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The nigher the vessel came, the more Theseus won-
dered what this immense giant could be, and whether
It actually had life or no. For though it walked, and
ma^e other lifelike motions, there yet was a kind of
jerk m Its gait, which, together with its brazen aspect,
caused the young prmce to suspect that it was no true
giant, but only a wonderful piece of machinery. The
figure looked aU the more terrible because it carried
an enormous brass club on its shoulder
"What is this wonder?" Theseus ' asked of the

master of the vessel, who was now at leisure to answer
him.

'' It is Talus, the Man of Brass," said the master.
And IS he a hve giant, or a brazen image ? " asked

J.neseus.

"That, truly," repKed the master, "is the point
which has always perplexed me. Some say, indeed,
that this Talus was hammered out for King Minos by
Vidcan }.mself, the skilfuUest of all workers in metal
But who ever saw a brazen image that had sense
enough to wa k round an island three times a day, as
this giant walks round the island of Crete, chaUengiiiff
every vessel that comes nigh the shore ? And, on the
other hand, what living thing, unless his sinews weremade of brass, would not be weary of marching eigh-
teen hundred miles in the twenty-four hours, as Talus
ctoes, without ever sitting down to rest ? He is a puz-
zler, take him how you will."

Still the vessel went bounding onward ; and now
Theseus cou d hear the brazen clangor of the giant's
footsteps, as he trod heavily upon the sea-beaten rocks,
some of which were seen to crack and crumble into thefoamy waves beneath his weight. As thev annrn«nl,pd
Uie enteauce of the port, the giant straddled cle'aracrow
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