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Essay Nr. 69:  Of Ancient Muses and Myths 
It is incumbent upon our universities and schools [that] the Greek and Latin classics shall be reinstated in their proper place as a means of discipline, a humanizing influence, the historic background against which our present appears.  For, cut off from the intellectual and imaginative sources of Greece and Rome, the state and statesmanship, legislation and law, society and manners, philosophy, religion, literature, art, and even artistic appreciation, run readily shallow and soon dry.
Charles Mills Gayley, The Classic Myths (1893)
The above dire warning of the potential decay of our culture was issued in 1893.  That writer, we suspect, would be disconcerted by rap.

The Greek myths and mythical gods are an important chapter in our civilization’s history.  These myths, while only colorful stories to us, were for the early Greeks not fables, but at the very least an important handed down oral tradition from a period before the arrival of Greek writing.  While we can’t think of them as genuine oral history, perhaps there may yet be embedded in these stories small nuggets of historical possibilities.  Consider, for example, the myth of the sea god, Triton, and his “invention” of the trumpet.  He, we are told, in the war against the giants, blew into a sea conch producing sounds so new and frightening that the giants, thinking they had encountered a terrible and ferocious monster, took flight.  Well, if we leave out the part about the giants, it certainly is easy to imagine this as a possible scenario for the discovery of the trumpet-type instrument.  That is to say, some distant man walking along the shore, picking up a large conch and blowing through it to remove the water and sand, may have produced a frightening sound. 
Similarly, when Ovid relates a mythical musical contest between Pan and his panpipes and Apollo with his lyre,
 a contest which the latter wins, could not this be viewed as an allegorical testament to the transformation of Greek music from more ancient rural roots to the much more sophisticated music of the lyric poets?
 

The lyric poets, of the 7th and 6th centuries BC, felt a particular relationship to the mythical figures we call the “Muses.”  Bacchylides (6th century BC), for example, defined his music as a gift of the Muses,

…a monument not made with hands, [that it] might be a common joy for mankind.
 

From the lyric poets’ we read several times of the importance of their being inspired.  In Pindar (born c. 518 BC) for example,

...Pisa too enjoins

My speech, for from her bidding come to men

The songs inspired of heaven....
 

and in Bacchylides.

...for the inspired prophet of the violet-eyed Muses is ready to 


sing....
 

This special relationship the lyric poets felt with the gods and muses, addressing pleas to their gods for inspiration, finds common ground centuries later when Bach would sometimes pen a note at the top of his manuscripts asking for God’s help.

Pindar adds that this inspiration from the gods is a gift for which the poet must maintain respect.

For to insult the gods is a fool’s wisdom,

A craft most damned, and unmeasured boasting

Is music for mad minds.  Let no voice babble

Such follies....
 

We begin our discussion with those Muses who have enjoyed associations with music, both among ancient and more recent writers.

CLIO, the Muse of History.  

One of the nine daughters of Jupiter and Mnemosyne (Memory), they also include, 

Calliope, Muse of Epic Poetry

Euterpe, Muse of Lyric Poetry

Melpomene, Muse of Tragedy

Terpsichore, Muse of Choral Dance and Song

Erato, Muse of Love Poetry

Polyhymnia, Muse of Sacred Poetry

Urania, Muse of Astronomy and

Thalia, Muse of Comedy.
Horace (65 – 8 BC) addressed a plea for subject matter to the Muse Clio.

Come, what man or demigod shall you choose to

Hymn with lyre or high-shrilling pipe, Muse Clio,

Or what god?  Whose name shall be lifted up and

Sportively echoed

Down the shaded glens of Mount Helicon or

On the slopes of Pindus or snow-capped Haemus?

There the forests crowded to follow singing

Orpheus, whose music

(Taught him by his mother) made rushing rivers

Cease their flow and blustering winds be silent,

All so sweetly sounding to strings of lyre that

Ears grew on oak trees.

MERCURY
A son to Jupiter and Maia, said to be of sweet voice and persuasive in speech, inventer of the lyre and aulos and forerunner of mathematicians and astronomers.
Tertulian (born c. 160 AD), one of the early Church fathers, assigns the invention of the aulos to Minerva.  Mercury, having invented letters, he calls the god of music notation.

To Mercury, Horace addresses a plea for musical inspiration.

Grant me music, Mercury, as you did when 

Stones moved into place for Amphion singing;

Bear my song, O tortoise-shell deftly strung with

Seven strings sounding….
 

