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THE WONDER-BOOK.

Even from the date to be obtained by a perusal of

.^. M !'u*^'
^'"'^"^ reader wiU be likel'to infer^at Hawtijorne took a vital interest in childJife ; andin his published Note-Books are found many briefmemoraiidawbeh indicate his disposition to Jite for

chJdren. After he married and had begun to reara fomily of hiB own, this interest of his in the ear-
liest developments of mind and character became, nat-
urally much rnore ax^tive. He was accustomed to ob-
serve his children very closely. There are privatemanuscnpts still extant, which present exact recordsof what his young son and elder daughter said ordid, from hour to hour ; the father seating himself in

Tn^l'^Tr ^f ^^*^'"*^^ """"'^S ^" '^^' passed.

welflrib? "'^'''"l"'^'
sympathetic scrutinywe may attribute m part the remarkable felieitv the

fortimate ease of adaptation to the immatme u^der!
standing, and the skilful appeal to fresh imaginations.

w' f^"?"?:'""
^' ''""^^ ^"^ '^' y«»^g- Natural

tect and insight prompted, faithful study from the real
assisted, these productions.

mc^' t1? 'w^ ^'"^f f ^''^^^^ "^^ ««o" after publish,mg '-The House of the Seven Gables," he sketehed .a*QJuws, m a letter to Mr. James T. Fields, May 28,



10 tNTRODUCTORY NOTE,

1851, his plan for the work which this noto accom-
panies :—

" I mean to write, within six weeks or two months
next ensmng, a book of stories made up of classical

I"^*^'\
^^^"^ ^"^J^''*' *"* '' ^^^ Story of Midas, with

his Golden Touch, Pandora's Box, The Adventure of
Hercules in quest of the Golden Apples, Bellerophon
and the Chmiaera, Baucis and Philemon, Perseus and
Medusa

; these, I think, wiU be enough to make up a
volume. As a framework, I shall have a young col-
lege-student teUing these stories to his cousins and
brothers and sisters, durin- his vacations, sometimes
at the fireside, sonietimes in the woods and dells. Un-
less I greatly mistake, these old fictions will work up
admirably for the purpose ; and I shall aim at substi-
tuting a tone in some degree Gothic or romantic, or
any such tone as may best please myself, instead of
the classic coldness which is as repeUant as the touch
of marble."

With such precision as to time did he carry out this
scheme, that on the 15th of July he wrote the Preface
to the completed volume. It was unusual, however,
for him to work with such rapidity, or indeed to write
at all in the summer season ; and this exertion, com.
ing so soon after his work upon the romance, may
have had something to do with increasing a languor
which he had axieady begun to feel, and inducing him
to remove from Lenox in the autumnr- While he re-
mained in Berkshire he had more or less literary com-
panionship, which is alluded to in the Note-Books and
also in the closing chapter of the " Wonder-Book,"

^

where he likewise refers thus to himself :—
Have we not an author for our next neighbor ? *

asked Primrose. ' That silent man, who lives in the

s.
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE. H
old red house near Tanglewood Avenue, and whom we
sometunes meet, with two children at his side, in the
woods or at the lake. I think I have heard of his hav-mg written a poem, or a romance, or an arithmetic, or
a school-history, or something of that kind.' "

Tlie manuscript of the " Wonder-Book "
is the only

one of Hawthorne's completed books which, > its
onginal form, is owned by any member of his family.
Ihe book was written on thin blue paper of rather
large size, and on both sides of the pages. Scarcely a
correction or an erasure occurs, from the beginning to
the end

;
and wherever an alteration was made, the

"

after-thought was evidently so swift that the author
did not stop to blot, for the word first written is merely
smeared into illegibmty and another substituted for it

-It a,ppears to be certain that, although Hawthorne
meditated long over what he intended to do and came
rather slowly to the point of publication, yet when the
actual task, of writing was begun it proceeded rapidly
and with very little correction ; and in most cases
probably very little re-drafting was done. His private
correspondence exhibits the same easy flow of composi-
tion, in sentences of notable finish ; oflPering a marked
contrast, for example, to the habit of the historian
Motley, who even in his letters expunged Aords on
every page.

The "Wonder-Book " proved to be a financial as
weU as literary success, and was presendy translated
and published in Germany.

G.P.L.





PREFACE.

TW author has lon^ been of opinion that many of
the classical myths were capable of being rendered
mto very capital reading for children. In the little
vo ume here offered to the public, he has worked up
half a dozen of them, with this end in view. A great
freedom of treatment was necessary to his plan ; but
it will be observed by every one who attempts to ren-
der these legends maUeable in his inteUectual fumade,
that they are marvellously independent of aU tempo-
rary modes and circumstances. They remain essen-
tially the same, after changes that would affect the
Identity of almost anything else.

