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L‘ * mirrored in the water? But 1 cannot leave it. Only death can
', set me free.” And 0 it happened. He pined away, leaning
| | mear him, but she could do nothing; only when, dying, he
| aalled to his image, “Farewell — farewell,” she could repeat
. the words as a last good-by to him.

j - They say that when his spirit crossed the river that en-
'~ aucles the world of the dead, it leaned over the boat to catch
b a final glimpse of itself in the water.

. The nymphs he had scomed were kind to him in death and
§ sought his body to give it burial, but they could not find it.
} . Where it had lain there was blooming a new and lovely
§. Sower, and they called it by his name, Narcissus.
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, )f’( Shmthu flower that came into being through the death of

$. 1 beautiful youth was the hyacinth, again not like the flower
|- we call by that name, but lily-shaped and of a deep purple,

. . of, some say, a splendid crimson. That was a tragic death,

. and each year it was commemorated by
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The festival of Hyacinthus

That lasts throughout the tranquil night.
In a contest with Apollo

He was slain.

Discus throwing they competed,

And the god's swift cast