Here we have an example of how myths may reflect historical events from long before any form of written history.  In this instance, Mercury is said to have invented, a few hours after birth, the lyre by stretching sheep-gut strings over the hollow of a tortoise shell.  He was also the god of athletics and a “master” of language, all of which are mentioned by Horace.

Nimble-spoken Mercury, Atlas’ grandson,

Who by speech astutely advanced mankind from

Brute and worked a comeliness into him by

Grace of gymnastics,

You I sing, great Jupiter’s herald bearing

Words of gods, first founder of song and lyre-shell....
 

This myth is mentioned again by Cassiodorus (490 – 585 AD) in a letter to the famous Boethius (480 – 524 AD).  His purpose in writing was to ask Boethius to find a harp player to fulfill a request by Clovis, king of the Franks, whom Cassiodorus suggests has “heard of the fame of my banquets.”
It is the talking loom of the Muses, with speaking wefts and singing warps, on which the plectrum shrilly weaves sweet sounds.  Now this instrument Mercury is said to have discovered, modeling it on the mottled tortoise.  As the bringer of such benefits, astronomers have believed it should be sought among the stars, urging that music must be heavenly, since they can detect the shape of a lyre placed among the constellations.
 

CALLIOPE, Muse of Epic Poetry
Plato (427 – 347) mentioned Calliope in relating a discussion by Socrates which centered on an ancient fable about a grasshopper which illustrates the power of music to carry away the listener.  We are pleased to find Socrates’ assurance here that the Muses know who among us honors them!

Socrates.  A lover of music like yourself ought surely to have heard the story of the grasshoppers, who are said to have been human beings in an age before the Muses.  And when the Muses came and song appeared the grasshoppers were ravished with delight; and singing always, never thought of eating and drinking, until at last in their forgetfulness they died.  And now they live again in the grasshoppers, who, as a special gift from the Muses, require no nourishment, but from the hour of their birth are always singing, and ever eating and drinking; and when they die they go and inform the Muses in heaven which of us honors one or other of the Muses.  They win the love of Terpsichore for the dancers by their report of them; of Erato for the lovers, and of the other Muses for those who do them honor, according to the several ways of honoring them;  -- and to Calliope the eldest Muse and Urania who is next to her, they make a report of those who honor music of their kind, and spend their time in philosophy; for these are the Muses who are chiefly concerned with the heavens and with reasoning, divine as well as human, and they have the sweetest utterance.
 

A plea for inspiration is addressed by Horace to the Muse, Calliope (“beautiful voiced”).

Calliope, descend from the skies, O queen,

And sing your flute a lingering melody,

Or lift your lovely voice alone, or

Sing to the lyre or the harp of Phoebus….
 

MELPOMENE, Muse of Tragedy.
In another ode, to commemorate the death of his friend Quintilius, Horace appeals to another of the Muses, Melpomene, for help.

Could shy reticence set limits to grief for so

Fondly cherished a head?  Teach me your saddest strains,

Muse Melpomene,
 whom All-father blessed with pure

Voice along with the lyre he gave....

Say you drew from the lyre lovelier tones than did

Thracian Orpheus when trees harkened to hear him play.....
 

JOVE, another name for Jupiter.
Supreme ruler of the universe, wisest of the divinities, Jupiter was the gatherer of clouds and snow, dispenser of rains, winds and thunder.  Under the name of Zeus, he was the patron god of the Roman State.
Ovid describes a professional singer who begins his song with an appeal to Jove for inspiration.  Before this, however, he gives us a rare reference to the musician tuning up, with a specific indication of some kind of harmony.

And when he had tried the chords by touching them with his thumb, and his ears told him that the notes were in harmony although they were of different pitch, he raised his voice in this song: “From Jove, O Muse, my mother - for all things yield to the sway of Jove - inspire my song!  Oft have I sung the power of Jove before; I have sung the giants in a heavier strain, and the victorious bolts hurled on the Phlegraean plains.  But now I need the gentler touch, for I would sing of boys beloved by gods, and maidens inflamed by unnatural love and paying the penalty of their lust.”
 

APOLLO, also known as Phoebus, son to Jupiter (Zeus), was the patron of music, poetry and medicine.  This is the beginning of the long association between music and medicine.
Tibullus (54 – 19 BC) attributes to Apollo not only the usual association with music, but also emphasizes his powers of prophesy.  We remind the reader that all poetry at this time was sung.
His long robes hid the hallowed form from sight,

  and the hem seemed to ripple round his feet.