^
He does not, therefore, plead guilty to a sacrilege,

in havmg sometimes shaped anew, as his fancy dic-
tated, the forms that have been hallowed by an antiq-
uity of two or three thousand years. No epoch of time
can claim a copyright in these immortal fables. They
seem never to have been made ; and certamly, so long
as man exists, they can n^ver perish ; but, by their in-
destructibility itself, they are legitimate subjects for
every age to clothe with its own garniture of manners
and sentiment, and to imbue with its own morality.
In the present version they may have lost much of
their classical aspect (or, at all events, the author has
not been careful to preserve it), and have, perhans.
aasumed a Gothic or romantic guise.



14 PREFACE.

In performinff this pleasant task,- for it has been
really a task fit for hot weather, and one of the mos"
agreeable of a literary kind, which he ever undertook,-he author has not always thought it necessary to
Jte downward, ,n order to meet the comprehension
of chddren. He lias generally suffered the theme to
soar, whenever such was its tendency, and when he
himself was buoyant enough to follow without an ef-
tort. Children possess an unestimated sensibility to
whatever IS deep or high, in imagination or feeling, solong as It IS simple, likewise. It is o,ily the artificial
and the complex that bewilder them.
Lbnox, Jdj/ 15, 1861. '
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THE GORGON'S HEAD.

TANGLEWOOD PORCH.

INTRODUCTORY TO " THE GORGON's HEAD."

Beneath the porch of the country-seat called Tan^
^lewood, one fine autumnal morning, was assembled
a merry party of little folks, with a tall youth in the
midst of them. They had planned a nutting expedi-
tion, and were impatiently waiting for the mists to roU
up the hill-slopes, and for the sun to pour the warmth
of the Indian summer over the fields and pastures, and
into the nooks of the many-colored woods. There was
a prospect of as fine a day as ever gladdened the as-
pect of this beautiful and comfortable world. As yet,
however, the morning mist filled up the wliole length
and breaxith of the valley, above which, on a gently
sloping eminence, the mansion stood.

This body of white vapor extended to within less
than a hundred yards of the house. It completely hid
everything beyond that distance, except a few ruddy
or yeUow tree-tops, which here and there emerged, and
were glorified by the early sunshine, as was likewise
the broad surface of the mist. Four or five miles off
to the southward rose the summit of Monument Moun-
tain, and seemed to be floating on a cloud. Some fif-



10 TANGLEWOOD PORCH,

teen miles farther away, in the same direction, ap-
peaxed the loftier Don.e of Ta..<um., looking blue and
indistinct, and hardly so substantial as the vapory seate ahnost roUed over it. The nearer hiui, wh chbordered the valley, were half submerged, and w^respecked with little cloud-wreaths all the wky to tUr
tops. On the whole, there was so much cloud, and so
httle solid earth, that it had the effect of a vision.

Ihe children above-mentioned, being as full of lifeas they could hold, kept overflowing from the porch of
ranglewood, and scampering along the gravel-walk, orrushing across the dewy herbage of the lawn. I [^anhardly tell how many of these smaU people there were

;

not less then mne or ten, however, nor more than adozen, of all sorts, sizes, and ages, whether girls orboys. They were brothers, sisters, and cousins, to-gether with a few of their young acquaintances, wh^had been invited by Mr. and Mrs. Pringle to spendsome of this delightful weather with their own chit
dren, at Tanglewood. I am afraid to tell you theirnames, or even to give them any names which other
children have ever been called by ; because, to my cer-
tern knowledge, authors sometimes get themselves into
great trouble by accidentally giving the names of real
persons to the characters in their books. For this rea-

Tr'n r^^ r^ '1*^T ^™""^' Periwinkle, SweetFern Dandehon, Blue Eye, Clover, Huckleberry, Cow.
slip, Squash-Blossom, Milkweed, Plantain, and Butter-
cup

;
although, to be sure, such titles might better

smt^a group of fairies than a company of earthly chil-

It is not to be supposed that these little folks were
to be permitted by their careful fathers and mothers,
uncles, aunts, or grandparents, to stray abroad into
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the woods and fields, without the fruardianship of some
particularly grave and elderly person. Oh no, indeed

!

in the hrst sentence of my book, you will recollect that
1 spoke of a tall youth, standing in the midst of the
chi dren. His name- (and I shall let you know Ids
real name, because he considers it a great honor to
have told the stories that are here to be printed)—
his name was Eustace Bright. He was a student at
Williams College, and had reached, I think, at this
period, the venerable age of eighteen years ; so that
he .elt quite like a grandfather towards Periwinkle,
Dandelion, Huckleberry, Squash-Blossom, Milkweed,
aiid vhe rest, who were only half or a third as vener-
able a. he A trouble in his eyesight (such as many
students think it necessary to have, nowadays, in order
to prove their diligence at their books) had kept him
from coUege a week or two after the beginning of the
term. But, for my part, I have seldom met with a
pair of eyes that looked as if they could see farther or
better than those of Eustace Bright.

