefore, try the remedies of  which  he told us:  let us kiss and embrace  each other, and lie naked on the ground. It  is cold:  but we will endure it, after  the example of Philetas.”

	  
This was their  nightly lesson. At daybreak  they  drove out their flocks, kissed each other  as soon as they met, which they had  never done before, and embraced:  but they  were afraid to  try  the third remedy, to  undress  and lie  down together: for it would  have been too bold an act for a young  shepherdess, even  for a goatherd. Then  again they passed sleepless nights, thinking of what they had done, and regretting what they had left undone. “We have kissed each other,” they complained, “ but it has profited nothing. We  have embraced, but nothing  has come of it. The only remaining remedy is  to lie down together: let  us  try it: surely  there must be something in it more efficacious than in a  kiss.”

	  
With such thoughts as  these their dreams  were  naturally  of love and kisses and  embraces: what they had  not done in the  day, they  did in  a dream: they lay naked  together. The next morning, they got up more  inflamed with love than ever, and drove their  flocks to pasture, whistling loudly, and  hurried to embrace each other: and, when  they saw each other from a distance, they ran  up with a smile, kissed, and  embraced: but the third  remedy was slow to come:  for Daphnis did not venture to speak of  it, and Chloe was unwilling  to lead  the  way, until chance brought  them  to it.

	  
They were  sitting side by side on the trunk of an oak: and, having  tasted the delights of kissing, they could not have enough: in their  close embrace  their  lips met closely. While Daphnis pulled  Chloe somewhat roughly towards him, she somehow fell on her  side, and Daphnis, following  up his  kiss, fell also on his side: then, recognising the likeness of the dream, they lay for a long time as if they had been  bound together. But, not knowing what to do next, and thinking that this was the  consummation of love, they  spent  the  greater part of the day in these idle embraces; then, cursing the night when  it came on, they separated, and drove their  flocks home. Perhaps they would  have found out the truth, had not a sudden  disturbance occupied the attention of the  whole district.

	  
Some wealthy  young Methymnaeans, wishing  to amuse themselves away from home  during  the  vintage, launched a small  vessel, manned with their servants as  oarsmen, and coasted along the shore of  Mitylene, which affords good harbourage, and is adorned  with  splendid houses, baths, parks, and  groves, some natural, others artificial, but all pleasant to dwell in. Coasting along and putting in to land from time to time, they did  no damage, but amused themselves in various ways.  They fastened hooks  to  the end of a fine  line attached to the end of a reed, and  caught fish from a rock that jutted  out into the sea: or, with dogs and nets, captured  the hares which were  scared  by the  noise of the labourers in the  vineyard;  or again, they set snares for ducks, wild  geese, and bustards, which, besides affording  them sport, provided  them  with an  addition to their repast. If  they wanted anything else, they bought it from  the villagers, at a higher price than it  was worth. They only needed bread, wine, and lodging, for, as it was late in the autumn, they did  not think it was safe  to pass the night on the water: they accordingly drew up  the ship on land, being afraid  of a storm by night.

	  
It  chanced  that a peasant, being in need of a  rope to  lift up the  stone that was used for crushing the  grapes after they had been trodden  (his  own being  broken), went secretly  down to the seashore, and, finding the ship unguarded, unfastened the cable, took it home, and used it for what he wanted. In the morning, the young Methymnaeans looked everywhere  for  the rope, and, as no one admitted  the  theft, after abusing their hosts, they put  out to sea again. Having sailed on about thirty stades, they put in at that part of the coast where was the  estate on  which  Daphnis and Chloe dwelt: since it seemed to them to be a good country for coursing. But, as they had no rope with which  to moor their vessel, they  twisted some long green osiers into  a cable, and  with  them fastened it to land: then, having let loose their dogs to  scent  the  game in  the  most likely spots, they spread their  nets. The dogs, running in all directions and  barking, frightened the goats, which left  the hills and fled hastily in the direction  of the sea. There, finding nothing to eat in the sand on the shore, some  of them, bolder than the rest, went  up to the boat, and  gnawed off the osiers  with which it was fastened.

	  
It  so happened  that the  sea was rather rough, as there  was  a  breeze blowing  from the mountains: and, as  soon  as the boat was unfastened, the tide carried it  away into the open  sea.  When  the young Methymnaeans saw what had  occurred, some  of  them ran down to the  shore, and others called their  dogs  together:  and all raised such a shout that all the  labourers hurried up from the neighbouring  fields. But it was all in  vain:  for, as  the  breeze freshened, it bore away the  vessel down the current with  irresistible force.

	  
Then the  Methymnaeans, having thus sustained a considerable loss, looked for the  keeper of the goats, and, having found Daphnis, flogged him and stripped him of his  clothes. One of them, taking up a dog leash, twisted Daphnis’s  hands behind his back, intending to bind  him. He  shouted loudly  as  he  was being beaten, and implored the  countrymen to help him, above  all Lamon  and  Dryas. They, being vigorous old men, whose hands were hardened by their labours in the fields, assisted  him stoutly, and demanded that a fair inquiry should  be held into  what had taken  place.

	  
As the others who had  come  up  pressed the same demand, the herdsman Philetas was  chosen as  umpire: for he was the oldest of those present, and  he  had the reputation amongst his fellow villagers of being perfectly impartial. First the young Methymnaeans briefly and clearly made their complaint:

	  
“We  came to these fields to hunt. We had fastened our boat to  the  shore with a green osier withe, and left  it  there: after which, we set out with our dogs to look for game. Meanwhile, this man’s goats went down  to the shore, ate the osiers, and set loose  the  boat. You yourself saw it being carried away out to sea: what do you think was the value of the property with which it was loaded? of the clothes and dog-trappings, besides money, enough to purchase this estate? Wherefore, by way of recompense, we claim that we have a right to carry away this rascally goatherd, who pastures his flock on the seashore, as if he were a sailor.”

	  
Such was the charge brought by the Methymnaeans.  Daphnis, although suffering terribly from the blows which he had received, seeing Chloe amongst those present, made light of the pain, and spoke as follows:

	  
“I tend my goats properly. No one in the village has ever complained of a  goat  of mine browsing in his garden or  breaking down his sprouting vines. It is the fault of these sportsmen, who have dogs so badly broken, that they keep running about and barking so loudly, that, like so many wolves, they have driven my goats from the hills and plains to the  seashore.  But they have eaten the osiers: could they find any grass, or  wild arbutus, or thyme to eat on the  sand?  Again, their  boat has been destroyed by the  winds and waves: the storm, not my  goats, is to blame for this. Again, there  was a large store of clothes and money on  board:  who would be  so  foolish as to  believe that a boat, carrying  so  valuable a freight, would have been fastened with nothing  but a rope made  of  osier withes?”

	  
Having thus spoken, Daphnis began to weep, and moved the villagers  to  great compassion: so that Philetas, who had to pronounce the verdict, swore  by Pan  and the Nymphs, that  neither  Daphnis  nor  his goats  were  in  the wrong, but the  sea and the wind, which were  under the jurisdiction  of others. However, Philetas  could not convince the Methymnaeans, who, in the impulse  of their  rage, again seized Daphnis, and would have  bound  him, had not the villagers, roused  at  this, rushed upon them like a  flock of starlings or jackdaws, and speedily  rescued  Daphnis, who also was stoutly  defending himself. Then, with vigorous blows of their clubs, they routed the  Methymnaeans, and did not cease from pursuing  them, until they had driven them out of their territory.

	  
While  they were thus engaged in the pursuit  of  the  Methymneans, Chloe quietly led Daphnis to  the grotto of the Nymphs, where  she  washed  his face which was smeared with the  blood from his nostrils: then, taking  a  slice of bread and some cheese  from  her  wallet, she gave him  to eat, and  – what comforted him most  of all – she imprinted upon  his  mouth  a kiss sweeter than  honey with  her tender lips.

	  
Thus Daphnis had a narrow escape, but the matter did not rest there:  for  the Methymnaeans, having reached their  home with great difficulty on foot, whereas they had come in a ship, full of wounds  instead of in the enjoyment of luxury, called an assembly of their fellow citizens, and, holding out  olive  branches  in sign of supplication, besought them  to deign to avenge them: they did not, however, utter a word of truth, for fear that they  might be laughed at, for having  allowed themselves  to be  so maltreated by a few shepherds: but  they accused the Mitylenaeans of having plundered  them and seized their vessel and its  contents, as  if  they had been at open war.

	  
The Methymnaeans  believed what they said when they saw their  wounds, and, thinking it their duty  to avenge their wrongs, since the  young men belonged to the  highest  families in  the place, they immediately decided  to make  war without the usual  formalities, and  ordered their chief captain to put  to sea  with  ten galleys and ravage their  coast:  for, as the winter  was  close at hand, it  was not safe to intrust a larger  fleet  to  the mercy of the waves.

	  
On the  following day, the captain put out to  sea, using his  soldiers as oarsmen, and directed his  course towards the coastland  of  Mitylene. He  carried off a large number of  cattle, and a quantity of corn and  wine, since the vintage was only just over, and  also took prisoner a considerable number of those who were working in the fields. He at last landed on the estate where Daphnis and Chloe were tending their flocks, and carried off everything that he could find. At the time Daphnis was  not  with his flock: for he had gone  up to  the wood to cut some green branches  to serve as fodder for the kids during the  winter.  Seeing the inroad from a distance, he  hid  himself in the hollow trunk of a dry beech tree. Chloe, who was with her flocks, being pursued, fled to the  grotto of  the  Nymphs as a suppliant, and besought her pursuers to spare herself and her flocks, out of respect for the goddesses. But it was all in vain: the Methymnaeans insulted the statues and drove off the flocks, and Chloe with them, as if she had been a sheep or a goat, whipping her with switches.

	  
Their ships being now loaded with all kinds of booty, they made up their  minds to sail no further, but directed  their course homewards, being afraid  of  the  wintry season and hostile  attacks. Accordingly they rowed away as hard  as they could, but made slow progress, as there was no wind. Daphnis, when all  was quiet, went down to the plain where  their flocks had been in the habit  of feeding, and finding neither goats nor  sheep nor Chloe, but everywhere desolation, and Chloe’s pipe, with which she used  to amuse herself, lying on the ground, he  cried aloud and lamented piteously, now running to the beech under which they  used to sit, and now to the seashore, to  look for her, and then to the grotto of the  Nymphs, where she had taken refuge when  she was  being carried off. There  he  flung himself on the ground and reproached the Nymphs with having  abandoned  her:

	  
“Chloe  has been carried  off from you, O Nymphs, and you have had  the heart to see and endure  it  – she who  used  to weave   for   you   chaplets of flowers and offer you libations of fresh   milk, whose pipe hangs  suspended yonder as an offering  to you. No wolf has ever carried off a  single goat of mine, but an enemy has carried off the flock and she who tended it with  me. They will flay the goats and sacrifice the sheep, and Chloe will have to dwell in some distant city. How shall I dare to return  to my father  and mother without my goats and without  Chloe, as if I had  proved false to my charge? For I  have no longer anything to tend.

	  
“Here I will  lie and await death, or some other attack. Are you suffering like myself, Chloe? do you still remember these fields, these Nymphs, and me? or do you find some consolation in the sheep and goats that are your fellow prisoners?”

	  
While  he was thus lamenting, a deep sleep  overcame him in the midst of his grief and tears. The Nymphs appeared  to him, three tall  and  beautiful women, half-naked, without sandals, with their hair floating down their backs, just like their statues. At first they seemed to feel compassion for Daphnis: then the  eldest addressed him in the following words  of comfort:

	  
“Do not reproach  us, Daphnis:  Chloe is  more  our  care than yours. We took pity on her  when she was but a child, and  adopted her when she was exposed in this  cave and brought her up. She has  no more to do with the sheep and fields  than you have to do with the goats of Lamon.  Besides, we have already thought of her  future: she shall neither be carried off as a slave to Methymna, nor become  part of the enemy’s spoil. We have  begged the God Pan, whose statue is  under yonder pine, to whom you have never  offered so much as a chaplet of flowers in token of respect, to go to the assistance of Chloe:  for he is more used to the  ways of camps than we are, and he has  often left  the  country to take part in  battle. He will  set out, and the Methymnaeans will find him no contemptible foe. Be not troubled:  arise and show yourself to Lamon and  Myrtale, who, like yourself, lie  prostrate with sorrow, thinking that you  also have been carried  off.  Tomorrow  Chloe will return with  the sheep and goats; you shall tend them and  play on the pipe together; leave the  rest to  the  care of Love.”

