










Meanwhile Narcissus hunted in the woods, tending only to himself, until one day he
discovered a hidden pool of water. The pool had a silvery-smooth surface. No
shepherds ever disturbed its waters - no goats or cattle, no birds or fallen leaves.
Only the sun danced upon the still pond.

Tired from hunting and eager to quench his thirst, Narcissus lay on his stomach and
leaned over the water. But when he looked at the glassy surface, he saw someone
staring back at him.

Narcissus was spellbound. Gazing up at him from the pool were eyes like twin stars,
framed by hair as golden as Apollo’s and cheeks as smooth as ivory. But when he
leaned down and tried to kiss the perfect lips, he kissed only spring water. When he
reached out and tried to embrace this vision of beauty, he found no one there.
“What love could be more cruel than this?” he cried. “When my lips kiss the beloved,



they touch only water! When I reach for my beloved, I hold only water!”
Narcissus began to weep. When he wiped away his tears, the person in the water also
wiped away tears. “Oh, no,” sobbed Narcissus. “I see the truth now; It is myself I
weep for! I yearn for my own reflection!”

As Narcissus cried harder, the tears broke the glassy surface of the pool and caused
his reflection to disappear. “Come back! Where did you go?” the youth cried. “I love
you so much! At least stay and let me look upon you!”

Day after day, Narcissus stared at the water, in love with his own reflection. He
began to waste away from grief, until one sad morning, he felt himself dying. “Goodbye, my 
love!” he shouted to his reflection.

“Good-bye, my love!” Echo cried to Narcissus from her cave deep in the woods.
Then Narcissus took his last breath.