This learned student was slender, and rather pale,
as all Yankee students are ; but yet of a healthy as-
pect, and as light and active as if he had wings to his
shoes. By the by, being much addicted to wading
through streamlets and across mea^lows, he had put on
cowhide boots for the expedition. He wore a linen
blouse, a cloth cap, and a pair of green specta^^les.
which he had assumed, probably, less for the preserva.
tion of his eyes than for the dignity that they imparted
to his countenance. In either case, however, he might
as well have let them alone; for Huckleberry, a mis-
chievous little elf, crept behind Eustaxje as he sat on
the steps of the porch, snatched the spectacles from his
nose, and clapped them on her owr' and as the st"-

'inTiriii^milfliii j__



18 TANGLEWOOD PORCH.

dent forgot to taJce them back, they feU off into the
grass, and lay there tiU the next spring.
Now, Eusta^ Bright, you must know, had won greatfame among the chUtJren, as a narrator of wonderful

stories
;
and though he sometimes pretended to be an-

noyed, when they teased him for uiore, and more, and
always for n.ore, yet I really doubt whether he liked
anythmg quite so well as to toll them. You mirrht
have seen his eyes twinlde, therefore, when Clover,
bweet Fern, Cowslip, Buttercup, and most of thei^
playmates, besought him to relato one of his stories,
while they were waiting for the mist to clear up.

res. Cousin Eustace," said Primrose, who was a
bright girl of twelve, with laughing eyes, and a nose
that turned up a little, " the morning is certainly the
best time for the stories with which you so often tireput our patience. We shall be in less danger of hurt-ng your feelings, by falling asleep at the most in-
teresting points, _ as little Cowslip and I did last

"Naughty Primrose," cried Cowslip, a child of six
years old

;
" I did not fall asleep, and I only shut my

eyes, so as to see a picture of what Cousin Eustace wastelhng about. His stories are good to hear at night,
because we can dream about them asleep ; and good in

thLTT^'^T'TT^"'" **^^° ^^ ^^" dream about^em awake. So I hope he will toll us one this very

"Thank you, my little Cowslip," said Eustace;
certainly you shdl have the best story I can thmk

naulh? T'
^^^^ ^"^^^^-f-^ding me so weU from thatnaughty Prmirose. But, children, I have already toldyou so many fany teles, that I doubt whether there isa smgle one which you have not heard at W«f ^^
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over. I am afraid you wiU faU aaleep in reality if T
repeat any of tlieni a^'uin."

." ^«' "«' ^^^ I " «rio<l Bine Eye, Periwinkle, Plan-
tain, and half a dozen others. - We like a story aU
thej)ettt.r for having heard it two or three times bo-

And it is a trnth, as regards ehildren, that a story
seems often to deepen its mark in their interest, not
merely by two or three, but by numberless repetitions.
But Lustaee Bright, in the e^uberanee of his re-
sourees, scorned to avail himself of~~an advantage
whieh an older story-teUer woul i have been glad to
grasp at.

b *« tu

"It would be a great pity," said he, « if a man ofmy learning (to say notliing of original fancy) could
not find a new story every day, year in and year out,
for children sueh as you. I will tell you one of the
nursery tales tliat were made for the amusement of
our great old grandmother, the Earth, when she was a
child m frock and pinafore. There are a hundred
such

;
and It is a wonder to me that they have not

long ago been put into picture-books for little girls
and boys. But, instead of that, old gray- bearded
grandsires pore over them in musty volumes of Greekand puzzle themselves with trying to find out when,'and how, and for what they were made "

i\!l vn '
""'"' ''""' ''""' ^""^"^ Eustace !" cried all

Bri'ii* «°'^'i*'''n'
^""^"^ ''^"' ""^ y«"'" «aid Eustace

^ightest interruption, whether from great, naughty

ins o^rjr snort off between my teeth, and swallow the
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untold part. IJiit, in the first nlH^« A^
kaow what a Gorgon , ?

' ^^^' ^^ "^^ <>' JOU

" I do," said JViiuroso.

" Then hold your tonmie !
" reioin«d P,.o* i.

i

--Tiiffrifttriiriium.
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THE GORGON'S HEAD.

PE58m.wa.s the son of Danae, who wa« the
daughter of a king. Aud when Perseus was a very
httle boy some wicked people put his mother and
himself into a chest, and set them afloat upon the sea.
The wind blew freshly, and drove the chest away from
the shore, and the ui>ea8y billows tossed it up anddown

;
while Danae clasped her child closely to her

bosom, and dreaded that some big wave would dash
Its foamy crest over them both. The chest sailed on,
however, and neither sank nor was upset ; until, when
night was coming, it floated so near an island that it
got entangled in a fisherman's nets, and was drawn
out high ami dry upon the sand. The island was
cal ed ^eilphus, and it was reigned over by Kinir^^tes, who happened to be the fisherman's

nJ^^'i^'u"''"^"' ^ ""^ ^^^ *^ *^" .^«»'™ an ex.ceedmgly humane and upright man. He showed great
anckess to Danae and her little boy ; and continued
to befriend them, until Perseus had grown to be ahandsome youth, very strong and ax^tive, and skilfulm the use of arms. Long before this time. King
Polydectes had seen the