	  
At this  sight  and  at these words Daphnis started up from  sleep.  Weeping  both for joy and  grief, he did obeisance to the statues of the Nymphs and promised, if Chloe  should be saved, that he would sacrifice to them the finest of his goats. He next ran to the pine tree, beneath which  stood the statue of Pan, with the legs  of a goat, his head surmounted by horns, in  one hand holding his pipe, in the other  a bounding goat. He did obeisance to him  also, begged his assistance on behalf  of  Chloe, and  promised to sacrifice a goat to  him.  The  sun was almost set before  he ceased  from  his tears  and entreaties: then, taking up the green branches which he had cut, he returned home, where his reappearance comforted Lamon and Myrtale and filled them with joy. Having taken a little food, he went to bed: but even then his rest  was  disturbed by tears. He prayed that the Nymphs might appear to him  again  in  a dream, and prayed for the speedy  coming of the day, on which they had  promised him that Chloe should return. Never  had a night seemed  so  long to him.  Meanwhile, the following events had  taken place.

	  
The Methymnaean captain, when he had proceeded  about  ten  stades, was desirous of giving his  men some rest, as they were greatly fatigued  with rowing. Accordingly, having  reached a promontory which jutted out into the  sea  in the  shape of a crescent, the bay of which  afforded a quieter port than any harbour, he  cast anchor, but at some distance from the  shore, for fear that the inhabitants might  annoy him; then he allowed his crew  to enjoy themselves undisturbed.  Since  they  were abundantly supplied  with  everything, they drank and made merry, as if they had been celebrating a feast in honour of  a  victory. But, when night began to fall and put  an end to their enjoyment, suddenly the  whole earth appeared in flames: the  splash of oars was heard upon the waters, as if a numerous fleet were approaching.  They called upon the general to arm  himself: they shouted to each other:  some thought they were already wounded, others lay as if they were dead. One  would have thought that they  were engaged in a battle by night, although  there was no enemy.

	  
After a night  thus spent, a day followed even more terrible to them than the night. They  saw Daphnis’s goats with ivy branches, loaded with  berries, on their horns: while  Chloe’s rams and ewes were heard howling like  wolves: Chloe herself appeared, crowned with  a garland of pine. Many marvellous things  also happened on the  sea.  When they  attempted to raise the anchors, they  remained fast to the bottom: when  the oars were dipped into the water to  row, they  snapped. Dolphins, leaping from the waves, lashed the ships with their tails, and loosened the fastenings. From the top of the  steep rock  overhanging the promontory was  heard the sound  of a  pipe: but  the sound  did  not soothe the hearers, but terrified them, like the blast of a trumpet. Then, smitten with affright they ran to arms, and called upon their invisible enemies to  appear: after which, they  prayed  for the  return of night, hoping that it  might afford them some  relief. All  who possessed any intelligence clearly understood that all the marvellous  things that they had seen and heard  were  the  work of God Pan, who was angry with  them for some offence they had committed  against  him:  but they could not  guess  the  cause of it, for they had not plundered  any spot  that  was sacred to  him. At last, however, at midday, when their  general had fallen asleep, not without  the  intervention  of the Gods, Pan himself  appeared to  him  and spoke as follows:

	  
“O  most  impious and  sacrilegious  of men! what has driven your  frenzied minds to such audacity? You have filled with war the country that I love, and have carried off the herds of cattle and flocks  of sheep and goats entrusted to my care:  you have dragged away from my altars  a young girl whom Love has reserved for  himself, to adorn a tale. Nay, you did  not even respect the  presence of  the  Nymphs, nor me, the great God Pan.  Wherefore you shall never again see Methymna with such booty  on board, nor shall you escape this pipe, which has  so smitten you with alarm: I will  swamp you  in the  waves and give you as food to  the  fishes, unless you speedily  restore Chloe and her flocks, sheep  and goats, to the Nymphs. Arise then, put  ashore the young girl with all that I have  mentioned:  and then I will guide your course by  sea, and Chloe’s by land.”

	  
Alarmed  at  this  vision, Bryaxis – that was the captain’s  name – started up, summoned the  commanders  of the ships, and ordered  them  to  search for Chloe with all speed  amongst the  captives. They soon found  her  and brought  her before him: for she was sitting down, with a pine garland on her head.  Recognising by this  that  it was  she  to  whom  his vision referred, he put her on  board his own  vessel, and  conveyed  her  to land.  As soon as she had  gone  ashore, the  sound  of the pipe again made itself heard  from the summit of the rock, not martial and  awe-inspiring, as before, but playing a  pastoral  air such as  shepherds play when driving out their  flocks to feed. Then immediately the  sheep hurried down the gangway, without stumbling:  while the goats descended  with  even greater confidence, being accustomed to climb steep places.

	  
Then the sheep and the  goats danced, skipped, and bleated around Chloe, as if they rejoiced with her:  but the herds and flocks of the  other shepherds remained  where  they were in the hollow ship, as  if the  sound of the pipe had not summoned them.  While all were lost in admiration at this, and were singing the praises  of  Pan, stranger sights were seen on both elements.  For the vessels of the Methymnaeans  unmoored themselves of their own  accord, before  the  anchors were pulled up, and a  dolphin, leaping out of the  sea, piloted the  commander’s ship:  on land  the sweet sounds of a pipe guided the  goats  and  sheep, although no one could  be seen playing upon it. Thus the two flocks  went on, feeding the while, delighted  to hear such strains.

	  
It was about the time when the flocks were being driven to the plains after midday, when Daphnis, perceiving from a lofty hill the approach of Chloe and the herds, with a loud cry of “O Nymphs! O Pan!” hastened down, ran towards Chloe, and, after embracing her, fainted from  excess of joy. Even the hot kisses of Chloe, as she clasped him in her arms, scarcely revived him; but at last, having regained consciousness, he made his way to the well known beech, and, sitting on its trunk, inquired of her how she had managed to escape her numerous foes. Then  she told him everything: the ivy that  grew on the horns of her goats, the roaring  of the sheep, the garland of pine leaves that sprouted upon  her head, the fire that  blazed  forth  upon the land, the noise of oars  upon the  sea, the two different  sounds of the pipe, the martial and the peaceful, the  horrors of the night, and  how  she had  been guided on the road which  she  did not know by the sound of sweet music.

	  
Then Daphnis, recognising the vision of  the  Nymphs and the influence of Pan, told  her  in  turn all that he had seen and heard, and  how  that, when he was on the point of death, his life had been restored by  the Nymphs. Then he sent her to fetch Dryas and Lamon, and all that was necessary for sacrifice: and, taking the choicest of his goats, he crowned it with ivy, just as the enemy had seen them, poured a  libation of milk between its horns, sacrificed  it  to the Nymphs, hung up and flayed it, and consecrated its skin to them as a votive offering.

	  
When  Chloe had returned, together with Dryas  and  Lamon  and their wives, he roasted  part of  the  flesh and boiled the rest, after having offered the firstlings to the Nymphs, and poured  a  libation from a full  bowl of  sweet wine. Then, having spread couches  of  leaves on the ground for the  use of the guests, he enjoyed himself eating and  drinking;  but at  the  same time he kept an  eye upon his flocks, for fear that  a wolf  might  attack them. After this they  sang some hymns in honour of the Nymphs,  composed  by some ancient  shepherds.  When  night  came  on, they lay down in the  fields, and  on  the following day  bethought them of Pan. They crowned the goat that led the flock with branches of pine, and led him to the tree under  which stood the image of the God: then, having poured a libation of wine over him, they sang praises to Pan, sacrificed, hung up, and flayed the goat. They roasted  part of the flesh and boiled the rest, and set  it  down close by in the meadow on green leaves. The skin with the  horns was hung up on the pine tree near  the  statue, an offering of shepherds to the shepherds’ God. They also gave him  of the firstlings, and poured libations in his  honour from a larger bowl, while Chloe sang, and Daphnis played the flute.

	  
After this they sat down  and refreshed themselves. While  they were thus engaged,  by chance the  herdsman Philetas came up, bringing  some  garlands  of flowers to Pan, and some vine branches full of bunches of grapes. He was  accompanied by his youngest son Tityrus, a fair  and impudent lad, with reddish hair  and grey eyes, who ran and  skipped  along  like a kid. When they  saw  Philetas  and his son, the others, jumping up, went with them to  place the garlands on the statue of Pan,  and hung the vine shoots on the branches  of the pine:  then, making Philetas sit  down with them, they invited him to share  their feast. After the manner of old men who  are somewhat heated with wine, they  began to tell all sorts of tales: how they  tended their flocks when they were  young, and how they had escaped many  attacks of robbers. One boasted of having  slain a  wolf, and  another (this was Philetas)  of  being inferior  to  Pan  alone in his skill  on  the pipe. them a specimen of his skill, and to play on his pipe at a feast in honour of the God who delighted in such music. Philetas consented, although complaining that his years had left him but little breath, and took Daphnis’s pipe. But it was too small for the display of great skill, being only  fit for a lad to play upon. Philetas therefore sent Tityrus to his cottage, which  was about ten stades distant, to fetch his own pipe. The lad, throwing off his  smock, ran off as swiftly  as  a fawn: meanwhile, Lamon offered to tell them the story  of the pipe, which a Sicilian goatherd  had related to him in return for the  present of a goat and a pipe.

	  
“This pipe in former times was  not a musical instrument, but a beautiful maiden, who had a melodious voice. She  tended goats, sported with the Nymphs,  and sang as now. Pan, who saw her tending  her goats, sporting, and singing, tried  to  persuade her to yield to his advances, promising that her goats should always bring forth twins. But she scoffed at his  love, and declared that she would never have anything to do with a lover who was neither a goat nor a perfect man. Thereupon Pan was proceeding to violence, but Syrinx fled, until at last, weary of running, she flung herself into a swamp and disappeared amongst the reeds. Pan, enraged, cut down the reeds, and, not finding the maiden, understood what had happened. Then, cutting some reeds of unequal length, in token of an unequal love, he joined  them together with wax and fashioned this  instrument.  Thus she who was  once a beautiful maiden is  now  an instrument  of music – the pipe.”

	  
Lamon had scarcely finished his  story, – which was highly praised by Philetas,  who declared that it was sweeter than  any song, – when Tityrus returned with  his father’s pipe, which was very large and  made of larger reeds than usual, while  the waxen fastenings were overlaid with  brass. One would have said that it was the  very pipe which Pan had first made. Then Philetas sat upright, tried all the reeds to  see  if there was a free current of air, and, finding that his breath passed through unchecked, blew so loud and lustily, that it seemed as if several pipes were being played at once: then, gradually blowing more gently, he changed his tune to a more pleasant strain, and, displaying to them the most perfect skill in pastoral music, he showed them what strains were best for  a  herd of oxen, or a flock of goats or sheep, – sweet and gentle for sheep, loud and  deep for oxen, sharp and  clear  for  goats: and all these notes he imitated on  a  single pipe.

	  
While all, quietly  reclining on the ground, listened in silence,  charmed by the music, Dryas got up, begged Philetas to strike up a Bacchanalian air  and then began the vintage dance. He  seemed in turns to be plucking the  fruit, carrying the baskets, treading the  grapes, filling the jars, and drinking the  new wine: so perfect was the imitation,  and so naturally did the dance represent the vines,  the wine press,  the jars, and Dryas drinking, to the life.

	  
The third  old  man, having thus danced amid the applause of all, embraced Daphnis and Chloe, who quickly started up and began to represent in the dance the story told by Lamon. Daphnis took the part of Pan, and Chloe that of Syrinx. He tried to persuade  her  with his entreaties, while she rejected his advances with a smile. He pursued her, and ran on tiptoe, to represent the  goat’s cloven feet: while Chloe pretended  to be weary in her flight and at  last hid herself in the forest which  served as a swamp. Then Daphnis  took Philetas’s large pipe, drew from it a  mournful strain, like the lamentations of a  lover, then a passionate  air,  to  touch her heart, and, lastly, a strain of recall, as  if  he had lost and was seeking her. So well did he play that Philetas, overcome by admiration, jumped up and embraced him,  and made him a present  of  his  pipe, with a prayer that Daphnis in his  turn might leave it to a successor  like  himself. Daphnis dedicated to  the God Pan  the small flute which  he  had hitherto  used, embraced Chloe  as if  he  had  really  lost and found her again,  and  drove back his  flock,  playing on his  pipe the while.