At his left side a lyre hung, worked with skill

  that made it gleam with gold and tortoise-shell,

  and while he sang, he plucked it with a quill.

But O the warning sung at that song’s end!

“Gods love all poets,” he said, “and such men find

  Bacchus, Apollo, and each Muse a friend.”
Yet those wise sisters and the god of wine --

  they lack the power to see the future plain.

Jove’s gift of foresight is not theirs but mine.

  To me, inevitable fate is clear.

 Tibullus mentions prophesy in association with Apollo in another poem, although here he goes under the name Phoebus. 

Your blessing, Phoebus; a new priest enters your temple.

Be gracious, greet his coming with voice and lyre,

  and when your fingers set the strings to sounding,

  let it be loyalty that they inspire.

Come, be among us while we heap the altars,

  your brow encircled with a wreath of bay --

  comb your long hair, put on your treasured raiment,

  O come, god bright and beautiful as the day!

Be as you were when you sang of Jove’s triumph

  with Saturn finally driven from the throne.

Prophet, the priest who serves you learns the meaning 

  of the notes of that bard to which the future is known.

You guide the lots as they fall; you show the augur

  what marks of the god to read in the entrails;

  with you as master, the Sibyl’s six-metered strophes

  have given us counsel whose wisdom never fails.
 

According to Greek mythology, Apollo killed Cyclops, forger of the thunderbolts of Zeus, to avenge the death of his son at the hands of Zeus.  In return, Zeus forced Apollo to serve for a time as a herder for the mortal king, Admetus.  It is in this role that we see Apollo, in Ovid’s (43 BC – 17 AD) Metamorphoses, living the life of a shepherd and playing on panpipes.


...for Apollo

Could never change the will of Jove: moreover,

Even if he could, he was not there, but living

In Elis at the time, where he had taken

A shepherd’s cloak, a pipe of seven reeds,

A forest wand for staff, and all his thinking

Of love and playing music, so his cattle

Went wandering off and Mercury saw them, stole them,

Drove them into a forest where he hid them.
 

Tibullus also mentions this aspect of the Apollo myth, with interesting musical references.  Here Apollo himself speaks,

It is not told in mockery that I

  served as Admetus’ shepherd, long ago,

  and lost the will to play the lyre, or try

  new harmonies for voice and strings to share --

  but used an unstopped pipe, in my despair....
 

In another place, Tibullus also attributes to Apollo, who was also the god of medicine, the power to heal the sick through music.

Come near, Apollo, come and make me well --

  heal me, Apollo of the flowing hair....

Be near me, holy presence; bring your songs 

  and all your delicacies that soothe the sick.
 

Lucian of Samosata (b. c. 125 AD) mentioned Apollo in the context of a fictional banquet of the gods,

Apollo harped, Silenus danced his wild measures, the Muses uprose and sang to us from Hesiod’s Birth of Gods, and the first of Pindar’s odes.
 

In discussing the proverb, “Babys plays the [aulos] even worse,” Erasmus (1466 – 1536) mentions a Greek myth we have not read elsewhere.

Babys, they say, was a brother of Marsyas, the man who was not afraid to challenge Apollo himself to a musical contest.  When he was defeated, he was suspended by Apollo from a pine-tree upside down, and flayed.  Then, when Apollo was preparing to destroy Babys too, Pallas interceded for him, saying that his aulos playing was so unsuccessful and unskillful that clearly he was quite negligible; “Babys” she said “plays even worse.”  Apollo was impressed by her words, and treated Babys with such disdain that he did not even think him worthy of punishment, but judged it better to abandon him to his incompetence.

As the patron of music, Apollo has attracted the attention of numerous later poets.  We find him, for example, in Shakespeare’s Cymbeline.  In a scene intended to be humorous, Cloten arranges a morning serenade by a group of string players in an attempt to woo Imogen.

Cloten.  It’s almost morning, is’t not?

1. Lord.  Day, my lord.

Cloten.  I would this music would come.  I am advised to give her music o’ mornings; they say it will penetrate

Enter Musicians.

Come on; tune.  If you can penetrate her with your fingering, so; we’ll try with tongue too: if none will do, let her remain; but I’ll never give o’er.  First, a very excellent good-conceited thing; after, a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich words to it: and then let her consider.