• wo strangers- the motherand her chdd - who hrnl come to his dominions in attoahng chest. As he was not good and kind, like his
brother the fisherman, but extremely wicked, he re-solved to send Perseus on a dang..ous enterprise, in
..^^« ..c wouxa prooawy m killed, and then to do



22 THE GORGON'S HEAD,

some great mischief to Danae herself. So this bad-
hearted king spent a long while in considering what
was the most dangerous thing that a young man could
possibly undertake to perform. At last, having hit
upon an enterprise that promised to turn out as fa-
tally as he desired, he sent for the youthful Perseus.

^

The yoimg man came to the palace, and found the
king sitting upon his throne.

" Perseus," said King Polydectes, smiling craftily
Tipon him, "you are grown up a fine young man. You
and your good mother have received a great deal of
kindness from myself, as well as from my worthy
brother the fisherman, and I suppose you would not
be sorry to repay soAie of it."

"Please your Majesty," answered Perseus, "I
would willingly risk my life to do so."

" Well, then," continued the king, still with a cun-
ning smile on his lips, " I have a little adventure to
propose to you

; and, as you are a brave and enterpris-
ing youth, you will doubtless look upon it as a great
piece of good luck to have so rare an opportunity of
distinguishing yourself. You must know, my good
Perseus, I think of getting married to the beautiful
Princess QyiEodamia, ; and it is customary, on these
occasions, to make the bride a present of some far-
fetched and elegant curiosity. I have been a little

perplexed, I must honestly confess, where to obtain
anything likely to please a princess of her exquisite
taste. But, this morning, I flatter myself, I have
thought of precisely the article."

"And cai. I assist your Majesty in obtaining it?"
cried Perseus, eagerly.

" You can, if you are as brave a youth as I believe
you to be," replied King Polydentes. wif.h fh« "f^ri^of

a]
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graciousness of manner. " The bridal gift which Ihave set my heart on presenting to the WutifJ^ Hip^podamia IS the head of the Gorgon Medusa with th^snaky looks; and I depend on yon, r^fe^, v^^^
with the princess, the sooner you go in quest of th«
Gorgon, the better I shaU be pleased "

Perseus""
'" "'" '"""°™"

'"""''•'S'" »»™^™d

«AndTi"
'"' "'^^"' y""*'" "-^J""*-! the king.

careful to make a clean stroke, so as not to injure itsappearance You must bring it home in the verbe^eondiuon, m order to suit the exquisite taste Tf 2
beautiful Princess Hippodamia " ^^ "t tbe

Perseus left the pah«,e, but was scarcely out ofhearmg before Polydectes burst into a la-ih beintgreafly amused, wicked king that he was, to tod hoireaddy the young man fell into the snare The „e^
cuttff^rtf"f« ^' ^'''"«'" undertaken tocut off the head of Medusa with the snaky locks

of the .sland were as wicked as the king himself andwould have liked nothing better than to see omeeno™o„s mischief happen to Danae and her soTIhe only good man in this unfortunate island of Seriiphus appears to have been the fisherman. As Perseusw^ked along, therefore, the people pointed after him,

^dlTf^- ^ ?,""' ""•'''<' *" °"« soother, and
ridiculed him as loudly as they dared.

him ^XyV^'^'
''"''

''

" ^^'^'^»^-^ »«"e

^^r "'"'^T *'"^' ^""Sons alive at that period-aad they were the most strange and terrible S^ri,
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that had ever been since the world was made, or that
have been seen in after days, or that are likely to be
seen in all time to come. I hardly know what sort of
creature or hobgofejin to call them. They were three
sisters, and seem to have borne some distant resem-
blance to women, but were really a very frightful and
mischievous species of dragon. It is, indeed, difficult
to imagine what hideous beings these three sisters
were. Why, instead of locks of hair, if you can be-
lieve me, they had each of them a hundred enormous
snakes growing on their heads, all alive, twisting,
wriggling, curling, and thrusting out their venomous
tongues, with fork/sd stings at the end ! The teeth
of the Gorgons were terribly long tusks ; their hands
were made of brass ; and their bodies were all over
scales, which, if not iron, were something as hard and
impenetrable. They had wings, too, and exceedingly
splendid ones, I can assure you ; for every feather in
them was pure, bright, glittering, burnished gold, and
they looked very dazzlingly, no doubt, when the Gor-
gons were flying about in the sunshine.