	  
As night was close at hand, Chloe also drove back her sheep to the  sound  of the same pipe: the  goats  went  side by side with the sheep, while Daphnis  walked close to Chloe. Thus they  enjoyed each other’s society until nightfall, when they separated, after promising to drive their flocks to pasture earlier than usual  on the following day, which they did. At  daybreak,  they  were  in  the fields. Having first saluted the Nymphs, and  next, the God Pan, they  sat down beneath the oak,  where they played upon the pipe, kissed and  embraced each other, and lay down side  by side, but  that  was all. Then they got up and  bethought themselves of food, and drank  wine, mingled with milk. Warmed and  further emboldened by what they had drunk, they  commenced an amorous  contest, and at last swore mutual fidelity. Daphnis  swore by Pan beneath the pine  tree  that he  could not live without Chloe,  even for  a  single day:  while Chloe, having  entered  the  grotto, swore by  the Nymphs  to live and  die with Daphnis.  So simple  and  innocent  was she  that, when she came out of the grotto, she demanded that Daphnis should take a second oath. “Daphnis,” said she, “Pan is an amorous and inconstant God:  he was enamoured of Pitys and Syrinx, he never ceases to annoy the Dryads and the Epimelian Nymphs with his solicitations. Wherefore, even if you forget the oath that you have  sworn by him, he will forget to punish you, even though  you should  have more  mistresses than there are  reeds in your  pipe. Do you therefore swear by  this  herd  of goats and by the she-goat that  reared you,  that you will  never  desert Chloe  as long as she remains  true to you: but if she breaks her vows  to you and the Nymphs, flee from her, loathe her, and kill her like a wolf.”

	  
Daphnis,  pleased  at  being thus mistrusted, stood upright  in  the midst of his flock, and, taking hold  of a she-goat with one hand, and of  a he-goat with the other, swore  to love  Chloe  as long as she loved him:  and that, if  she ever preferred another, he  would  kill himself  instead of her. Then Chloe was delighted, and  no longer had any doubts: for she was young and a simple shepherdess, and saw in the sheep and goats the Gods of shepherds and goatherds.


	
			   	
  


	
	
		Daphnis and Chloe

		
		Book Three
	
		
When the Mitylenaeans heard of the descent of the ten vessels, and were informed by certain persons who came from the country of the plundering of their territory, they considered such  outrages on the part of the Methymnaeans  unbearable,  and resolved to take up arms  against them without delay. Collecting  a force of three thousand heavy-armed infantry,  and five hundred cavalry, they  despatched them by land, under the  command of Hippasus,  being  afraid  of journeying by sea during the winter  season.
 
	  
Hippasus accordingly  set out, but was careful not to plunder the  territory of the Methymnaeans:  he carried off neither flocks nor any kind of  booty from  the husbandmen and shepherds,  considering such conduct to be rather the act  of a brigand than of a general. He marched with all speed against the city itself, hoping to be able to attack it while the gates were left unguarded. When he was about one hundred stades distant from the city, a herald met them to propose a truce. The Methymnaeans, having learnt from the prisoners that the Mitylenaeans knew nothing of what had taken  place, and that the whole affair was merely  an attack of a few shepherds and  labourers upon some insolent young men, regretted that they had behaved with greater  violence than prudence towards a neighbouring  city. They were accordingly anxious  to restore all the plunder that they had  taken, and to re-establish friendly  relations between the two cities, both  by sea  and land.  Hippasus sent the herald to the  Mitylenaeans, although he had been  appointed commander  with unlimited power: at the same time he pitched his  camp about ten stades from Methymna, to  await instructions  from his government. At  the end of two days, the messenger  returned  with orders to the commander to  receive  the booty, and  to  return  home  without  committing any act  of  hostility. Having the choice between peace and war, they were of opinion that  peace  would  be  more advantageous.

	  
Thus ended the war between Methymna and Mitylene, as suddenly as it had  commenced. Winter came on, a greater hardship than the war for Daphnis and  Chloe:  suddenly there was  a  heavy fall of  snow, which blocked up all the  roads and kept all the  labourers  indoors. Torrents  rushed down with violence from the  mountains, the water  was frozen  hard, the  trees seemed buried beneath the hoar  frost:   the earth was completely hidden, except  around the fountains and  the banks of the streams. No herdsman led his  flocks to pasture, or set foot outside his  door: in  the morning, at  cockcrow,  they lighted  a large fire, round which they  gathered, some twisting  hemp, others  weaving goats’ hairs or making snares for birds. The  only thing they  had to think about was to give the oxen in  the  stalls straw  to eat, the sheep and  goats  in the  cotes  plenty  of leaves, and the  pigs in  the  sties acorns  and beechnuts.

	  
The necessity of remaining at home gladdened the hearts of the other labourers and shepherds, who thus enjoyed some relaxation from their daily task, and, after they had breakfasted, had a long sleep. In this respect the winter seemed to them more enjoyable than spring, summer, or winter. But Daphnis and Chloe had always in mind the pleasant pastimes which they were now forced to abandon – their kisses, embraces, and meals shared together: they passed sad and sleepless nights, and  waited for the return of spring as a  resurrection. It grieved them sorely when they  touched a wallet from which they had  eaten, or saw a pail from which they had  drunk together, or a pipe, carelessly  thrown aside, that had been a gift  of affection. They prayed to Pan and the Nymphs to put an end to their sorrows,  and to show the sun again to them and their  flocks; at the same time, they endeavoured  to find some means of seeing each other. Chloe was terribly embarrassed, and did not know what to do:  for her supposed mother never left her for a moment: she taught her to card wool, and turn the spindle, and talked to her of marriage. Daphnis, however, since he had more time  to  himself, and was cleverer than the young girl, devised  the following scheme for seeing her. In front of Dryas’s cottage, close  to the courtyard gate, grew two large myrtles and an ivy plant. The myrtles almost  touched, and the ivy had worked its way  between them in such a manner that,  spreading its branches on either  side  like  a vine, it formed a kind of arbour shaded by its  intertwining  foliage: berries, large  as grapes, hung down from the  branches, upon which settled  swarms  of birds,  which were unable  to procure  food outside – blackbirds, thrushes, doves, starlings,  and all the birds that are fond of feeding  on  ivy.  Daphnis went out under pretence  of catching some of these birds, taking with  him a wallet full of honey cakes,  and some birdlime and  snares, so as  to  allay all suspicion. Although the distance  was ten stades at the  most,  the snow, which was  not  yet melted,  caused  him great inconvenience: but Love can make its way through  everything, through fire, water, and the snows of Scythia.

	  
He made all haste to the cottage, and, having shaken the snow from his feet, he set up his snares, and smeared some long sticks with birdlime: then he sat down waiting for the birds and thinking of Chloe. The birds came in great numbers, and he caught  so  many that he had plenty to do to pick them up, kill, and pluck them. But no one left the house, neither man,  nor woman, nor fowl: for all had  shut themselves  up and were seated round the fire. Daphnis was utterly at  a loss what to do, and cursed his unlucky  star: then he thought of venturing  to  knock  at the door, but did not know what  plausible excuse to make. He discussed  the matter  with  himself  as follows: “If I  say  that I  have come to fetch something  to  light  a fire  with,  they will ask me if I have no nearer  neighbours. If I ask for some bread, they will  tell me that my wallet is full of food. If I  say  I want wine, they will answer that we have only just  got  in the vintage. If I  say  I have been chased by a wolf, they will  ask where his footprints are. If I  say  that I came to catch birds, they will ask  me  why I do not return home, now that I  have caught enough. And,  as  for  declaring openly that I  want to see Chloe,  who  would make such a confession to a girl’s mother  and father? All such excuses are open to  suspicion: the best thing will be to hold my  tongue. I shall  see  Chloe again in the spring,  since I am not destined to  see  her this  winter.” After this soliloquy he picked up  his birds and was preparing to go, when,  as if Love had taken  compassion upon  him,  the following incident occurred.

	  
Dryas  was at table with his family: the meat had been cut up  and distributed, the bread served, and the  goblet mixed, when one of the sheep dogs,  taking advantage of the moment when  no one was watching him, seized a  piece of meat, and ran out of doors. Dryas,  greatly enraged (for the piece of  meat was  his  own portion), snatched  up  a  cudgel, and ran after him like another dog. In his  pursuit, he passed  close  to  the  ivy,  and saw Daphnis who had just flung his  spoil over  his shoulders, and had made up his mind to depart. Then, immediately forgetting all about the meat and the dog, he shouted, “Good day, my lad,” embraced him, and led him into the house. When Daphnis and Chloe saw each other, they nearly fainted for joy: however, they managed to keep on their feet, and  greeted and saluted each other:  and this  helped to prevent them from falling.

	  
Thus Daphnis, having,  beyond all  expectation, both seen and kissed Chloe, took a seat near the fire, and laid  upon the table the  doves  and  blackbirds  with which his shoulders were  burdened. He told them how,  weary of  being  obliged to stay at home, he had  set out to catch birds, and how he had trapped  them with snares and birdlime, owing to their  greediness  for myrtle and ivy  berries. They praised his activity, and  pressed him to eat some  of  what the  dog had left. Chloe was bidden  to  pour out  wine for  them  to drink, which  she  gladly did. She served all the rest first, reserving Daphnis for the last: for she pretended to  be  angry with him because, having come so far, he was on the point of going home without seeing her. However, before she offered him the cup, she dipped her lips  into it, and then gave it to him: and he, although very thirsty, drank the contents slowly, in order to make the pleasure last longer.

	  
The bread and meat soon disappeared from the table: then, remaining  seated, his hosts began  to ask him  about Myrtale and Lamon, at the  same time congratulating them upon  having  such  a support in their old  age.  Daphnis  was delighted at their commendation, since  Chloe heard them: but when they invited  him  to  stay until the following day, when they  intended to offer sacrifice to Dionysus, he  was ready to fall down and  worship them  in  place of the God. He immediately  pulled out the honey cakes from  his wallet and all the birds which he had caught:  and they got them ready for the  evening meal.  A  second goblet was  prepared,  and  the fire relighted:  and, when it  was  night, they  sat down to another  hearty meal.  After this they sang and told stories, and then went to bed, Chloe with her mother, and Daphnis with Dryas. Chloe thought of nothing but  the happiness of seeing Daphnis on the following day; while Daphnis  satisfied himself  with an idle enjoyment:  he thought it happiness even to sleep with  Chloe’s father, clasped him in his arms, and  kissed him again and again, dreaming  that he was kissing and embracing Chloe.

	  
At daybreak, it was bitterly cold,  and a north wind  was  nipping everything.  The family  got  up, and having  sacrificed a year-old ram to Dionysus, lighted  a large fire, and made preparations  for a meal. While Nape was making the bread,  and Dryas cooking the meat, Daphnis and  Chloe, being left  to themselves, retired to the ivy bower in front of the yard,  where they again set up the nets and  smeared the twigs with birdlime, and  caught a large number of birds. In the  meantime, they continually kissed each other and held delightful  converse.

	  
“It was for  your sake  that I  came, dear Chloe.”


“I know it,  Daphnis.”


“It  is for your sake that I am destroying these poor birds. What then am I to you? Do not forget me.”


“I do not forget you, I swear by the Nymphs whom I  formerly invoked as the witnesses of my  oath  in the grotto, whither we will  soon  return, as soon as the snow melts.”


“It lies very deep, Chloe: I am afraid that I  myself shall melt first.”


“Courage,  Daphnis:  the sun is hot.”


“Would that it  were as hot as the fire which consumes my  heart.”


“You are laughing at me and  trying to deceive  me.”


“No,  I  swear  it  by the goats, by which  you  bade  me swear.”