Song

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings,

And Phoebus ‘gins arise,

His steeds to water at those springs

On chalic’d flowers that lies;

And winking Mary-buds begin

To open their golden eyes:

With everything that pretty is,

My lady sweet, arise:

Arise, arise!

The influence of the ancient lyric poets of Greece is still much in evidence among the 17th century English poets.  Even surrounded by the Puritan threats, one still finds the poet appealing to the Muses for inspiration, as for example Robert Herrick (1591 – 1674) in his “To Apollo.  A short Hymn,”
Phoebus! when that I a Verse,

Or some numbers more rehearse;

Tune my words, that they may fall,

Each way smoothly Musical....
 

DIANA, twin sister to Apollo, and daughter to Zeus and Latona.  
Diana, despising the weakness of love, imposed upon her nymphs vows of perpetual maidenhood.  Associated with hunting, when weary of the chase she turned to music and dancing.
We have a hymn to Diana by Horace which begins,

Raise your hymn, tender girls, sing of Diana now,

Hymn the Cynthian,
 lads, god of the unshorn locks,

Sing Latona as well, most

Deeply loved by the heart of Jove.
 

NEPTUNE, one of the great gods, founder of the younger dynasty of the waters.
Horace begins a poem in praise of Neptune and then progresses to several other deities as well.

I shall start with a song about

Neptune’s might and his nymphs green-haired within the sea;

You shall then take the lyre and sing

Of Latona and swift Cynthia’s whetted darts;

Hers my song who with swan-yoked car

Visits Paphus and rules Cnidus and all the isles

Of the glittering Cyclades;

Lastly, we will salute Night with a lullaby.
 

ORPHEUS, chief representative of song and the lyre.
Taught by Apollo to play the lyre, Orpheus journeyed to Egypt to study the gods and their rites.  Returning with the knowledge of these orgiastic rites, some consider him the founder of the Dionysian celebrations.   He also reached a high degree of influence because he was believed to have discovered mysteries, purification from sins, cures of diseases and the means of averting divine wrath. 
In the most familiar myth of Orpheus, he goes to Hades to look for Eurydice, who has been killed by a snake.  Orpheus is killed there, but his ghost remains with his beloved Eurydice.  Ovid, in his Metamorphoses, has Orpheus killed on earth.  This passage, while extraordinarily violent, has numerous and interesting references to music.
While with such songs the bard of Thrace drew the trees, held beasts enthralled and constrained stones to follow him, behold, the crazed women of the Cicones, with skins flung over their breasts, saw Orpheus from a hill top, fitting songs to the music of his lyre.  Then one of these, her tresses streaming in the gentle breeze, cried out: “See, see the man who scorns us!” and hurled her spear straight at the tuneful mouth of Apollo’s bard; but this, wreathed in leaves, marked without harming him.  Another threw a stone, which, even as it flew through the air, was overcome by the sweet sound of voice and lyre, and fell at his feet as if it would ask forgiveness for its mad attempt.  But still the assault waxed reckless: their passion knew no bounds; mad fury reigned.  And all their weapons would have been harmless under the spell of song; but the huge noise of the Berecyntian flutes, mixed with discordant horns, the drums, and the breast-beatings and howlings of the Bacchanals, drowned the lyre’s sound; and then at last the stone’s were reddened with the blood of the bard whose voice they could not hear.  First away went the multitudinous birds still spellbound by the singer’s voice, with the snakes and the train of beasts, the glory of Orpheus’ audience, harried by the Maenads; then these turned bloody hands against Orpheus and flocked around like birds when in the day they see the bird of night wandering in the daylight; and as when in the amphitheater in the early morning of the spectacle the doomed stag in the arena is the prey of dogs.  They rushed upon the bard and hurled at him their wands wreathed with green vines, not made for such use as this.  Some threw clods, some branches torn from trees, and some threw stones.  And, that real weapons might not be wanting to their madness, it chanced that oxen, toiling beneath the yoke, were plowing up the soil; and not far from these, stout peasants were digging the hard earth and sweating at their work.  When these beheld the advancing horde, they fled away and left behind the implements of their toil.  Scattered through the deserted fields lay hoes, long mattocks and heavy grubbing tools.  These the savage women caught up and, first tearing in pieces the oxen who threatened them with their horns, they rushed back to slay the bard; and, as he stretched out his suppliant hands, uttering words then, but never before, unheeded, and moving them not a whit by his voice, the impious women struck him down.  And (oh, the pity of it!) through those lips, to which rocks listened, and to which the hearts of savage beasts responded, the soul, breathed out, went faring forth in air.
The mourning birds wept for thee, Orpheus, the throng of beasts, the flinty rocks, and the trees which had so often gathered to thy songs; yes, the trees shed their leaves as if so tearing their hair in grief for thee.  They say that the rivers also were swollen with their own tears, and the naiads and dryads alike mourned with disheveled hair and with dark bordered garments.  The poet’s limbs lay scattered all around; but his head and lyre, O Hebrus, thou didst receive, and (a marvel!) while they floated in mid-stream the lyre gave forth some mournful notes, mournfully the lifeless tongue murmured, mournfully the banks replied.  And now, borne onward to the sea, they left their native stream and gained the shore of Lesbos near the city of Methymna.  Here, as the head lay exposed upon a foreign strand, a savage serpent attacked it and its streaming locks still dripping with the spray.  But Phoebus at last appeared, drove off the snake just in the act to bite, and hardened and froze to stone, just as they were, the serpent’s widespread, yawning jaws.
The poet’s shade fled beneath the earth, and recognized all the places he had seen before; and, seeking through the blessed fields, found Eurydice and caught her in his eager arms.
 