But when people happened to catch a glimpse of
their glittering brightness, aloft in the air, they sel-
dom stopped to gaze, but ran and hid themselves as
speedily as they could. You will think, perhaps, that
they were afraid of being stung by the serpents that
served the Gorgons instead of hair,— or of having
their heads bitten off by their ugly tusks, — or of be-
ing torn all to pieces by their brazen claws. Well, to
be sure, these were some of the dangers, but by no
means the greatest, nor the most difficult to avoid.
For the worst thing about these aborjiinable Gorgons
was, that, if once a poor mortallTxed his eyes full
upon one of their faces, he was eertaiu, that very in-
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sta^t to be changed from warm flesh and blood mto
cold and lifeless stone I

Thus, as you will easUy perceive, it was a very dan-
gerous adventure that the wicked King Polydectes had
contrived for this innocent young man. Perseus him-
self, when he had thought over the matter, could not
help seemg that he had very little chance of coming
safely through it, and that he was far more likely to
become a stone image than to bring back the head ofMedusa with the snal.y locks. For, not to speak of
other difficulties, there was one which it would have
puzzled an older man than Perseus to get over. Not
only must he fight with and slay this goldefl^winged,
um-aciaed, longdtaigked, brazen-dawed, snaky-haired
monster but he must do if^th his eyes shut, or, at
least, without so much as a glance at the enemy with
whon, he was contending. Else, while his arm was

'

h ted to strike he would stifFen into stone, and stand
with that uplifted arm for centuries, until time, and
the wind and weather, should crumble him quite away.
This would be a very sad thing to befall a young manwho wanted to perform a great many brave deeds, and

blS^S '"' ^' '^^^^^"^' ^^ '"^ *^"^^^ -^
So disconsolate did the.e thoughts make him, that

Perseus could not bear to tell his mother what he had
undertaken to do. He therefore took his shield, girded
on his sword and crossed over from the island to the
mainland where he sat down in a solitary place, and
hardly refrained from shedding tears.

But, while he was in this sorrowful mood, he heard
a voice close beside him.

"Perseus," said the voice, "why are you sad ?

"

He hfted his head from his hands, in which he had



%

26 THE GORGON'S HEAD.

M

t

w

hidden it, and, behold! all alone as Perseug had sop-
posed himself to be, there was a stranger in the soli-
t^y place. It was a brisk, intelligent, and remarka-
hly shrewd-looking young man, with a cloak over his
shoulders, an odd sort of cap on his head, a strangely
twisted staff in his hand, and a short and very crooked
sword hanging by his side. He was exceedingly light
and active in his figure, like a person much accustomed
to gymnastic exercises, and well able to leap or run.
Above all, the stranger had such a cheerful, knowing,'
and helpful aspect (though it was certainly a little
mischievous, into the bargain), that Perseus could not
help feeling his spirits grow livelier as he gazed at
him. Besides, being really a courageous youth, he felt
greatly ashamed that anybody should have found him
with tears in his eyes, like a timid little school-boy,
when, after all, there might be no occasion for despair.
So Perseus wiped his eyes, and answered the stranger
pretty briskly, putting on as brave a look as he could.

" I am not so very sad," said he, " only thoughtful
about an adventure that I have undertaken."

" Oho I " answered the stranger. " Well, tell me
all about it, and possibly I may be of service to you.
I have helped a good many young men through adven-
tures that looked difficult enough beforehand. Per-
haps you may Ziave heard of me. I have more names
than one

; but the name of fluicksUvw- suits me as
well as any other. Tell me whatt^Jetrouble is, and we
will talk the matter over, and see what can be done."
The stranger's words and manner put Perseus into

quite a different mood from his former one. He re-
solved to teU Quicksilver all his difficulties, since he
could not easily be worse off than he already was, and,
very possibly, his new friend might give him some ad-
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vfce that would turn out well in the end. So he
Jet the stranger know, in few words, precisely what
the oase was,— how that King Polydectes wanted the
head of Medusa with the snaky locks as a bridal gift
for the beautiful Princess Hippodaniia, and how that
he had undertaken to get it for him, but was afraid of
being turned into stone.

"And that would be a great pity," said Quicksilver,
with his mischievous smUe. " You would make a very
handsome marble statue, it is true, and it would be a
considerable number of centuries before you crumbled
away; but, on the whole, one would rather bo a young
man for a few years, than a stone image for a ^reat
many."

"Oh, far rather!" exclaimed Perseus, with the tears
again standing in his eyes. " And, besides, what
would my dear mother do, if her beloved son were
turned into a stone ?

"

"Well, well, let us hope that the affair will not turn
out so very badly," replied Quicksilver, in an encour-
aging tone. "I am the very person to help you, if
anybody can. M.^jistgr and myself will do our ut-
most to bring you safe through the adventure, ugly as
it now looks."

" Your sister?" repeated Perseus.
« Yes, my sister," said the stranger. « She is very

wise, I promise you ; and as for myself, I generally
have all my wits about me, such as they are. If you
show yourseK bold and cautious, and foUow our advice,
you need not fear being a stone image yet awhile.
But, first of all, you must polish your shield, till you
can see your face in it as distinctly as in a mirror."