	  
While  Chloe  was thus answering Daphnis, like  an echo, Nape  called  them. They ran into the  house  with  their catch, which  was  much  larger than that of the previous day. After they  had poured libations to Dionysus,  they ate, crowned with garlands of ivy.  Then, when the time came, after they had  celebrated the praises of Bacchus and  chanted Evoe, Dryas and Nape sent Daphnis  on  his way, having  first  filled his wallet with bread and  meat.  They also  gave him the wood pigeons and thrushes  to  take to Lamon and Myrtale, since  they knew  that they would be able to catch  as  many  as they wanted,  as  long as the  winter and the ivy berries lasted. Then Daphnis  departed,  after kissing them all – Chloe  last, that her kiss might remain pure  and  without alloy. He afterwards found  several fresh excuses for returning,  so that they did not pass the winter entirely  deprived of the joys  of  love.

	  
With the  commencement of spring the snow began  to  melt, the  earth again became  visible, and the  green grass sprouted. The shepherds  again drove their flocks into the fields, Daphnis  and Chloe first of all, since they  served a mightier shepherd. They ran  first to  the  grotto of the Nymphs, then  to  the  pine tree and the image of Pan, and  after that to the oak, under which they  sat down, watching their flocks and kissing  each other. Then, to weave chaplets for the  Gods, they went in search of  some  flowers, which  were only just beginning to  blossom  under  the fostering influence of Zephyr  and the warmth of the sun: however, they found  some  violets, hyacinths, pimpernel, and other flowers of early spring. After they had drunk some new milk drawn from the sheep and goats, they crowned the images, and poured libations. Then they began to play upon their pipes,  as  if challenging  to song the nightingales, which were warbling in the thickets and gradually perfecting their lamentation for Itys, as if  anxious, after long silence, to recall their  strains. The sheep began to bleat, the  lambs gamboled, or stooped under their  mothers’ bellies to suck their teats. The  rams chased the sheep which had  not yet borne young, and mounted them. The  he-goats also chased the she-goats with  even greater heat, leaped amorously  upon them, and fought for them. Each had his  own mate, and jealously guarded her  against the attacks of a wanton rival.  At this sight even old men would have felt  the fire of love rekindled within them: the more so Daphnis and Chloe, who  were young  and tortured by desire, and had  long  been in quest of the delights of love. All that  they heard inflamed them, all that they saw melted them, and they longed for  something  more than mere embraces and  kisses, but especially Daphnis, who,  having  spent the winter in the house doing nothing, kissed Chloe fiercely, pressed her wantonly in his arms, and showed himself in every respect more curious and  audacious.

	  
He begged her to grant him all  he desired,  and to lie with him  naked longer than they had been  accustomed to do: “This,” said  he,  “is the only one of Philetas’s  instructions  that  we have not yet followed, the  only remedy that can appease  Love.”  When  Chloe asked him what else  there could be besides kisses, embraces, and lying  together, and what he meant  to  do, if  they both lay naked together, he replied:   “The  same as the rams and the  he-goats do to their mates. You  see  how, after this  has been accomplished,  the former  no longer pursue the latter, nor  the  latter  flee from the former: but, from  that  moment,  they feed quietly together, as  if  they  had  enjoyed  the  same pleasure  in common. This pastime, methinks, is something sweet, which can overcome the bitterness of love.”


“But,” answered Chloe, “do you not see that he-goats and she-goats, rams and sheep, all satisfy their desire standing upright: the males leap upon the females, who receive them on their backs? You ask me to lie down with you naked: but  see how much thicker their fleece  is  than  my garments.” Daphnis obeyed, lay  down by her side, and held her for a  long  time clasped in his arms: but,  not  knowing how to do what he was burning  to do, he made her get up, and  embraced her behind, in imitation of the  he-goats, but with even less  success: then,  utterly  at  a loss what to do, he  sat  down on the  ground and began to weep at the idea  of being more ignorant of the  mysteries of love than the rams.

	  
In the neighbourhood  there dwelt a labourer named Chromis, already  advanced in years, who farmed his  own estate.  He had a wife whom he had  brought  from the city, young, beautiful, and  more refined than the countrywomen:  her name  was Lycaenium. Every morning she saw Daphnis driving his  goats to  pasture, and back again at night. She was  seized  with a desire of winning him for her lover by presents. Having watched until  he  was alone, she gave him a pipe, a  honeycomb, and a deerskin wallet, but she  was afraid to say anything, suspecting his  love for Chloe. For she had observed that  he was devoted to the girl, although  hitherto she had only  guessed  his affection from  having seen them interchange  nods and smiles. One day, in the morning,  making the excuse  to  Chromis that  she was going to visit a neighbour who had  been brought to bed,  she  followed them,  concealed herself  in a thicket  to  avoid  being seen, and heard all they said, and  saw all they did. Even Daphnis’s tears did  not escape her. Pitying the poor young  couple, and thinking  that she had a  twofold opportunity – of getting them  out of their trouble and, at the  same  time,  satisfying her own desires,  she  had  recourse to the following stratagem.

	  
The next day, having  gone out again  on pretence of visiting her sick neighbour, she proceeded straight to the  oak  under which Daphnis and Chloe were sitting, and, pretending to be in great  distress, cried:  “Help me, Daphnis: I am  most unhappy. An eagle has just carried  off the finest of my twenty  geese: but, as  the burden was a heavy one, he  could not carry it up to the top of  the rock, his usual refuge, but has alighted with  his prey at the end of the  wood.  In  the name of the Nymphs and Pan  yonder,  I  beseech you,  go  with  me into  the  forest, for  I  am afraid  to go alone:   save my goose, and do not leave the number  of  my  flock imperfect.  Perhaps  you  will  also be able to slay the eagle, and he will  no longer carry off your kids and lambs.  Meanwhile, Chloe can look after  your goats: they know her as well  as you:   for you always tend your  flocks together.”

	  
Daphnis, suspecting  nothing of  what was to come, immediately  got up, took his  crook  and followed Lycaenium. She took as far from Chloe as possible, and, when they  came  to the thickest  part of  the forest, she bade him sit down  near  a fountain, and said: “Daphnis,  you are  in love with Chloe: the Nymphs  revealed this to me last night. They told  me  in  a dream of the tears  you  shed  yesterday, and bade me relieve  you  of  your trouble by teaching you the  mysteries  of  love. These consist not in  kisses  and  embraces alone, or the  practices of  sheep  and goats, but in connexion far  more delightful than these:  for the pleasure lasts longer. If then  you  wish to  be  freed  from your troubles and  to  try  the delights of which you are in  search, come, put yourself in my hands,  a delightful pupil:  out of gratitude  to  the  Nymphs,  I  will be your instructress.”

	  
Daphnis, at  these words, could no longer contain  himself for joy:  but, being a simple countryman and  goatherd, young and  amorous,  he threw  himself at her feet and  begged  her  to teach him without delay the  art  which  would enable him to do to  Chloe  what he  desired: and, as if it had  been some  profound  and heavensent  secret, he  promised  to  give her a kid lately weaned, fresh  cheeses made of new milk, and even the mother  herself.  Lycaenium seeing, from his  generous  offer, that Daphnis was more simple than  she had imagined, began to instruct him  in the following manner. She  ordered him to sit down by her side  just as he was, and  to  kiss her as he had been  accustomed to kiss Chloe, and, while kissing,  to embrace  her and lie down  by  her  side. When he had done  so,  Lycaenium,  finding that he was ready for action  and inflamed  with desire, lifted him up a little,  and, cleverly slipping under him,  set him on the road he had  sought so long in vain: and, without more ado, Nature herself taught him the rest.

	  
When this  lesson  in the  mysteries of Love was finished, Daphnis,  still as simple as before, would have hastened at once to Chloe, to teach her  all  that  he had learnt, for fear of forgetting it, if he  delayed.  But Lycaenium stopped him, and  said: “There is something  else  you must  know,  Daphnis:  I am a  woman, and you  have  not  hurt  me: for, long  ago, another man taught me what I have just taught you, and took my maidenhead as his reward. But Chloe, when she enters upon this  struggle  with you for the first time, will weep  and  cry out, and will bleed  as  if  she  had  been wounded. But you need not be afraid at the sight of the blood: when  you have persuaded her to yield to your desire, bring her here, where, if she  cries, no one can hear her; if she  weeps, no one can  see  her; if she bleeds,  she can wash herself in the spring.  And never forget that I  made you a man before Chloe.”

	  
After she had  given him this advice, Lycaenium went  off to another part of the wood,  as  if she  was still looking for her  goose.  Daphnis,  thinking over what she had said, felt his  passion somewhat cooled, and hesitated  to press Chloe to grant him anything  more than kisses and embraces. He did not wish  to make her cry out,  as  if she was being  attacked by an enemy, or  to  make her  weep, as  if  she were in pain,  or to  make her  bleed, as  if she had been wounded:  for, being  a novice in the art of love, he was afraid of this blood, thinking it impossible that it could proceed from anything but a  wound.  He accordingly left the wood, resolved  to enjoy himself with her in the  usual way,  and, when he reached the place where  she was sitting weaving a chaplet of violets, he pretended that he had rescued the  goose  from the eagle’s claws: then he  embraced and kissed her,  as  he had  kissed Lycaenium while they toyed  together:  for  this at least he thought  was  free  from danger. Chloe crowned his head  with the chaplet, and kissed his hair, which  smelt sweeter to her than the  violets:  then  she took out of her wallet a  piece of fruit cake and some bread and gave him to  eat:  and,  while he was eating, she would  snatch a morsel from his mouth, and eat it, just like a young bird pecking from its mother’s beak.

	  
While they were  eating, and were even more busily  engaged  in  kissing each other, a fishing boat came in  sight proceeding along  the coast. There was no wind, and the  sea was calm: wherefore  the crew decided to use  their oars,  and rowed on vigorously, for they were  taking some fish that they had just caught  to one of the wealthy citizens. After the  custom of sailors, in order to lighten their  toil, one of them sang  a  song  of the sea,  which regulated the movement  of the oars, while the rest, like a  chorus, joined in with the singer at intervals. As  long as they were in the  open sea,  their  song was but faintly heard,  since  their  voices were lost in the expanse of air: but when  they ran under a promontory, or  entered  a deep crescent shaped  bay, their voices sounded louder, and the  refrain of their song was heard more  distinctly on the land: for the bottom of  the bay terminated in a hollow valley, which  received the sound like a musical instrument,  and gave back an echo which represented  separately the plash of the oars and the  voice of  the  singers, delightful to hear:  for, when one sound came from the sea,  the  answering echo from the land took it up, and  lasted longer, since it had commenced later.

	  
Daphnis,  knowing  what  it was, had eyes for  nothing but  the  sea.     He  was delighted at the sight of the boat gliding  along  the coast swifter than  a  bird on the  wing,  and endeavoured to catch  some  of the  airs  that he might play them  on  his pipe. Chloe, who had never heard an  echo before, looked first towards the sea, while  the fishermen were singing, and then  towards  the  wood, to  see  whose  voices  answered. When the boat  had passed, all  was silent  in  the valley. Then Chloe  asked  Daphnis  whether there was another  sea  behind the  promontory, or another boat with  another crew singing the same  strains, and whether they all ceased  singing  at  once. Then Daphnis smiled  pleasantly, and kissed her more tenderly:   and, placing upon her head the chaplet  of violets, began to tell her the story of Echo, demanding as his reward ten kisses more.

	  
“There are several kinds of Nymphs, my dear  Chloe,  Nymphs  of the forest, of the woods, and of the  meadows: they are all beautiful, and all  skilled in singing. Echo  was the daughter of one of these: she was  mortal,  since her father  was a mortal, and  beautiful, being born of a beautiful mother. She was brought up by the Nymphs, and taught by the  Muses to play on the flute and pipe, the  lyre  and the lute, and to sing all kinds  of songs:  when she grew up, she danced with  the Nymphs and sang with the  Muses: but, jealous of her virginity,  she avoided  all males, both Gods and men. Pan  was incensed against the maiden,  being jealous of her singing, and vexed that  he  could not enjoy her beauty. He  inspired  with frenzy the shepherds and  goatherds, who, like  dogs  or wolves,  tore the maiden to pieces, and flung  her limbs here and there, still quivering with  song. Earth, out of respect for the  Nymphs, received and hid them in her bosom, where they still preserve their gift of  song, and, by the will of the Muses, speak  and imitate all sounds,  as  the maiden did  when alive – the voices of men and  Gods, musical instruments,  and the  cries of wild beasts:   they even imitate the  notes of  Pan  when  playing on his  pipe.  And he, when  he  hears it,  springs  up  and rushes down  the  mountains,  with the  sole desire of finding out who is the pupil who thus conceals himself.” When Daphnis had finished his story, Chloe gave him, not  ten, but ten times ten  kisses:  for  Echo had repeated nearly all her words,  as if to testify  that he had spoken nothing  but  the truth.