Seneca (3 BC - 65 AD) mentions Phoebus [Apollo] with his “unequal pipes” [panpipes, as opposed to the aulos]
 and the frequently told tale of Orpheus using music to conquer nature.

Orpheus born of the melodious Muse, whose plectrum evoked chords at which torrents halted and winds fell silent, at whose music the birds left off their song and with the whole woodland attending followed the singer....
 

An extraordinary variant of this myth reappears in a 13th century collection of fables known as Gesta Romanorum.  Here an emperor, faced with a wild elephant in his forest, finds two beautiful virgins who are musicians and sends them naked into the forest to tame the elephant.  Sure enough, their music causes the elephant to fall asleep, with his head on one of the girl’s lap (!), whereupon the other girl cuts it off!
 

Desiderius Erasmus (1469-1536) was the greatest humanist, scholar and writer of prose of the 16th century.  He was born near Rotterdam and left an orphan while still a teenager.  The executor of his parents estate, in order obtain everything for himself, gave Erasmus over to a monastic career.  

He quotes the great testimonials of music found in ancient literature, but sometimes he seems to miss their true meaning and sometimes he distorts them.  An example is the story of Orpheus taming wild beasts with music.  The purpose of the myth was to illustrate that music can affect and improve the nature of man.  Erasmus, who surely knew better, offers two outrageously false explanations:

Take those wild men sprung from hard rocks and oak trees -- what power brought them together into a civilized society if not flattery?  This is all that’s meant by the lyre of Amphion and Orpheus.
 

.....

The same poets record that Orpheus, poet and lute player, moved the hardest of stones with his singing.  What did they mean?  They meant to show that men as unfeeling as stone, who were living after the manner of wild beasts, were rescued from promiscuity by this wise and eloquent hero and initiated into the holy ways of marriage.
 

 Shakespeare uses the Orpheus tale in two of his important plays.  Conforming to the purpose of music most frequently mentioned by earlier writers, its ability to soothe the listener or player, we see in Henry VIII the rejected queen Katherine calling for music to soothe her feelings.

Queen.  Take thy lute, wench; my soul grows sad with troubles;

Sing and disperse ‘em, if thou canst.  Leave working.

Song

Orpheus with his lute made trees,

And the mountain tops that freeze,

Bow themselves, when he did sing:

To his music plants and flowers

Ever sprung, as sun and showers

There had made a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard him play,

Even the billows of the sea,

Hung their heads, and then lay by.

In sweet music is such art,

Killing care and grief of heart

Fall asleep or, hearing, die.
  

In one case, Shakespeare points to the effectiveness of music to express melancholy, an emotion much dwelled upon in 16th century England.  In The Two Gentlemen of Verona, Proteus pretends to help his rival, Thurio, court Silvia by encouraging him to organize a serenade, by which he can impress her with the sincerity of his melancholy.

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews,

Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones,

Make tigers tame and huge leviathans

Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.

After your dire-lamenting elegies,

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window

With some sweet consort; to their instruments

Tune a deploring dump; the night’s dead silence

Will well become such sweet-complaining grievance.
 