This seemed to Perseus rather an odd beginning of
the adventure! for he thought it of far more conae-
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quence that the shield should be strong enough to de-
tend him from tiie Gorgon's brazen claws, than that
It should be bright enough to show him the reflection
ot his face. However, concluding that Quicksilver
knew better than himself, he immediately set to work,
and scrubbed the shield with so much diUgence and
good-will, that it very quickly shone like lEelnoon at
harvest-time. Quicksilver looked at it with a smile,
and nodded his approbation. Then, taking off his
own short and crooked sword, he girded it about Per.
seus, instead of the one which he had before worn.
"No sword but mine will answer your purpose," ob-

served he
;
" the blade has a most excellent temper,

and wiU cut through^iron and brass as easily as thWgh
the slenderest twig. And now we will set out. The
next thing is to find the Three Gray.Women, who will
tell us where to find the Nym^W'
"The Three Gray W^i^STr cried Perseus, towhom this seemed only a new difficulty in the path of

his adventure
;

•* pray who may the Three Gray Wo-
men be ? I never heard of them before."

« They are three very strange old ladies," said
Quicksilver, laughing. « They have but one eye
among them, and only one tooth. Moreover, you
must find them out by starlight, or in the dusk of the
evening

;
for they never show themselves by the light

either of the sun or moon."

vwt*'" '^? ^^''^'''' " ^^y «*^«"W I waste my time
with these Three Gray Women ? Would it not be
better to set out ai once in search of the tei-rible Gop-
gons?"

" No, no," answered his friend. « There are other
thmgs to be done, before you can find your way to
the Gorgons. There is ncUiing for it but to hunt up
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these old ladies

; and when we meet with them, voumay be sure that the Go.gons are not a greatZ offCome, let us be stirring !

"

^ ^ °*

Perseus by this time, felt so much confidence in hi,companion's sagacity, that he nuule no more obiectionl

mediately They mjcordmgly set out, and walked at apretty bnskpaee; so brisk, indeed, that Perseus fo^d
rt radier dithcult t» keep up with his nimble fri»dQu cksdver To say the truth, he had a singdar ideathat Qmcl.s.lver was furnished with a pair tf wiuld
shoes, which, of course, helped him alongSlously. And then, too, when Perseus looked^ide^I™
at him, out of the corner of his eye, he seemed to sL

a full ga^e, there were no such things to be perceived

h^ist^d staff was evidently a great convenience to

" Here
!
" cried QuicksUver, at last,- for he knewwell enough, rogue that he was, ho; ha^ Per^e,^found It to keep pace with him,- " take you tl^ I^

r:: "'^V * ^^* "^^"^ •""« 'l-an / ire thireno^^tter walkers than yourself in the ishind of ^2
"I could walk pretty weU," said Perseus, glancine

But the staff helped Perseus along so bravely that
„ .n„ ."giitest wearmess. In fact, the

«
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Stick seemed to be alive in his hand, and to lend some
of Its life to Perseus. He and Quicksilver now walked
onward at their ea^e, talking very sociably together

jand Quicksdver told so many pleasant storief aboui
his former adventures, and how well his wits had servedhim on various occasions, that Perseu^ began to thinkhim a very wonderful person. He evidently knew the
world

;
and nobody i. so charming to a young man asa friend who has that kind of knowledge. Perseus

listened the more eagerly, in the hope of brightening
his own wits by what be heard.
At last, he happened to recollect that Quicksilver

had spoken of a sister, wlio was to lend her assistancem the adventure which they were now bound upon.
Where is she?'^ he inquired. "Shall we not

meet her soon ?
"

"AU at the proper time," said his companion.
But this sister of mme, you must understand, is

quite a different sort of character from myseH. She
IS very grave and prudent, seldom smiles, never
aughs, and makes it a rule not to utter a word un-kss she ha^ something particularly p^^^nd to say.
Neither will she hsten to any but the wisest conversL

"Dear me!" eiaonlated Perseusj "I shaU be afraid
to say a syllable."

"She is a veiy accomplished person, I assure you,"contmued Quicksilver, "and has all the arts and
sciences at her fingers' ends. In short, she is so im-

persomfied. But to tell you the truth, she has hardly
vivaci y enough for my taste ; and I think you would

r^vJlf^'r r P^^^^* atravemng companion« myself. She has her good points, nevertheless;
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and you mil find the benefit of them, in your en-
counter with the Gorgons."
By this time it had grown quite dusk. They were

now come to a very wild and desert place, overgrown
with shaggy bushes, and so silent and solitary that
nobody seemed ever to have dwelt or journeyed there.
All was waste and desolate, in the gray twilight,
winch grew every moment more obscure. Perseus
looked about him, rathar disconsolately, and asked
Quicksilver whether they had a great deal farther
to go.

"Hist! hist!" whispered his companion. "Make
no noise! Tliis is just the time and jjlace to meet the
Three Gray Women. Be careful that they do not see
you before you see them ; for, though they have but a
smgle eye among the three, it is as sharp-sighted as
nail a dozen common eyes."

"But what must I do," asked Perseus, "when we
meet them ?