	  
The sun grew daily  hotter – for spring was at its  close and summer was beginning,  and the delights  of summer returned to  them  once more.  Daphnis  swam in the rivers, Chloe bathed in the  springs: he played on the pipe, in  rivalry with the rustling  of the pines, she emulated the nightingales  in her song:  they chased the  noisy locusts, caught the chirping grasshoppers,  plucked the flowers, shook the fruit from the  trees and ate it: they even  sometimes  lay  naked together side by side  under  the  same goatskin. Then Chloe would have soon become a woman, had  not Daphnis been deterred by his horror of blood.  Often, being afraid that he might not be able to contain himself, he  would not  allow  Chloe to strip: whereat she was astonished, but was too bashful to inquire the reason.

	   
During this summer, a number  of suitors for the hand of Chloe presented themselves, coming from all parts to  ask her  of Dryas in marriage.  Some brought presents,  others made lavish  promises. Nape, her hopes being thus  excited, advised him to let Chloe marry, and not keep a girl of her age at home, who  might, at any moment, while tending her  flocks, lose her virginity, and  bestow herself upon some shepherd  for  a  present of roses or apples:  it would  be better, said she, to make her mistress of  a  home and  to keep the presents they had  received  for their own son lately born.  Sometimes  Dryas  felt tempted by these  arguments:  for each of the suitors made far handsomer  offers than might have been expected in the  case of a simple shepherdess; but at  other times he came to the conclusion that the  girl was too good for a  rustic  husband,  and that, if she ever found  her parents again, they might make him and  Nape  rich. He  accordingly put off answering  from  day  to day, receiving in the  meantime  a  considerable number of presents.  Chloe, seeing all this, was overcome with grief, which she for  a long time concealed from Daphnis  to avoid giving him pain:   but at last, as he importuned her  with questions, and was even more unhappy than if  he knew all, she told him everything – her  numerous and wealthy suitors,  Nape’s reasons for hastening on her marriage, and how  Dryas, without absolutely refusing  his consent, had deferred  his  answer to the next vintage.

	  
When Daphnis  heard this, he nearly went out of his  mind:  he sat down and began  to weep, declaring that he should die if Chloe  no longer came to tend her flocks in  the fields; and not he alone, but her  sheep also, if they lost such a shepherdess. Then, having recovered himself a little, he  took courage and thought of asking her father  for her hand himself. He already  reckoned himself one of her suitors, and hoped  to be easily preferred before  the rest. One thing alone disturbed him:  Lamon  was not rich (and even though  he  had  been rich, he was not free): this  alone made his chances slighter. Nevertheless,  he decided to prefer his suit, and Chloe approved his resolution. He did not, however, venture to speak  directly to Lamon, but, feeling bolder with Myrtale, he told her of his love and  spoke to her of his wish to marry Chloe.  At night, she told Lamon, who was  greatly annoyed at the proposal: he sharply  rebuked her for wanting to marry, to the  daughter of a simple shepherd, a  youth who, to judge from the tokens  found with him when he lay exposed, might look forward to a higher destiny, and who, if  he found his parents again, might not only grant them their freedom,  but might bestow upon them a larger  estate even than the one on which they worked.  Myrtale, fearing that Daphnis might do  something desperate, or even take his own life, if he lost all hope of winning Chloe,  gave him other reasons for Lamon’s refusal. “We  are poor, my son,”  she said to  him, “we rather want a bride who will bring a  dowry with her:  while they are wealthy,  and seek wealthy suitors. But,  come, persuade Chloe, and let her try and  persuade  her  father, not to ask for a large settlement, but to  allow you to  marry. No doubt she  loves you and would prefer for her bedfellow  a  handsome  youth, though poor, to an  ape,  however  wealthy.” Myrtale, who  never expected that Dryas would give his  consent, since there were far wealthier suitors  for  the  hand of Chloe, thought that she had very cleverly avoided the question  of the marriage. Daphnis, on his part,  could find nothing to say against this:  but, finding how little  chance he had of getting  what he wanted, he did what poor lovers  usually do – he began to weep, and again  implored the assistance of the Nymphs, who appeared to him at night, while he was  asleep, in the same dress and form  as on  the  first occasion. The eldest of them  again addressed him:  “Chloe’s marriage  is  the  business of another God:  but we will  give you some presents which will  soften  the heart  of Dryas. The vessel which belonged  to  the  young Methymnaeans,  the osier  cable of which your goats formerly ate,  was  carried  far out to sea all that day  by  the winds. But,  during the night,  when a violent breeze blew from the  sea, it was  driven  ashore on the rocky promontory. The  vessel  was shattered to  pieces,  and nearly  all  that  was in  it  was lost: but a purse  of 3,000 drachmas was cast up by the waves, and  it now lies upon the shore, hidden  under some seaweed, close to a dead dolphin,  the stench from which  is  so noisome that  no passer-by  will go near it. Go, take  the purse, and give it to Dryas. It  is enough for you now to  show that  you  are  not poor:  but a day will  come  when  you will be even wealthy.” With  these words, they disappeared, and night with  them.  At  daybreak, Daphnis jumped up  full of joy, and eagerly drove his goats  to pasture. Having kissed Chloe and paid his  respects to the Nymphs, he went down  to the shore, saying he was going to bathe, and  walked along the sand on the beach,  looking for the 3,000 drachmas. He had  not to trouble himself long: for  the  evil  smell of the dolphin, which  lay  rotting  on the shore, soon reached his nostrils.  Following the smell as  a guide, he soon reached the spot,  removed  the seaweed, and found the purse full of money. He  took  it, stowed it  away in his wallet, and, before departing, gave thanks to the Nymphs and the  sea  itself: for,  although he was  a  goatherd,  he began to  think that the  sea was pleasanter than the earth, since it had  assisted his marriage with Chloe.

	  
Having  gained possession of the 3,000 drachmas, he  delayed  no  longer. He thought himself the  richest man, not only amongst  the  husbandmen in  the neighbourhood,  but of  all men living, hastened to Chloe,  told  her of the dream, showed her the purse, told her to mind the flocks till  he returned, and then ran with all speed to  Dryas, whom he found with Nape, beating some wheat on a threshing floor. Then,  quite confidently, he approached the subject  of marriage: “Give Chloe to me to wife:  I  know how to play on the pipe, to  prune  vines, and to plant trees: I also know  how to plough, and to winnow the corn  in  the breeze: how  I  can tend flocks, Chloe herself can testify. I had fifty goats at  first,  I  have doubled their number. I have reared some fine large he-goats, whereas before I was obliged to borrow  those belonging to others. I am young and your neighbour, against whom no one has any complaint. I was brought up by a goat, Chloe by a sheep: and, though I am so far superior to her other suitors, I will not be outdone by them even in presents. They will give you some goats and sheep, a yoke of mangy oxen, or some corn, not enough to feed a few fowls: but I will give you these three thousand drachmas. But let no one know of this, not even my father Lamon.” With these words, he offered Dryas the money, and embraced him.


When Dryas and Nape saw so large a sum of money, they immediately promised him Chloe in marriage, and undertook to persuade Lamon to give his consent. Daphnis and Nape remained, driving the oxen round, and beating out the ears with the threshing machines. Dryas, having first stored away the money with the tokens, hastened to Lamon and Myrtale, to ask for the hand of Daphnis for their daughter, a most unusual proceeding. He found them measuring out some barley that had lately been winnowed, and greatly disheartened, because the crop was disproportionate to the  seed that had been sown. He  tried to console them, saying that the  same complaint  was to be heard everywhere:   and then asked the hand of Daphnis  for Chloe, saying:  “Although others  offer much for the honour, I will take nothing  from you, but will rather give you something out of my own purse. They have been  brought up together, and, while tending  their flocks, have  become  so  attached  to each other, that it would  be  hard to  separate them: and they  are now both of marriageable age.” This and  more said Dryas, as a man who was  to have 3,000 drachmas for a reward,  if he persuaded Lamon and Myrtale. Lamon, being  no longer able to allege his poverty as  an excuse (since the parents of the girl  did not reject the alliance), nor the  age of Daphnis (for he was now  a well-grown youth), nevertheless shrunk from  stating  the  real reason for his hesitation, namely, that Daphnis was above such a connection. He remained silent for a while, and then said: “You do right in preferring neighbours to strangers, and in esteeming  riches above honourable poverty. May Pan  and  the Nymphs reward you for it. I  myself am anxious for this marriage:  for  I  should be mad, seeing that I am  now an old man, and have  need  of  more hands to help me, if I did not  consider  it a  great honour to enter into an alliance with  your family. Chloe herself is much  sought after, being a good and beautiful girl. But,  as  I  am a serf, I have nothing of  which  I  can dispose: I must first  inform my master and gain his consent.  Come then, let us put off the marriage until  autumn, when, according  to  those  who have visited us from the city, he will  be here. Then they shall become man  and wife:  in the meantime, let them  love each other like brother and sister. But  let me tell you this, Dryas: you are  asking for the hand of a youth whose station  is superior to our own.” When he  had thus spoken, Lamon kissed Dryas, and  offered  him wine to drink,  for  the  sun  was  at its height:  then he accompanied him  part of  the  way home, with  every mark of affection.


Dryas, who had  listened attentively to Lamon’s last words,  began to think, as he was walking along, who this Daphnis might be:  “He was reared by a goat, as if the Gods watched over him:  he is fair  to look  upon,  and in no way resembles this snub-nosed old man or his bald-headed wife.  He has been able to lay his hands  upon 3,000 drachmas, a larger sum  than a man in his position could make out of pears. Was he exposed by some  one,  like Chloe? did Lamon find him, as I  found her? were any tokens found with  him, like those I found with Chloe ?  If this  be so, O Pan and you, dear Nymphs,  perhaps Daphnis will one day find his  parents and find out the mystery  attached to Chloe.”

	  
Thus  reflecting and dreaming, Dryas went on until  he reached the threshing floor, where  he  found Daphnis eagerly waiting  to  hear  what  news he had brought. He  cheered him, called him his son-in-law,  promised that the marriage should take place in the autumn,  and  pledged him his word that Chloe  should never marry anyone but Daphnis.

	  
Then, quicker than  thought, without tasting food  or  drink,  Daphnis ran straight to  Chloe, whom  he found milking the cows and making cheese.  He told her the good news of their  approaching marriage, and kissed her, openly  and without concealment, as  his  betrothed, and assisted her in all  her tasks. He drew the milk into the pails,  curdled the cheeses in the crates, and put the  lambs and kids under their mothers. When  all  this  was done, they washed  themselves, ate and drank, and went in search of ripe fruit, of which they found  abundance, since it was the fruitful season of the  year – wild  and garden pears and apples,  some fallen on the ground, and  others  still  on the trees. Those on the ground  were more fragrant, and smelt like wine:  those on the trees were fresher, and glittered like  gold. There was one apple tree,  the fruit of which had already been  plucked, and which was stripped of its fruit  and leaves.  All  its branches were bare, and only a single apple  remained  on  the topmost bough, fine and  large, more fragrant  than all the rest.  He who had plucked the others had not  ventured to climb  so  high, or had  forgotten to take it: or  it may be that  so fine an apple was reserved for a lovesick  shepherd. When Daphnis saw this apple,  he was eager to climb and pluck it,  and, when Chloe tried to prevent him,  he  paid no  heed to her, and she went  off to her flocks. Then Daphnis climbed the  tree, reached and plucked the apple, and  took it to Chloe. Seeing that  she was annoyed, he said: “Dear Chloe, the beautiful seasons have made this apple  to grow, a beautiful tree has nourished it, the sun has ripened it, and chance has  preserved it. I should have been blind not to  see it, and foolish to leave it there, to fall to  the ground and be trodden under  foot by a grazing herd or poisoned by some creeping serpent, or to be consumed by time, though admired  by all who saw it. Aphrodite  was presented with an apple as  the  prize of  beauty: I  present this to you as the meed of victory. You are as beautiful as Aphrodite: your judges are alike: Paris was a shepherd, I am a goatherd.”  With these words, he  placed  the apple in Chloe’s  bosom, and, when he drew near, she kissed  him, so that he did not regret that he had  been bold enough to climb so high, for he  was rewarded with a kiss that he valued  above  the  golden apples of the Hesperides.
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Meanwhile, one of  Lamon’s fellow servants arrived from Mitylene and  informed  him that their master  would visit his estate  a  little before the  vintage, to see whether the inroad of the  Methymnaeans had done any damage. As  the summer was nearly over, and  autumn was close at hand, Lamon made  preparations to receive his master, and put  his house and garden in order, that he  might find everything  pleasant to  look upon.  He  cleaned the fountains, that the  water might be bright and pure,  removed the dung from the yard, that he might  not be annoyed by the smell, and put  the grounds in order, that they might  look as pleasant as possible.

