Ov. Met. 10.238-97

“But the foul Propoetides dared to deny the divinity of Venus. In consequence of this, through
the wrath of the goddess they are said to have been the first to prostitute their bodies and their
fame; and as their shame vanished and the blood of their faces hardened, they were turned
with but small change to hard stones.

“Pygmalion had seen these women spending their lives in shame, and, disgusted with the
faults which in such full measure nature had given the female mind, he lived unmarried and
long was without a partner of his couch. Meanwhile, with wondrous art he successfully
carves a figure out of snowy ivory, giving it a beauty more perfect than that of any woman
ever born. And with his own work he falls in love. The face is that of a real maiden, whom
you would think living and desirous of being moved, if modesty did not prevent. So does his
art conceal his art. Pygmalion looks in admiration and is inflamed with love for this
semblance of a form. Often he lifts his hands to the work to try whether it be flesh or ivory;
nor does he yet confess it to be ivory. He kisses it and thinks his kisses are returned. He
speaks to it, grasps it and seems to feel his fingers sink into the limbs when he touches them;
and then he fears lest he leave marks of bruises on them. Now he addresses it with fond
words of love, now brings it gifts pleasing to girls, shells and smooth pebbles, little birds and
many-hued flowers, and lilies and coloured balls, with tears of the Heliades that drop down
from the trees. He drapes its limbs also with robes, puts gemmed rings upon its fingers and a
long necklace around its neck; pearls hang from the ears and chains adorn the breast. All
these are beautiful; but no less beautiful is the statue unadorned. He lays it on a bed spread
with coverlets of Tyrian hue, calls it the consort of his couch, and rests its reclining head upon
soft, downy pillows, as if it could enjoy them.

“And now the festal day of Venus had come, which all Cyprus thronged to celebrate; heifers
with spreading horns covered with gold had fallen ’neath the death-stroke on their snowy
necks, and the altars smoked with incense. Pygmalion, having brought his gift to the altar,
stood and falteringly prayed: ‘If ye, O gods, can give all things, I pray to have as wife
he did not dare add ‘my ivory maid,’ but said, ‘one like my ivory maid.” But golden Venus
(for she herself was present at her feast) knew what that prayer meant; and, as an omen of her
favouring deity, thrice did the flame burn brightly and leap high in air. When he returned he
sought the image of his maid, and bending over the couch he kissed her. She seemed warm to
his touch. Again he kissed her, and with his hands also he touched her breast. The ivory grew
soft to his touch and, its hardness vanishing, gave and yielded beneath his fingers, as
Hymettian wax grows soft under the sun and, moulded by the thumb, is easily shaped to
many forms and becomes usable through use itself. The lover stands amazed, rejoices still in
doubt, fears he is mistaken, and tries his hopes again and yet again with his hand. Yes, it was
real flesh! The veins were pulsing beneath his testing finger. Then did the Paphian hero pour
out copious thanks to Venus, and again pressed with his lips real lips at last. The maiden felt
the kisses, blushed and, lifting her timid eyes up to the light, she saw the sky and her lover at
the same time. The goddess graced with her presence the marriage she had made; and ere the
ninth moon had brought her crescent to the full, a daughter was born to them, Paphos, from
whom the island takes its name.”
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