"

Quicksilver explained to Perseus how the Three
Cxray Women managed with their one eye. They
were in the habit, it seems, of changing it from one to
another, as if it had been a pair of spectacles, or-
which would have suited them better-a quizzing.
|la^_ When one of the three had kept tbTeye a
certam time, she took it out of the socket and passed
It to one of her sisters, whose turn it might happen to
be, and who immediately clapped it into her own

"

head, and enjoyed a peep at the visible world. Thus
It will easily be understood that only one of the Three
Gray Women could see, while the other two were in
utter darkness; and, moreover, at the instant when
the eye was passing from hand to hand, neither of the
Door old Iniiips wjja qK]« ffv o -v_i T 1 t 1—, „,,i^ i^Q j„jp jj wiiiii. 1 liave heard
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of a great many strange things, in my day, and havewtnessed not a few; but none, it seems to me tZ
Women, all peeping through a single eye.
So thought Perseus, likewise, and was so astonished

.
aat he almost fancied his companion was joS wilhhm,,^and that tl.ere we:, no such old woLa fule

" You will soon find whether I tell the truth or «„ "
^servd Q„i„,^i,^^,. „jj_^^j^, ,,r,Vw! hiUIhere they come, now !

"

Perseus looke,! earnestly through the dusk of thoevenmg and there, sure enough, at no g,^."
,,.!tanceoff, he desened the Three Txray Women. The Kght

ot fagures Uiey wei-e; only he discovered that theyW long ^ay hair
; and, as they caane nearer, he aw^at two of them had hut the empty socket of anZin the middle of their foreheads. But, in the middkof the third sister's forehead, there ^l a venZge

bright, and piercmg eye, which sparkled likeTSdiamc^d m a ring
;
and so penetrating did it see^to

se;tteSr7''-"''*""'u^'P *'''"'"»« '* »»" pos-sess the gift of seemg m the darkest midnight iust as
perfectly as at noonday. The sight of thrfe i^lJeyes was melted and collected into that single "Z

Ihiis the three old dames got along about as comWbly upon the whole, as if theyfoidd lllT'a
once. She who chanced to have the eye in her fore-head led the other two by the hands, peeping ah^Xabout ter, all tlie while; insomu h thaTperseisteaded lest she should see right through the thck

Mden themselves. My stars ! it was positively tei^We to be with n rmoh nf =T ..»r- oV- - .1 „. u^.s ,_j^ aoai-p an eyei

J I

i

f
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But, before they reached the elunip of bushes, one
of the Three GrayWomen spoke.

" Sister I Sister Scarecrow I
" cried she, " you have

had the eye long enough. It is my turn now !
"

"Let me keep i^. a moment longer. Sister Night-
mare, answered Scarecrow. "I thought I had a
ghmpse of something behind that thick bush."
"WeU, and wliat of that?" retorted Nightmare,

peevisUjr. « Can't I see into a thick bush a« easily as
yourself? The eye is mine as weU as yours; and I
know the use of it as weU as you, or mky be a little
beMer. I msist upon taking a i)eep immediately I

"

^

But here the third sister, whose name was Shake-
]omt, began to complain, and said that it was her turn
to havre the eye, and that Scarecrow and Nightmare
wanted to keep it all to themselves. To end the dis-
pute, old Dame Scarecrow took the eye out of her
forehead, and held it forth in her hand.
"Take it, one of you," cried she, "and quit this

foohsh quarrelhng. For my part, I shall be glad of a
little thick darkness. Take it quickly, however, or 1
must clap it mto my own head again !

"

Accordingly, both Nightmare and Shakejoint put
out their hands, groping eagerly to snatch the eye out
of the hand of Scarecrow. But, being both alike blind,
they could not easily find where Scarecrow's hand
was; and Scarecrow, being now just as much in the
dark as Shakejoint and Nightmare, could not at once
meet either of their hands, in order to put the eye
into It. Thus (as you will see, with half an eye, my
wise little auditors), these good old dames had fallen
mto a strange perplexity. For, though the eye shone
aiid glistemnl 11!^ a star, a. Scarecrow held it out, yet
tbe trray Women caught not the least glimpse of its

«
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light, and we™ aU three in utter daikne™, from u>o
iiiil>atient a desii-e to see.

Qmek8Uverwa»8o,n„<.h tickle.! at LeluiWinR Shake-pn,t an, N.«l..n,are both ^..o,,i„s for the eye, andeach (, ,.l„,g fault with Seareerow and one LU\^
that he eould searcely help l„„ghi„g ah,„,|.

yuitk qu ek ! before they ean elan the eve intoeither of their hea.l«. l{u,h out upon the old kCand snatch it from Scarcer.. ,v'a hJl t
" '

8t;S",e^ir""""N"''","
""'''"'""^ ««»y Women were

still seoldmg ea... other, Penseus leaped from behindae elmnp of bushes, and made himself n.aster of theprue. The marvellous eye, as he held it in his hand
shone ve,y bnghtly, and seemed to look up into his'face wrth a knowing air, and an expressioi as if itwould have wmked, had it been provided with a pairof eyelids for that purpose. But the Gray Womenknew nothing of what had happened

; and, each su^
posing that one of her sisters wa., in possession of theeye, they began their quarrel anew. At last, aa Pe^
sens did not wish to put these respectable .lames U>greater inconvenience than was really necessary, hethought It right to explain the matter.