	   
These grounds were very  beautiful, like royal  parks. They were about a stade in length,  situated on high ground, about four plethra in breadth, so that they were rectangular in shape. All  kinds  of trees were to be found there,  apple trees, myrtles, pear trees, pomegranates,  fig trees, and olives:  on  one side was a lofty vine, which with its black  grapes overspread  the apple and  pear trees, as if to contend with them in fruitfulness.  These were the cultivated trees: but  there were also cypresses,  laurels,  planes,  and pines, over which,  instead of the vine, spread branches  of  ivy,  whose large berries turning  black looked like ripe  grapes. The fruit trees were in the  centre of the garden, as if for better  protection:  those that did not bear fruit  stood round them like an artificial  fence, and the whole was shut in by a little wall.  Everything was admirably arranged  and distributed: the trunks of the  trees were kept apart, but, overhead, the branches  were so intertwined  that what  was due to Nature seemed to be the work of art. There were  also beds  of  flowers, some growing wild,  others  cultivated  – roses,  hyacinths, and lilies that had  been  planted: violets, narcissuses, and pimpernel, which  grew wild. There was shade in summer,  flowers in spring,  grapes  in autumn,  and fruit  in every season of the year.

	  
From this spot the plain could  be seen, with the shepherds feeding their  flocks; also the sea, and the  vessels passing along, which added enjoyment to this  delightful spot. In the very centre  of the garden, there was a temple and  altar of Dionysus, the latter covered with ivy,  the former with vine-branches. Within  the temple were pictures  representing incidents in the life of the God:  Semele brought to bed, Ariadne asleep,  Lycurgus bound in chains, Pentheus being  torn  to  pieces, conquered Indians, Tyrrhenians  changed into dolphins,  and everywhere  Satyrs and Bacchantes  leading the  dance. Nor was Pan forgotten:  he was  seated on a rock, playing upon his pipe,  so that he seemed to be playing the  same air both for those who  were  treading the  wine-press and for the Bacchantes who  were dancing.

	  
Such  were  the  grounds to which Lamon devoted all his attention,  lopping off the dry  leaves  and tying up the  vine-branches. He placed a garland  of flowers upon the head  of  Dionysus,  and conveyed water to the  flower-beds from a spring which had been discovered by  Daphnis, and was hence called “Daphnis’s  spring.” Lamon also advised Daphnis  to get his goats into  as  good condition  as possible, as his master would want  to inspect them, since he had  not  visited his  estate for so long a time. Daphnis had  no fear of not being praised  for the condition of his flock: he had  doubled  their  number, not one of them had  been carried off by wolves, and they were fatter  than the sheep. But, as he was  eager to do everything to obtain his master’s approval  of his marriage, he spared no pains to  make them sleek and fat, driving them  out to pasture in the early  morning,  and  not driving them home until late in the  evening. He took them twice  to  drink,  and carefully sought for the  places  where  there was the best pasturage.  He  also took care that there were  new drinking vessels, plenty of milk pails,  and larger cheese vats.  He  was so particular that he even anointed their horns, and combed their hair:  you  would have thought you were looking  upon  Pan’s sacred flock. Chloe also  assisted  him in his labours, and, neglecting her  sheep, devoted the greater part  of her time to the goats: so that Daphnis  declared  it was owing  to  her that  they looked in such good condition.

	  
While they  were  thus  engaged, a second messenger arrived from the  city, bidding them gather the grapes  as speedily as possible; since he had been  ordered to stay until the new  wine was made, when he was to return to  the city  to  fetch his master in time  for the autumn vintage. They gave  Eudromus (so was the slave called, because he acted  as his master’s courier) a hearty  reception, stripped the vines, pressed the  grapes, put the new wine into  casks,  and  cut off a number of branches with  the grapes still unpicked, so  that  those  who  came from the city might have an idea  of the delights of the vintage and might think  that they had taken part in them.

       
When Eudromus was ready to hurry back to the city, Daphnis gave him several presents, such as a goatherd might have been expected to give, some well made cheeses, a young kid, and the shaggy skin of a white goat, to wear during the winter when he was running  messages. Eudromus  was highly pleased, kissed  Daphnis, and promised to say everything in  his favour to his master. Then  he departed, full of kindly feelings: but Daphnis, full of anxiety, remained with  Chloe in the fields. She felt equally timid, when  she remembered  that Daphnis, a  youth  who had never seen anything  but goats, mountains, husbandmen, and herself,  was now for the first time to  see  his  master, whom he had hitherto only known  by name. She was very anxious to know  how Daphnis would address his master,  and was greatly disturbed in mind regarding  their marriage, for fear it might prove  an idle dream. They kissed each other  over and over again, and embraced tenderly:  but their kisses were mingled with apprehension and their embraces were tinged with  sadness, as if their master were already present, and they were afraid of him or were obliged to keep their  love  a  secret. While they were in this  distress, the following trouble came upon them.

	  
In the neighbourhood there lived a  cowherd  named Lampis, a man of  insolent and overweening disposition. He also sought Chloe’s hand from Dryas,  and had already given him  several presents to further his suit.  Seeing that, if his master’s consent  were obtained, Daphnis would marry her, he  cast about for the means  of  embittering the  master against the young  couple. Knowing that he took great pride in his  garden, he determined to spoil and rob it  of  its  beauty. Since, if he cut down the  trees, he might be betrayed by the  noise, he determined to devote his  energies to destroying the flowers. He waited  until  it  was night, climbed over  the  low wall, pulled up, broke off,  and  trod down the flowers like a  wild boar,  and then withdrew without having  been seen by anybody. The next morning, Lamon went  into the garden to water the flowers from his spring; and, when he saw the whole place  thus ravaged, at  the  sight of this  desolation, which  was clearly the work  of an enemy rather than of a robber, he  immediately  rent  his cloak, and invoked the  Gods  with loud cries. Myrtale at once threw  down what she had in her hands and ran out:   Daphnis, who was driving out his  goats, turned back:  and when they  saw what  had  happened they  cried aloud and burst into tears.

	  
It was idle  to lament the loss of the flowers, but  the  fear  of their master made them  weep. Even  a stranger would have wept at the  sight:   the whole place was in disorder, and nothing could be seen but upturned  earth and mud. If by chance some  flower had  escaped the general destruction,  it  still looked gay and bright, and retained its  former beauty, although lying on the  ground. Swarms of bees hovered round,  humming incessantly, as if they  too lamented what had happened. Lamon cried  out  in  his consternation:  “Alas! my rose trees, how they are broken! Alas! my violets,  how they  are trodden  under foot!  Alas!  my hyacinths and narcissuses, which the hand of some wretch has uprooted! The spring will return, but they will blossom  no  more:  the summer will come, but they will not bloom: autumn will come  again, but they will not deck anyone’s  head. And you, my lord Dionysus, had you no pity for these unhappy flowers, near which  you dwelt, with which I have often  crowned your brows?  How  can  I  show the garden to my master? What will  he think when he  sees  it?  he will hang the  old man on a pine  tree,  like Marsyas: and perhaps Daphnis  as  well,  thinking that his goats have done this  damage.”

	  
At these  words,  they  wept even more bitterly, not  so  much  on account of the flowers as themselves.  Chloe was bitterly distressed, at the thought  that Daphnis would be hung:  she  prayed that their master might not  come, and passed her days  in bitterness,  thinking that she already  saw  Daphnis  under the lash. One  evening, Eudromus came to inform them  that the master himself would not arrive for three  days,  but  that his son would be there on the  morrow. They accordingly  thought  over  what had  happened, and took Eudromus  into  their  confidence. He, being well disposed  towards  Daphnis, advised him to tell everything to their young master beforehand,  promising to do his best for them,  since he possessed some influence with him,  being his foster brother. When  the day came, they did as he had advised them.

	  
Astylus arrived  on horseback, accompanied by  his  parasite, also on horseback. Astylus’s  beard was only just beginning to grow, but  Gnathon’s (so was the parasite  named)  had long been familiar with the  razor. Lamon, together with Daphnis and Myrtale,  fell at his feet and besought him to have  compassion upon an unfortunate  old man, and  to save from his father’s wrath one who had  committed no offence:  and at the same  time he told him all that had occurred.  Astylus was moved to pity by  his supplication:  he went to the garden,  inspected the damage done to the flowers,  promised  to  make his father relent, and undertook to  lay  the blame  upon  his own horses, and to say that they had been fastened up in the garden, but, having become frisky, had broken loose, and trampled down, trodden under foot, and uprooted the flowers. Lamon and Myrtale wished him all prosperity in return for his kindness: and Daphnis presented him with  some  kids,  cheeses,  birds with their young, grapes still  on the vine branches, and apples on the  boughs: to these he added some  fragrant Lesbian wine, most delightful to drink.

	  
Astylus, having  expressed his satisfaction,  went to hunt the hares,  like a wealthy young man  who  had  nothing to do but amuse himself,  and was visiting the country in  search of some fresh diversion. Gnathon, who knew nothing  except how  to eat till he could eat no  more, and to drink till he was drunk, and  was all throat and belly and lust, had  carefully observed Daphnis when he brought  the presents to Astylus. Being naturally  fond of boys, and finding Daphnis  handsomer than any of the youths in the city,  he resolved  to make advances to him, thinking that he would find no difficulty in  seducing a simple goatherd.  Having made up  his mind to this, instead  of accompanying Astylus to the  chase, he went down to the place where  Daphnis was tending his flock, under  pretence of looking at the goats, but in reality  he had eyes for nothing but  Daphnis.  In  order to coax him, he  praised his goats, and begged him to  play a  pastoral air upon his pipe: then he promised  to obtain his freedom for him shortly, saying that he was all-powerful with his  master.

	  
When  Gnathon thought he had won Daphnis’s  affection, he lay in wait for him one evening  as he was driving back his goats from  pasture, ran up to him and kissed him.  Then he asked him to turn his back  to  him  and let him do to him what the  he-goats did to the she-goats. Daphnis  was slow to understand, but at last  he  said  to himself that, while it was quite  natural for he-goats to mount she-goats, no one  had  ever seen a he-goat mounting a  he-goat, or a  ram  another ram  instead of a sheep, or a cock treading a cock in place of a hen.  Meanwhile, Gnathon attempted  to lay violent hands upon Daphnis, who dealt  him a vigorous  blow, which felled him  to the ground, since he was already drunk  and could hardly stand. After this, Daphnis  ran away as swiftly as a fawn, leaving  Gnathon on the ground, more in need of the assistance of a man, than  of a boy, to help him along. From that  time Daphnis shunned him altogether, changing the pasturage of his goats from one place to another, avoiding Gnathon as carefully as he sought Chloe. Nor did Gnathon  trouble him any more, when he found  that he was not only handsome, but also  strong and vigorous. But he watched for an  opportunity to speak to Astylus about him, hoping that his young master would make him a present of Daphnis, since he knew that he was ready to grant almost every favour he asked.

	  
For the moment he could do nothing: for Dionysophanes had just arrived with Clearista, and nothing was heard but the noise  of animals, slaves, men, and women. In the  meantime, Gnathon set about composing  a long and  amorous discourse  upon Daphnis. Dionysophanes,  whose hairs were already beginning to turn  grey,  was a tall, handsome man,  who  need  not  have shrunk from rivalry  with  many  a young man:  in addition to  this, he was  richer than most men,  and none were more virtuous. On the  first day of  his  arrival, he offered  sacrifice to  all the  Gods  who preside  over husbandry,  to Demeter, Dionysus, Pan, and the  Nymphs, and gave a feast to  all  the household. On the following days,  he  went to see how Lamon had  done his work:   and, at the sight of the  ploughed fields, the well kept vines, and the  beautiful garden – for Astylus had taken the blame  for the damage done to the  flowers – he  was delighted, congratulated  Lamon,  and promised him his freedom. After this he went to see the goats  and  the goatherd.

	  
Chloe immediately ran away into the forest, feeling bashful  and afraid of so many  visitors:  but Daphnis remained where  he was,  with  a shaggy goatskin fastened round him, and a new wallet hanging from his shoulder, holding in one hand some fresh cheeses, and in the other some sucking kids. If ever  Apollo  tended the flocks of Laomedon  as a  hired servant, he must have  looked like  Daphnis, who, without saying a word,  his  face covered with blushes, bowed and presented his gifts. Then Lamon said: “O  master,  this  is  the goatherd:   you gave me  fifty  goats and  two he-goats to look after: he  has doubled  the number  of  the  goats, and increased  the he-goats to ten. You  see how fat  and sleek they are, what  long hair they have, and how  sound  their  horns are. He has also taught  them to understand music:  when they hear  the sound of his pipe, they are ready to  do anything.”

	  
Clearista, who  was present and heard what was said,  was anxious to put it to the proof:  she ordered Daphnis to play on  his pipe  to  his  goats as he was accustomed to  do, and  promised to give  him a cloak, a tunic,  and a pair of shoes  for his trouble. Daphnis  made them sit down  as  if  they were  at  the theatre, stood up  under the  beech  tree, took his pipe out of his wallet, and, to  commence with, drew from it merely a feeble strain. The  goats immediately stood  up, and  lifted their heads. Then he  piped to pasture and the goats began to  browse, with their heads towards the ground.  He played a clear sweet strain, and they  all lay down. He played a shrill air,  and they fled towards the forest, as if  a wolf was approaching. After  a  brief  interval, he piped a recall, and they  came out of the forest, and ran to his  feet. They obeyed the notes of the  pipe more readily than servants obey their  masters’ orders. The visitors were astonished,  especially Clearista, who swore to  give what she had promised to the gentle goatherd who played so well. Then they returned to the homestead for dinner, and  sent  Daphnis  something from their own table.

	  
Daphnis  shared the food with Chloe, highly pleased at tasting city cookery, and feeling sanguine of obtaining his master’s consent to his marriage. Gnathon, inflamed still more by what he had seen of the  goatherd, and considering that life would not be endurable if he  did not  get possession of Daphnis, waited his opportunity until Astylus  was  walking in the garden: then, leading him  up to the temple of Dionysus, he kissed  his hands  and feet. When Astylus asked  what was the meaning  of his behaviour, and bade him speak, swearing that he  would grant whatever favour he asked,  Gnathon replied:  “Your poor Gnathon  is  lost,  O master. I  who hitherto cared for  nothing but the pleasures  of the table, who  used to swear that there  was nothing more delightful than old wine,  who considered your cooks far superior  to all the youths of Mitylene – I now think that  there is nothing beautiful in  the  world  but Daphnis.  I  do not so much as  taste  the  most dainty dishes, although  so many are prepared each day – meat, fish,  and honey cakes.  I  should like to  be  a  goat,  I  should like to eat grass and  leaves,  listening  to his pipe and tended by him.  Save Gnathon,  I  beseech you, and  remedy a love  that is  irremediable.  If you  do not,  I  swear to you by  my  God that I  will  take  a hearty meal, and then stab myself in front of Daphnis’s door: and  you  will never  again  call  me your dear little Gnathon,  as you used to do in jest.”

	  
When Gnathon began to  kiss  his  feet again, Astylus could  no longer resist  his entreaties, for he  was a generous youth, who had himself  felt the pains of love. He promised  to ask his father for Daphnis and  to take  him  to the city, nominally as his  slave,  but  really as Gnathon’s minion. Then,  wishing  to cheer  him up, he asked him with  a smile  if  he were not ashamed of being in  love with Lamon’s son, and why he  was so anxious to sleep with this young  goatherd, at the same time pretending that  the smell of goats disgusted him. But  Gnathon, like one who had gone  through  the whole course of erotic lore at the  tables of debauchees, replied shrewdly  enough in regard to himself and Daphnis:  “No lover troubles himself about such things: in  whatever form he finds  beauty, he is smitten with  it.  Men have  been known to become enamoured of a plant,  a river, or a wild beast: and yet who would not pity  a  lover  who has to fear what he loves?  No doubt  the form that I love is that  of a slave, but its beauty is  free.  Do  you see how like his hair is to the hyacinth,  how his eyes glitter beneath his  brows, like a jewel in a setting of  gold?  His  face is ruddy, his teeth  are white as ivory. Who would not  long for a tender kiss from his lips? In  loving a goatherd, I am but  following the example of the Gods.  Anchises was a cowherd, and Aphrodite  possessed him:  Branchius tended  goats,  and Apollo loved him: Ganymede  was  a shepherd, and Zeus carried him up  to heaven.  Let  us not despise a lad, whose  goats we see obey him, as if even they were  enamoured of him:  let us rather thank  the eagles of Zeus for allowing such  beauty to remain upon the earth.”

	  
Astylus, who  was highly amused by this  speech, laughed and told Gnathon that love produced  very plausible orators:  at  the same time, he promised to watch for an opportunity  to  speak  to his  father about Daphnis. But Eudromus had heard all that was said without being  seen.  His friendship for Daphnis, whom  he considered  a worthy  young  man,  and his indignation at the  idea of such beauty being handed  over  to the  insults of a drunken wretch like Gnathon,  made him go  and tell Daphnis  and Lamon at once. Daphnis, in  great consternation, at first thought of flight in  company with Chloe, or of dying  together with her. Then Lamon called Myrtale  out, and said to her:  “We  are lost,  my  dear wife:  the moment  is come to reveal what has long been  hidden. Although the goats and everything  else be abandoned,  I  swear, by Pan and the  Nymphs, even though I should be left like  a worn out ox in the stall, that I  will no longer hold my tongue in regard  to the history of Daphnis.  I will  tell how  I  found him exposed: I will declare how he  has been brought up: and I will  show  all the  tokens that  I  found exposed with him.  That infamous wretch Gnathon  shall know what manner of man he  is,  and  who it is that he has the audacity to  love. Do you look after the tokens,  and see that I have them ready to hand.”

	  
Having  settled this, they went indoors. Meanwhile, Astylus, finding his father disengaged, hastened to him and asked permission to take Daphnis home with him  to  the  city, declaring that he was a handsome lad and too superior to be left  in the country, and that Gnathon would  soon teach him city manners. His father  willingly gave his consent, and, having sent for Lamon and Myrtale, told them the good news that Daphnis would in  future serve his son Astylus instead of tending goats, and promised to give them two  goatherds to take his place. Then, when all the other slaves had gathered together, delighted at the prospect of having so handsome a fellow servant, Lamon asked leave to speak, and, on its being granted, began as follows:  “O master, hear a true story from an old man: I swear by Pan and the Nymphs that  I  will not utter a word that is false. I am not the father of Daphnis, nor has Myrtale the good fortune to be his mother. He was exposed when a child  by other parents, who perhaps  had enough children already. I found  him abandoned, and being suckled by  one of my goats, which I buried in the  garden when  it  died: for  I loved it because it had  performed the part of a mother towards the  infant. I also found some tokens lying  by its side:  this  I confess, master, and  also that  I  kept them:  for they  show  that he  belongs to a higher rank of  life  than  our own.  I  have no objection  to his serving Astylus, for he will be  a good servant to a good and honourable  master: but  I  cannot endure that he should  become the laughing stock of the drunken Gnathon, who wants to take him  to  Mitylene  and make him play the part of a  woman.”

	  
After this  Lamon was silent and burst into tears. But  when Gnathon waxed bolder and threatened  to chastise him, Dionysophanes, astounded  at what Lamon had said, knitted  his  brows  and ordered Gnathon  to  hold his tongue: then  he again questioned the  old man, exhorting him to speak the truth,  and not to invent some story,  in order  that he might keep his son. When Lamon  persisted in his tale, swore by all the  Gods that it was true, and offered  to submit  to the torture if he had lied,  Dionysophanes, with Clearista sitting by his side,  carefully considered what he had said. “What  object could Lamon have in  speaking falsely, seeing that he was to have two goatherds in place of one? how could a rude peasant have invented such a story? Again, was it not at the outset incredible that  so handsome a youth should  be the offspring of an old man like Lamon  and a shabby old woman like Myrtale?”

	  
They  determined not to trust any further to  conjecture, but to examine the tokens at  once, to see if they indicated that Daphnis  belonged to a higher rank of life. Myrtale immediately went to fetch them out of an old sack in which they had been stored  away. When they were brought, Dionysophanes looked at them first, and when  he saw the little purple tunic with its golden clasp, and the dagger with the ivory handle, he cried aloud,  “O Lord and master Zeus,” and called his wife to look: and she,  as soon as she saw  them, in like manner cried  aloud, “O kindly Fates: are not  these the jewels which  we gave to Sophrosyne to  put by  the side of our own son when she  exposed  him? There is no doubt  about  it: they are  the same. Dear husband, the child is ours. Daphnis is your son, and has fed his father’s  goats.”

	  
While  she was  still  speaking, Dionysophanes  kissed the token, and wept from excess  of  joy. Then Astylus, understanding that Daphnis  was his brother, immediately threw  off his cloak, and hastened to the garden,  wishing to be the first to embrace him. But when  Daphnis saw him coming towards him,  accompanied by a number of  people,  and  shouting “Daphnis,” thinking that he wanted to seize him, he threw away his  wallet and his pipe, and fled towards the  sea, intending  to throw himself from  the  top  of the rock:  and  perhaps, by a  strange caprice of Fortune, Daphnis, who had just been  found, would have been lost, had not Astylus,  perceiving his intention,  shouted to  him: “Stop, Daphnis:  fear nothing: I  am your brother: your former master  and mistress are your parents. Lamon  has told us all about the goat, and shown  us the tokens: look, turn round and  see how glad and cheerful they seem. But kiss  me first: I swear by the Nymphs that I  am speaking the truth.”

	  
Even when he  heard this oath, Daphnis was loth  to stop: however, he waited for Astylus,  and kissed him when he came running up  to him. In the meantime, all the household,  men and women servants, and his mother  and father came and embraced  and  kissed him, with tears of joy. Daphnis  welcomed them all affectionately, but  especially his father and mother, whom he  clasped to his bosom as if he had already known  them for a long time:  so quickly does Nature make her claim felt. For a while he even forgot Chloe:  and when  he reached the homestead, they gave  him a handsome dress, and he sat down  by the side of his father, who addressed him and Astylus as follows:

	  
“My sons, I married when I was a very young man, and, after a short time, I became a happy father, as I then imagined. My first child was a son, the second a daughter, and the third, Astylus. I thought that three children were enough, and, when another son was born, I exposed him together with these jewels and tokens, which I considered rather as funeral ornaments than as tokens by which he might be afterwards recognised. But Fortune willed otherwise. My eldest son and daughter died of the same complaint on the same day: but you, Daphnis, have been preserved to us by the providence of the Gods that we may have greater support in our old age. Do not bear a grudge against me, my son, for having exposed you: for, though I did so, it was sorely against my will. Nor do you, Astylus, be annoyed that you will have to share your inheritance, for to a wise man a brother is better than all possessions. Love one another: as far as wealth is concerned, you need not envy even a king. For I will leave to both of you large estates, a number of clever and industrious servants, gold, silver, and all other blessings that rich men enjoy. But I specially wish that Daphnis should have this estate, and I make him a present of Lamon and Myrtale, and the goats which he has tended.”


