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much disappointed, because not only the river was
not turned into gold, but its waters seemed much
diminished in quantity. Yet he obeyed his friend
the dwarf, and descended the other side of the
mountains towards the Treasure Valley ; and, as
he went, he thought he heard the noise of water
working its way under the ground. And, when he
came in sight of the Treasure Valley, behold, a
river, like the Golden River, was springing from a
new cleft of the rocks above it, and was flowing in
innumerable streams among the dry heaps of red
sand.

And as Gluck gazed, fresh grass sprang beside
the new streams, and creeping plants grew, and
climbed among the moistening soil. Young flowers
opened suddenly along the river sides, as stars
leap out when twilight is deepening, and thickets
of myrtle, and tendrils of vine, cast lengthening
shadows over the valley as they grew. And thus
the Treasure Valley became a garden again, and
the inheritance, which had been lost by cruelty,
was regained by love.

And Gluck went, and dwelt in the valley, and
the poor were never driven from his door; so


