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PREFATORY NOTE.

In giving himeelf to general reading relating to the origin and hi.stlcfr:
of the human family, the writer of the following pagea wus impressed
with the frequent sllugion to wan-eating among wany of the peoples
of the world; and although in iteelf it is an nnnmmtd\'g anbject, and
perbaps to some repellant; for Lis own amusemesnt, end it way be for
the instraction of others, he haw beeti prompted to collate some of the
references ta this nohallowed custom, in & connected form, How well
e has succesded in his effort be will Jeave il to the reader to determine,
The only merit to which he might possibly Iny cloim ia fidelity to the
tacts ne recorded by the listorians and travelers of the nge,
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a rock so large that twenty oxen could not draw it. Having
kindled & fire, throwing his great eye around the cave, by
the glimmering light he discerned at lsst seme of Ulysses'
men, *“Hol guests, what are you? Merchants, or wander-
ing thieves?" he bellowed out. Only Ulysses summoned
resolution to answer that they came neither for plunder nor
traffio, but were Grecians who had lost their way in returning
from Troy, which famons city under Agamemnon, they had
sacked and laid level with the ground. They now pros-
trated themselves humbly before his feet, whom they ac-
knowledged to be mightier than they, and besought him
that he would bestow upon them the rights of hospitality.
Jove was the avenger of wrongs done to strangers, and would
fiercely resent any injury they might suffer. “Fool!” said
the Cyclop, “to come so far to preach to me the fear of the
gods. We Cyclops care not for your Jove; we are stronger
than he, and dare bid him to open battle.” He then snatched
two of the shivering wretches nearest him, dashed out their
berains against the earth, and after tearing in pieces their
limbs, devoured them, still warm and trembling, as would a
lion, lapping up also their bleod.
Alexander Pope, in his translation of Odyssey, thus gives
Clysses’ deseription of his trials:
+ He answered with his deed: his bBloody hand

Soateh'd two, anbappy! of my martin! band;

And dashed like dogs ayminat the stony fleor:

The payement swims with braing and mingled gors,

Torn Lmb from Jimb, e sprewds his horrid feast,

And fierce devours it like o monntain beast;

He sucks the marrow, and the Llood he dmins,

Nor enttaila, fesh, por solid bone remains,

We aee the denth (rom which we cannot move,

And hnnbled groan beoeath the hand of Jove,
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Hin ample maw with hnman carnage ill'd,

A milky deluge next the giant awill'd;

Thexn stretch'd in lengih o er half the cavern'd rook,
Lay aenseless, and snpine, amidet the fock ™

Huving now made an end of his supper, he took a great
draught of goat's milk, and sank into a deep sleep. Ulys-
868 at once drew his sword, and balf resolved to thrust it
into the sleeping monster; but desiated when he remem-
bered that only Polyphemus could remove the massive stone
which guarded the entrance. The night was passed in great
fear.

‘When daylight appeared the Cyclep awoke, and kindling
a fire, made his breakfast on ancther brace of Greeks; then
pushing aside the huge rock, and rolling it to its place again,
he stalked toward the mountains, Toward evening he re-
turned, gmuacked his lips and enjoyed ancther Phrygisn stew.
Bupper over, Ulysses offered him strong wine, which the
brute took and drank. He liked it so well that he told Tlys-
ses he would show him the kindress to eat him last of all
his friends. Having thus expressed his thankfulness, he
sank into a dend slumber, and then Ulysses gave proof how
far manly wisdom excels brutish force.

He chose & stake from among the wood which the Cyeclop
had piled up for firing, in length and thickness like a mast,
which he sharpered snd hardened in the fire, and then
with the assistance of his mem, thrust the sharp red hot
end into the eye of the drunken cannibal. The scalded
blood gushad out, the eyeball smoked, and the strings of the
eye cracked as the bumning rafter broke in it; the eye
fairly hissed as hot iron hisses when plunged into water.
The giant weking, roaved with the pain sc loudly that the
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sound seemed like heavy thunder-claps. He plucked the
burning stake from his eye, and hurled the wood madly
about the cave. Blind and grosning with pain, he groped
through the darlmess to find the doorway, from which when
found he removed the stone, and sat in the threshold to
prevent Ulysses and the survivers of his band from going
out. They managed, however, to elude his vigilance, and
returned to their ships, where their compsnions, with tears
in their eyes, received them as men escaped from death.
Quickly they epresd their gaile, plied their oars, and
moved eway from that dreadful spot. The Cyelop hearing
the noise pushed to the water’s brink, plucked a fragment of
rock, nnd threw it with blind fury at the ships. It navrowly
escaped lighting upon the bark in which Ulysses sat.  Ulys-
ses cried cut to the Cyclop: *{yclop, thon shouldst net
have so much sbused thy monstrous etrength, as to devour
thy guests. If any ask who imposed on thee that unsightly
blemish in thine eye, say it was TUlysses, son of Laertes,
the King of Ithaea” Then crowding sail, they glided rap-
idly before the wind, and scon came to Lamos, & port of the
Lmatrygonians.
& Bix days and nights a doabtfal coure we stear,

The next proud Lamoa’ stately towers appoar,

And Lmstryponia's getes arise distinot in atr,

Within a long recess a bay there lies,

Edged round with cliffa high poiniing to the skies;

The ju ting whores that swell on aither slde

Contraet ite mouth, and break the rushing tide.

Our eager snilors seize the fair rotreat,

And bound witlin the port their erowded flast:

For here retired the eloking billows wleep,

And emiling calmzness silver'd o er the deep.
1 only in the by refused to moor,
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And fix'd, withoat, my halssts to the shore.

From thenos we climb’d & point, whose airy hrow
Commands the prospect of the pliing below:

Two with our herald thithar we command.

With speed to lesrn whal men possess: d the land.
They went, and kept the wheel's smooth-baated road
Which to the city drew the moontain wood;

When lo! they met, bemide a crystol spring,

The danghter of Antiphates the king;

The damasel they appreach, and ask'd what race
The paople wera? who monarch of the place ?

With joy the maid the nowary strangers heard,

And show'd them where tha roval dome appear’d,
They went; but aa they entering saw the queen

Of size enormons, and errific mien

Bwift at her call her husband foour d away

To wrack his hanger on the deatined proy;

Ome for is food the rag ng glutton alew,

But two rush’'d out, and to the navy flaw,

Balk'd of his pray, the yelling monater fies,

And fills the gty with his hideous criea:

A ghastly band of gisnta hear the roer,

And, pouring down the monntains, crowd the shore.
Fragments they cend from off the eragoy brow

And desh the ruins en the ships below:

Tha crackling vessels barst; Loare gronns arise,
And mingled horrors eche 1o the skiea;
The men like fish, they strnek upon the food,

And eraminad their Althy throats with huwan fod.”

Following the old classie story a litkle further, Ulysses
and his followers pass onwerd to the abode of the Sirens,
where Pope has brought together their experience in the fol-
lowing rhyme:

“ Unblest the man, whom muaic wine to atay
Nigh the curaed shove, and listen to the lay.
No more that wreteh shall view the joys of life,
Hia biooming ~figyring, or hia beant- ona wife !
In verdant mends they sport; end wide aronnd
Lie human bones that whiten all the ground:



