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One of her pupils was Arachne, a simple country girl, who was
wonderfully skilled at the loom. People came from far and wide to admire
her weavings. Stupidly she boasted that she had learned nothing from
Athena; indeed, that she was better than the goddess!

That hurt Athena’s pride. Disguised as an old woman, she went to
the girl and tried to talk sense into her.

“Your work is beautiful,” she said, “but why compare yourself with
the gods? Why not be contented to be the best among mortals?”

“Let the goddess Athena herself come and measure her skill against
mine,” Arachne answered haughtily. :

Angrily Athena threw off her disguise and stood before the girl in all
her glory.

“Vain girl,” she said, “you may have your wish. Sit down at your
loom and let us compete.”

Athena wove the most beautiful tapestry ever seen, every thread and
knot was perfect and the colors sparkled. It pictured the Olympian gods
in all their glory and majesty.

Arachne’s tapestry was also beautifully woven; Athena herself had to
admit that the girl’s craftmanship was flawless. But what kind of a pic-
ture had she woven? An irreverent scene making fun of Zeus and his wives!

In a wrath the goddess tore the tapestry to shreds and struck the girl
with the shuttle. Immediately Arachne felt her head shrink almost to noth-
ing, her nimble fingers change into long, spindly legs. Athena had turned
her into a spider.

“Vainglorious girl, go on and spin your thread and weave your empty
net forever,” said Athena to Arachne, the spider. Athena was > 2 Just goddess
and she could be very stern. She knew that the g0 nds were great only as
long as they were properly worshiped by mesials,