PAN, son to Mercury and a wood-nymph, god of woods and fields, flocks and shepherds.
Pan lived in caves and danced and made love to the Dryads.  Fond of music, he invented the syrinx (panpipe) and was a master performer on this instrument.  The unreasonable fear of Pan by travelers at night caused his name to be used in coining of the term “panic.”
In Virgil’s Georgics, a commemoration of the country life he knew as a youth, we sense his attraction for this god.

Now we shall sing the shepherds’ rural gods,

Recall Apollo’s role in guarding herds,

And sing the woods and rivulets of Pan.

All other themes are stale, diverting tunes

To while the time away….
 

A poem by Tibullus confirms, by its description, that the panpipe known by the ancient Romans was shaped as the one we know today.

A milk-drenched Pan stood in the ash-tree’s shelter,

  and Pales graced a rough-carved wooden shrine;

  a pipe, its thin voice stilled, from a branch might dangle,

  the shepherd’s pledge for favors a god would show --

  with its range of reeds from the largest to the lesser,

  joined by way in an ever-dwindling row.
 

Ovid, in his Metamorphoses, has the god Mercury tell the story of the invention of the panpipe, the instrument always associated with Pan and known to the ancients as the Syrinx.

And Mercury came flying

On winged sandals, wearing the magic helmet,

Bearing the sleep-producing wand, and lighted

On earth, and put aside the wings and helmet

Keeping the wand.  With this he plays the shepherd

Across the pathless countryside, a driver

Of goats, collected somewhere, and he goes

Playing a little tune on a pipe of reeds,

And this new sound is wonderful to Argus.

“Whoever you are, come here and sit beside me,”
He says, “This rock is in the shade; the grass

Is nowhere any better.”  And Mercury joins him,

Whiling the time away with conversation

And soothing little melodies, and Argus

Has a hard fight with drowsiness; his eyes,

Some of them, close, but some of them stay open.

To keep himself awake by listening,

He asks about the pipe of reeds, how was it

This new invention came about?

The god began the story: 
“On the mountain slopes

Of cool Arcadia, a woodland nymph

Once lived, with many suitors, and her name

Was Syrinx.  More than once the satyrs chased her,

And so did other gods of field or woodland,

But always she escaped them, virgin always

As she aspired to be, one like Diana,

Like her in dress and calling, though her bow

Was made of horn, not gold, but even so,

She might, sometimes, be taken for the goddess.

Pan, with a wreath of pine around his temples,

Once saw her coming back from Mount Lycaeus,

And said –“and Mercury broke off the story

And then went on to tell what Pan had told her,

How she said No, and fled, through pathless places,

Until she came to Ladon’s river, flowing

Peaceful along the sandy banks, whose water

Halted her flight, and she implored her sisters

To change her form, and so, when Pan had caught her

And thought he held a nymph, it was only reeds

That yielded in his arms, and while he sighed,

The soft air stirring in the reeds made also

The echo of a sigh.  Touched by this marvel,

Charmed by the sweetness of the tone, he murmured

This much I have! and took the reeds, and bound them

With wax, a tall and shorter one together,

And called them Syrinx, still.
 

One of the more frequently told myths of Greece involved a musical contest between Pan with his panpipes and Apollo with his lyre.  Apollo, as a god of music, of course wins in every retelling.  The adjudicator, in this version by Ovid, is a mountain god, Tmolus.  Midas is the famous king who came to hate gold by having too much of it.

But Midas, hating wealth, haunted the woods and fields, worshiping Pan, who has his dwelling in the mountain caves.  But stupid his wits still remained, and his foolish mind was destined again as once before to harm its master.  For Tmolus, looking far out upon the sea, stands stiff and high, with steep sides extending with one slope to Sardis, and on the other reaches down to little Hypaepae.  There, while Pan was singing his songs to the soft nymphs and playing airy interludes upon his reeds close joined with wax, he dared speak slightingly of Apollo’s music in comparison with his own, and came into an ill-matched contest with Tmolus as the judge.

The old judge took his seat upon his own mountain-top, and shook his ears free from the trees.  His dark locks were encircled by an oak-wreath only, and acorns hung around his hollow temples.  He, looking at the shepherd-god, exclaimed: “There is no delay on the judge’s part.”  Then Pan made music on his rustic pipes, and with his rude notes quite charmed King Midas, for he chanced to hear the strains.  After Pan was done, venerable Tmolus turned his face toward Phoebus [Apollo]; and his forest turned with his face.  Phoebus’ golden head was wreathed with laurel of Parnasus, and his mantle, dipped in Tyrian dye, swept the ground.  His lyre, inlaid with gems and Indian ivory, he held in his left hand, while his right hand held the plectrum.  His very pose was that of an artist.  Then with trained thumb he plucked the strings and, charmed by those sweet strains, Tmolus ordered Pan to lower his reeds before the lyre.
 