While he was still speaking, Daphnis suddenly started up and said: “You have just reminded me, father: I will go and take my goats to drink: they are thirsty about this time, and are waiting for the sound of my pipe, while I am sitting here.” Hereupon all laughed, at the idea that Daphnis, who had just become a master, should still wish to perform the duties of a goatherd. They sent someone else to look after his goats, offered sacrifice to Zeus Soter, and held high festival. Gnathon alone was not present, but, seized with alarm, he remained day and night in the temple of Dionysus, as a suppliant. The report soon spread that Dionysophanes had found his son, and that the goatherd Daphnis had become master of the estate: and, the next morning, the peasants gathered together from all parts to congratulate the young man, and offer presents to his father, the first to arrive being Dryas, who had brought up Chloe.


Dionysophanes made them all stay for the festivities: for he had prepared abundance of bread and wine, waterfowl, sucking pigs, honey cakes of all kinds, and victims to be offered as a sacrifice to the Gods of the country. Then Daphnis, having collected all his pastoral equipments, distributed them as offerings to the Gods. To Dionysus he consecrated his wallet and goatskin, to Pan his pipe and flute, to the Nymphs his crook and the milk pails which he had made himself. But – so much sweeter is that to which we are accustomed than strange and unexpected good fortune – Daphnis wept as he parted with each of these things. He did not offer up his milk pails before he had milked his goats once again, nor his goatskin before he had put it on again, nor his pipe before he had played upon it: he kissed them all, spoke to his goats, and called his he-goats by name: he also went and drank at the fountain, because he had often done so before with Chloe. But he did not yet venture to declare his love, since he was waiting for a better opportunity.


While Daphnis was engaged in these ceremonies, this was what happened to Chloe. She was sitting down, weeping, while she tended her flock, and lamenting, as indeed was only natural: “Daphnis has forgotten me: he is dreaming of a wealthy match. Why did I make him swear by his goats instead of the Nymphs? He has abandoned them as he has abandoned Chloe: even when he was sacrificing to the Nymphs and Pan, he felt no desire to come and see me. Perhaps he has found some handmaids at his mother’s house whom he prefers. May he be happy: but I can live no longer.”


While she thus gave utterance to her thoughts, the herdsman Lampis came up with a band of peasants and carried her off, being persuaded that Daphnis would no longer care to marry her and that Dryas would accept Lampis as her husband. As she was being carried off, uttering piercing cries, some one who had seen what had taken place went and told Nape, who informed Dryas, who in his turn told Daphnis. The latter, almost beside himself, had neither the courage to confess everything to his father, nor the strength of mind to resign himself to this misfortune; he entered the garden walk, and thus lamented:


“What a painful discovery! How much better it would have been for me to remain a shepherd! How much happier I was when I was a slave! Then I used to see Chloe: but now Lampis has carried her off, and at night he will sleep with her. But I am drinking and enjoying myself, and in vain have I taken an oath by Pan, my goats, and the Nymphs.”


Daphnis’s lamentations were heard by Gnathon, who was concealed in the garden. Thinking this a good opportunity for making peace with him, he went in search of Dryas, accompanied by some young men of Astylus’s retinue, ordered him to conduct him to Lampis’s house, and hastened thither with him. He came upon the herdsman just as he was taking Chloe inside, snatched her away from him, and severely beat the peasants who were with him. He was anxious to bind Lampis, and to take him away like a prisoner of war, but he got the start and ran away. Having accomplished this exploit, Gnathon returned at nightfall. He found Dionysophanes in bed, but Daphnis was still up, weeping in the garden. Gnathon conducted Chloe to him, told him what had taken place, begged him not to bear him ill will any longer, but to keep him – for he would be a useful servant – and not to drive him away from his table, otherwise he would die of hunger. When Daphnis saw Chloe, and clasped her in his arms, he pardoned Gnathon because of the service he had rendered him, and excused himself to Chloe for his own neglect.


After taking counsel together, they resolved not to mention their marriage as yet: meanwhile, Daphnis would see Chloe secretly, and only tell her mother of his love. Dryas, however, did not agree with this: he thought it best to tell Daphnis’s father, and himself promised to obtain his consent. At daybreak, he put the tokens which had been found with Chloe into his wallet, and presented himself before Dionysophanes and Clearista, whom he found seated in the garden, together with Astylus and Daphnis. When all were silent, he addressed them as follows: “A necessity, similar to that which forced Lamon to speak, compels me to reveal what has hitherto been kept a secret. Chloe is not my daughter, neither did I rear her. She is the daughter of other parents who exposed her in the grotto of the Nymphs, where she was suckled by an ewe. I saw this with my own eyes, and when I saw it, I wondered, and brought up the child as my own. Her beauty is sufficient proof of this: she in no way resembles us. The tokens also bear witness; for they are too valuable to belong to shepherds. Look at them, try and discover the girl’s parents, and see whether you consider her worthy of marriage with Daphnis.”


Dryas did not say this without a purpose, and it was not lost upon Dionysophanes, who, casting his eyes upon Daphnis, and seeing that he turned pale and was weeping silently, easily discovered the secret of his love. He accordingly took the greatest pains to verify what Dryas had said, being more anxious about his own son than about a young girl who was a stranger to him. When he saw the tokens – the gilt shoes, the anklets, and the head dress – he called Chloe to him, and bade her be of good cheer, since she already had a husband, and would soon find her father and mother. Then Clearista took her and dressed her as became her son’s intended wife: while Dionysophanes took Daphnis aside, and inquired of him whether Chloe was a virgin: and when he swore that nothing more had taken place between them than kisses and vows of fidelity, he expressed himself pleased at the oath they had taken, and made them sit down to table.


Then could be seen the power of beauty, when it is adorned: for Chloe, richly dressed, with her hair plaited and her face washed, appeared far handsomer to all who saw her, so that even Daphnis scarcely recognised her. Leaving the tokens out of consideration, anyone would have been ready to swear that Dryas could not be the father of such a daughter. However, he was present, and sat on the same couch with Nape, Lamon, and Myrtale. On the next and following days, victims were sacrificed, goblets of wine were prepared, and Chloe also consecrated to the Gods everything that belonged to her – her pipe, wallet, goatskin, and milk pails. She poured some wine into the water of the fountain at the bottom of the grotto, because she had been suckled on its brink, and had often bathed in it: she also crowned with a garland of flowers the tomb of the sheep, which was pointed out to her by Dryas. She also piped to her flocks, and, having sung a hymn to the Nymphs, she prayed to them that the parents who had exposed her might be found worthy to be allied by marriage with Daphnis.


When they became tired of the rustic festivities, they resolved to return to the city, to try and find out who Chloe’s parents were, and to hasten on the marriage. Accordingly, in the morning, they packed up their things, and made ready for their journey: but, before they started, they gave Dryas another three thousand drachmas, and to Lamon the privilege of gathering the corn and grapes of half the estate, together with the goats and goatherds, four yoke of oxen, some winter garments, and freedom for himself and his wife.


After this, they set out for Mitylene, with a splendid equipage of horses and chariots. As they reached the city at night, the inhabitants were not aware of their arrival: but, on the following day, a crowd of men and women assembled round the house. The former congratulated Dionysophanes on having found a son, and all the more, when they saw how handsome Daphnis was: the latter shared Clearista’s joy at having found, not only a son, but a wife for him. They also were struck with astonishment at Chloe’s incomparable beauty. The whole city was in a state of excitement over the young man and the maiden: their union was already looked upon as a happy one, and hopes were expressed that Chloe’s birth might be found to be worthy of her beauty. More than one wealthy woman prayed to the Gods that she might be credited with being the mother of so beautiful a daughter.


Dionysophanes, weary with constant thought, fell into a deep sleep, and dreamed a dream. It seemed to him that the Nymphs were begging Love to give his consent to the marriage. Then the God unbent his bow, placed it on the ground by the side of his quiver, and ordered Dionysophanes to invite all the nobles of Mitylene to a banquet, and, when the last cup was filled, to show the tokens to each guest, and to sing the song of Hymen. Struck with this vision and the directions given by the God, when he rose in the morning, he ordered a sumptuous banquet to be prepared, furnished with every dainty that the land, the sea, the lakes, and rivers could produce, and invited all the nobles of Mitylene. At evening, after the cup with which libations are offered to Hermes had been filled, one of the attendants brought in the tokens upon a silver vessel, and carried them round and showed them to each of the guests.


All declared that they did not recognise them, with the exception of one Megacles, who, on account of his great age, had been placed at the end of the table. As soon as he beheld them, he shouted out loudly:


“What is this I see? My daughter, what has become of you? Are you still alive? Or did some shepherd find these tokens and pick them up? Dionysophanes, I beseech you, tell me, where did you get these tokens of my child? Now that you have found Daphnis, do not grudge me the happiness of finding something.”


Dionysophanes at first desired him to state how she had been exposed: and Megacles, in as firm a tone and voice as before, replied:


“Formerly I was badly off, for I had spent what I possessed upon the public games and triremes. While I was thus situated, a daughter was born to me. Being afraid to bring her up in poverty, I decked her out with these tokens and exposed her, for I knew that there were many people who are ready to adopt the children of others. She was exposed in the grotto of the Nymphs, and entrusted to the protection of the Goddesses. In the meantime, Fortune favoured me: my wealth increased daily, but I had no heir, for I have not been fortunate to have even another daughter. The Gods also, as if to mock me, send me visions at night, announcing that a ewe shall make me a father.”


Then Dionysophanes shouted even louder than Megacles: he started up, brought in Chloe richly attired, and said: “Here is the child you exposed: thanks to the providence of the Nymphs, a ewe nourished this maiden, as a goat suckled Daphnis for me. Take the tokens and your daughter, and give her to Daphnis as his bride. We exposed them both: we have found them both: both have been under the care of Pan, the Nymphs, and the God of Love.” Megacles approved, clasped Chloe in his arms, and sent for his wife Rhode. They slept that night at the house of Dionysophanes: for Daphnis had sworn that he would not entrust Chloe to anyone, not even to her own father.


At daybreak they agreed to return to the country, at the earnest request of Daphnis and Chloe, who could not get used to city life: besides, they had decided that the wedding should be a rustic one. They returned to Lamon’s house, where Dryas was presented to Megacles, and Nape to Rhode, and all preparations were made for a brilliant festival. Megacles consecrated Chloe in presence of the Nymphs, and, amongst other offerings, dedicated the tokens to them, and made up to Dryas the sum of ten thousand drachmas.


As it was a very fine day, Dionysophanes ordered couches of green leaves to be spread in front of the grotto, invited all the villagers to the festivities, and entertained them handsomely. Lamon and Myrtale were there, together with Dryas and Nape, Dorcon’s relations, Philetas and his sons, Chromis and Lycaenium: even Lampis was forgiven, and allowed to be present. All the amusements were of a rustic and pastoral character, as was natural, considering the guests. One sang a reaper’s song, another repeated the jests of the vintage season: Philetas played the pipe, Lampis the flute, Dryas and Lamon danced: Daphnis and Chloe embraced each other. The goats also were feeding close at hand, as if they desired to take part in the banquet. This was not altogether to the taste of the city people: but Daphnis called some of them by name, gave them some green leaves to eat, took them by the horns and kissed them.


And not only then, but as long as they lived, they devoted most of their time to a pastoral life. They paid especial reverence to the Nymphs, Pan, and Love, acquired large flocks of goats and sheep, and considered fruit and milk superior to every other kind of food. When a son was born to them, they put him to suck a goat: their daughter was suckled by a ewe: and they called the former Philopoemen, and the latter Agele. Thus they lived to a good old age in the fields, decorated the grotto, set up statues, and erected an altar to Shepherd Love, and, in place of the pine, built a temple for Pan to dwell in, and dedicated it to Pan the Soldier.


But this did not take place until later. After the banquet, when night came, all the guests accompanied them to the nuptial chamber, playing on the pipe and flute, and carrying large blazing torches. When they were near the door, they began to sing in a harsh and rough voice, as if they were breaking up the earth with forks, instead of singing the marriage hymn. Daphnis and Chloe, lying naked side by side, embraced and kissed each other, more wakeful than the owl, the whole night long. Daphnis put into practice the lessons of Lycaenium, and then for the first time Chloe learned that all that had taken place between them in the woods was nothing more than the childish amusement of shepherds.
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