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In the old city of TrcEzene, at the foot of a lofty

mountain, there lived, a very long time ago, a litth'

boy named Theseus. His grandfatlier, King Pittheus,

was the sovereign of that eountry, and was reckoned a

very wise man ; so that Theseus, being brought up in

the royal pala'e, and being naturally a l)right lad,

could hardly fail of profiting by the old king's in-

structions. His mother's name was iEthra. As for

his father, the boy had never seen him. But, from

his earliest remembrance, -^thra used to go with little

Theseus into a wood, and sit down upon a moss-grown

rock, which was deeply sunken into ihe earth. Here

she often talked with her son about his father, and

said that he was called iEgeus, and that ho was a

great king, and ruled over Attica, and dwelt at

Athens, which was as famous a city as any in the

world. Theseus was very fond of hearhig about King

^geu^, and often asked his good mother iEthra why

he did aot come and live with them at Troezene.

" Ah, my dear son," answered iEthra, with a sigh,

**a monarch has his people to take on re of. The men

and women over whom he rules are in the place ':i

children to him ; and ho can seldom spare time to

love his own children as other parents do. Your

father wii^ .never be able to leave his kingdom for the

Bake of seei. ' b'^ little bo3\"

»'Well, hid, ;kir ; lother," asked the boy, "why

I i'O U^ tii.i famou- city of Athens, anccannoi i':o

4a^\

King iEgeus tha. 1 am his aon?
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