VENUS (Aphrodite), goddess of love and beauty, daughter to Jupiter and Dione.
The fourth book of Odes by Horace begins with a kind of love song to Venus, the god of love.  Although he is now too old for the “warfare” of love, he imagines in this poem a temple to Venus, to be constructed by an aristocrat, Paulus Maximus, a friend of Ovid and confidant of the emperor.

He will set you in marble shape

Under a cedarwood roof out by the Alban lakes.

There your nostrils will breathe the sweet 

Wafted incense in clouds, there Berecynthian

Flutes and lyres will afford delight

Intermingled with hymns, not without reedy pipes;

There twice daily your goddess-self

Shall in dances be praised, dances of lads and girls

Treading three-quarter meters like

Those of Salian priests, nimbly on gleaming feet.
 

THALIA, the Muse of Comedy.
John Milton (1608-1674) mentions Thalia in his description of the gods’ contribution to an entertainment scene.

It is no wonder, then, that through you three gods, their powers divine coordinated, brought to birth songs so sweet.  Now the Thracian lyre, too, with its fretted gold, sounds for you, touched softly by an artist hand.  Amid the hanging tapestries is heard the lyre that with its skillful dancing measures guides the feet of the maidens.  Let sights so glorious detain your Muse at least, and let them call back whatever inspiration enervating indulgence in wine drives away.  Believe me, while the ivory shall send forth its strains, and the holiday-making throng of dancers, keeping time to the plectrum, shall fill the vaulted, perfumed chambers, you will know full well that Phoebus is making his way, voicelessly, through your heart, even as some sudden glow of warmth makes its way through your very marrow; and through the maidens’ eyes, and through their fingers as they sound forth their strains, Thalia will glide swiftly into your bosom, and master it utterly.
 
Given the colorful personalities of the Muses and gods, some writers created scenes in which a number of them are pictured together, as we see in an example by Ausonius (310 – 395 AD). 
Clio, singing of famous deeds, restores times past to life.  Euterpe’s breath fills the sweet-voiced flutes.  Thalia rejoices in the loose speech of comedy.  Melpomene cries aloud with the echoing voice of gloomy tragedy.  Terpsichore with her lyre stirs, swells, and governs the emotions.  Erato bearing the plectrum harmonizes foot, song and voice in the dance.  Urania examines the motions of the heaven and stars.  Calliope commits heroic songs to writing.  Polymnia expresses all things with her hands and speaks by gesture.  The power of Apollo’s will enlivens the whole circle of these Muses: Phoebus sits in their midst and in himself possesses all their gifts.
 

Martianus Capella, of whom little is known, composed in the middle of the 5th century a remarkable allegorical work describing a heavenly wedding called “The Marriage of Mercury and Philology,” or the Marriage of Eloquence and Learning, in which the seven bridegrooms were the seven disciplines of the liberal arts and the guests were various Greek gods, together with a dozen famous earlier philosophers.
  A final poetic passage describes an extraordinary concert by the gods.

For Eratine, daughter of the Cyprian, and Himeros, attendant of Cupid, and Terpsis, one of the household servants of Dione, were the first to enter, singing in pleasing harmony; but the lad [Hymen?] was playing on a single aulos.  Next came Persuasion, Pleasure, and the Graces, singing to the accompaniment of a lyre and dancing hither and thither with the rhythmic beat.  At the same time companies of heroes and of philosophers with flowing locks were moving along in the vanguard, to the left and the right, all chanting in soft and sweet tones, many of them singing hymns and praises of the gods, others singing melodies they had just learned.  In the middle were some rustic and tuneful demigods, playing on appropriate instruments, the Goat-Footed one [Pan] on a pandura, Silvanus on a reed pipe smoothed of knots, and Faunus on a rustic flute.  A company of heroes that followed after, attracted great wonder and surprise; for Orpheus, Amphion, and Arion, most skillful musicians, were harmoniously playing a moving melody on their golden lyres.
 

