
Ovid Metamorphoses 11.217-73 (Miller/Goold loeb translation) 

 

For Peleus1 was honoured with a goddess for his bride, and was not more proud of his 

grandfather’s name than of his father-in-law; since it had fallen to not one alone to be 

grandson of Jove, but to him alone had it fallen to have a goddess for his wife. 

For old Proteus had said to Thetis: “O goddess of the waves, conceive: thou shalt be the 

mother of a youth who, when to manhood grown, shall outdo his father’s deeds and shall be 

called greater than he.” Because of this, lest the earth should produce anything greater than 

himself, though he had felt the hot fires of love deep in his heart, Jove shunned the arms of 

Thetis, goddess of the sea, and bade his grandson, the son of Aeacus, assume the place of lover 

in his stead, and seek a union with this virgin of the deep. 

There is a bay on the Thessalian coast, curved like a sickle into two bays with arms 

running out; ’twould be a safe port for ships if the water were deeper. The sea spreads smooth 

over the sandy bottom; the shore is firm, such as leaves no trace of feet, delays no journey, is 

free from seaweed. A myrtle wood grows close at hand, thick-hung with two-coloured 

berries. There is a grotto in this grove, whether made by nature or art one may not surely say, 

but rather by art. To this grot oftentimes, riding thy bridled dolphin, O Thetis, naked wast 

thou wont to come. There then did Peleus seize thee as thou layest wrapped in slumber; and 

since, though entreated by his prayers, thou didst refuse, he prepared to force thy will, 

entwining thy neck with both his arms. And hadst thou not, by changing oft thy form, had 

recourse to thine accustomed arts, he would have worked his daring will on thee. But now 

didst thou take the form of a bird: still he held fast to the bird. Now wast thou a sturdy tree: 

around the tree did Peleus tightly cling. Thy third disguise was a spotted tigress’ form: in fear 

of that Peleus loosed his hold on thee. Then did he pray unto the gods of the sea with wine 

poured out upon the water, with entrails of sheep, and with the smoke of incense; until the 

Carpathian seer from his deep pools rose and said to him: “O son of Aeacus, thou shalt yet gain 

the bride thou dest desire. Only do thou, when she lies within the rocky cave, deep sunk in 

sleep, bind her in her unconsciousness with snares and close-clinging thongs. And though she 

take a hundred lying forms, let her not escape thee, but hold her close, whatever she may be, 

until she take again the form she had at first.” So spoke Proteus and hid his face beneath the 

waves, as he let his waters flow back again over his final words. 

Now Titan was sinking low and kept the western sea beneath his down-sloping chariot, 

when the fair Nereid abandons the sea and comes home to her accustomed couch. There scarce 

had Peleus well laid hold on her virgin limbs, when she began to assume new forms, until she 

perceived that she was held firmly bound and that her arms were pinioned wide. Then at length 

she groaned and said: “’Tis not without some god’s assistance that you conquer,” and gave 

herself up as Thetis. Her, thus owning her defeat, the hero caught in his embrace, attained his 

desire, and begat on her the great Achilles. 

Peleus was blessed in his son, blessed in his wife, and to him only good befell, if you 

except the crime of the murdered Phocus. Driven from his father’s house with his brother’s 

blood upon his hands, he found asylum in the land of Trachin. Here ruled in peaceful, 

bloodless sway Ceyx, son of Lucifer, with all his father’s bright gladness in his face. But at 

that time he was sad and unlike himself, for he was mourning the taking off of his brother.”  
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