One philosopher who had grown tired of the Muses and gods was Voltaire.  He seemed particularly disturbed that librettists and composers relied on such things as the ancient myths, rather than legitimate plots, to attract the audience.
An Asiatic, who should travel to Europe, might well consider us as pagans; our week days bear the names of Mars, Mercury, Jupiter, and Venus; and the nuptials of Cupid and Psyche are painted in the pope’s palace; but, particularly, were this Asiatic to attend our opera, he would not hesitate in concluding it to be a festival in honor of the pagan deities.
 

.....

At the opera, and in more serious productions, the gods are introduced descending in the midst of tempests, clouds, and thunder; that is, God is brought forward in the midst of the vapors of our petty globe.  These notions are so suitable to our weak minds, that they appear to us grand and sublime.
 
On the other hand, many later writers took the original gods and Muses and created new mythical traditions.  Among the more interesting of these are tales of the invention of various musical instruments.  Several of these involve a musician called Terpander of Lesbos, who flourished c. 710-670 BC and is said to have won the first music contest at the Feast of Carneius, in Sparta, in 676 BC, and to have invented the practice of lyre singing.
  Plutarch, however, passes on to us the older belief that the invention of this practice belonged to the gods.

Heraclides in his Compendium of Music asserts, that Amphion, the son of Jupiter and Antiope, was the first that invented playing on the lyre and lyric poetry, being first instructed by his father; which is confirmed by a small manuscript, preserved in the city of Sicyon, wherein is set down a catalog of the priests, poets, and musicians of Argos.
 

Plutarch also comments, in passing, that Terpander, by the power of his music, once appeased a sedition among the Lacedaemonians.
 

Several early writers, including Strabo and Plutarch, also credit Terpander for being the one who introduced the seven-string lyre, replacing the earlier three- and four-string instruments.
   Pindar, however, gave credit to Apollo for this instrument.

Yet for these men the Muses’ peerless choir

Glad welcome sang on Pelion, and with them

Apollo’s seven-stringed lyre and golden quill.
 

Pliny the elder (23 – 79 AD) gives the following history of the invention of instruments, information he has gathered from unnamed sources available to him.

The bronze trumpet [was invented] by Pysaeus son of Tyrrhenus....  Amphion [was responsible for the invention of] music, Pan son of Mercury the flute and single aulos, Midas in Phrygia the slanted flute, Marsyas in the same nation the double aulos, Amphion the Lydian modes, Thracian Thamyras the Dorian, Marsyas of Phrygia the Phrygian, Amphion, or others say Orpheus and others Linus, the harp.  Terpander first sang with seven strings, adding three to the original four, Simonides added an eighth, Timotheus a ninth.  Thamyris first played the harp without using the voice, Amphion, or according to others Linus, accompanied the harp with singing; Terpander composed songs for harp and voice.  Ardalus of Troezen instituted singing to the aulos.
 

There were also myths which carried meaning relative to the daily life of these early peoples.  One, the myth of Arion, appealed to the fear of falling from a ship.  An early version of this myth is found in Herodotus of Halicarnassus (c. 484 - 425 BC), whom some call the “father of history.”  He traveled extensively and his writing is valuable for his commentary on what he observed.  In his history,
 he tells the mythical story of Arion who was forced to jump ship and was rescued by a dolphin.  The ship’s crew was the audience for a song by Arion, before he jumped, and they seem to be described as genuine listeners.

They for their part thought what a pleasure it would be for them to hear the greatest singer in the world, and so they retreated from the stern of the boat to amidships.
Finally, one of our favorite Greek myths concerns the use of music at the time of one’s death.  Philetaerus, in the 4th century BC, cites a myth that if one goes to Hades, but is a recognized lover of good music, one is permitted “to revel in love affairs,” whereas “those whose manners are sordid, having no knowledge of music,” are condemned to spend eternity carrying water in a fruitless effort to fill “the leaky jar.”
   Thus Philetaerus exclaims, “Zeus, it is indeed a fine thing to die to the music of the aulos!”  By this he meant arranging to have these musicians playing as one dies so as to demonstrate to the gods that one truly appreciated good music.  

It is in the context of this myth that we understand a line in Menander’s play, Old Cantankerous.  The character, Getas, enters the stage from a shrine as an aulos player begins to play for him.  Getas tells the aulos player to stop playing, “I’m not ready for you yet!”  
And this is why before Jesus could perform one of his miracles, that of raising a girl from the dead, he had to first chase the aulos players out of the house, saying, “Depart, for the girl is not dead but sleeping.”
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