^

"My good ladies " said he, " pray do not be an-ry
with one another. If anybody is in fault, it is myself^
for I have the honor to hold your very brilliant and
excellent eye in my own hand I

"

"You! you have our eye! And who are vou?"
screamed the Three Gray Women, all in a breath; for
they were terribly frightened, of eourso, at hearing asteange vo^e, and discovering that their eyesight had

faCX Tl n'"'''/*
.^^y '=™''' °°* ffuess whom.

Uh, what shall we do, sisters? what shall »« j„9 ur„
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are aU in the <Urk I Give a, „ur eye I Give «, o.uone ,..«.„„,, ,„l.t„ry eye I Y„u ,,„« two of yo^own I (jive us our eye I

"

"Tell then," „l,i,,,e,,.,l Quioksilvep to Perseus"that they shall have hack the eye as „.,„„ as tC
,lim.t you where to (i,„l tl.e Ny,„,,hs who hav. Z
SLI!:-"""'

"" """>''" "'^"'' -"' *•" '"••>-' of

"My .lear,g„„<], adniiiahle old ladies," said Per-

'

^s address,,,,, the Gray Mo,„e„, "the,; is „o „cl8,on for ,,utt„,K yourselves i„to «„.l, a fright. I „,„by no „,eans a ba.l youug man. You sl.aU l,ave l,aekyour eye, safe a,„l sound, and as brigl.t as ever themo,,u.,t you tell „.e wWe to find the Nymphs."
'

The Nymphs
! Goodness me ! sisters, what Nymnhgdoes he mean? "screamed Scareerow. " ThereTre agreat „.a„y Nymphs, people say ; some that go a hun

'

ing ,., the woods, and some that live insidf of tz^e,

ot wate,. We know notlung at all about them. Wo

us, and that one you have stolen away. Oh, rive itback good .stranger I -whoever you arefgive it b!lk I

"

iJ -tV^" "" ^'"^ ^'™y ^^o'"™ "-ere grop-»g w,th the,t outstretched hands, and trying ?I,Xutmost to get hold of Perseus. But he took gofd careto keep out of their reach.

had ta^^'^^''
'•'""''•" '^^^ ^'^- *<>' ^is motherhad taught h,m always to use the greatest civility,_

J hold your eye fast in my hand, and shall keep it^ely for you, m,t,l you plea.,e to teU me where to

ttl 'r.lS"*'lf-.
T'- Nymphs, I mean, who keep

U itTTrr ,«'^«%';«' «ying slippers, and the whatIS ,t !— the hehnet of invisibility."
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mg about ? exclaimed Scarecrow, Nightmare, andShakejomt, one to another, with great appearance of^tomshment. " A pair of flying slipperl^oth heHis heels would quickly fly higher than Ws head ifhe were silly enough to put them on. And a helmetof nv,sibilityl How could a hehnet make him i^.
visib e, unless it were big enough for him to hide un-dent? And an enchanted wallet I What sort of acontrivance may that be, I wonder? No, no, good
stranger I we can tell you nothing of these marXus
iiave but a single one amongst us three. You can

^rt'hkrut'
"^^^^ ^'**" *^'" '^''' ^^'""^ «^^ «^^^

Perseus, hearing them talk in this way, began reallv
to think that the Gray Women knew Ll^ng oT thematter; and, as it grieved him to have put them to somuch trouble, he was Just on the poin? of relring
their eye and asking pardon for his rudeness in snatch-ing It away. But Quicksilver caught his hand.

Uon t let them make a fool of vou » » said hp
"These Three G..y Women are the ^^ty'pe a nsttie world that can tell you where t» find the Nymph
and, m,less you get that information, you wiU nL;
ITl T ""T^ °* "'« ''^'«' of Medusa with tl»snakyJocks. Keep fast hold of the eye, and all will

As it turned out, Quicksilver was in the rightThere are but few things that people prize so much asthey do their eyesight
; and the Gray Women valued

their smgle eye as highly as if it had been half a

Kn^"' ''tl. *T *''" "•""•'" '^^y "-Sht to have had.bmdmg that there was no other way of recovering it,
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they at last told Perseus what he wanted to know No
sooner had they done so, than he immediately,' and
with the utmost respect, clapped the eye into the va-
cant socket m one of their foreheads, thanked them
for their kindness, and bade them fareweU. Before
the young man was out of hearing, however, they had
got into a new dispute, because he happened to have
given the eye to Scarecrow, who had already taken her
turn of It when their trouble with Perseus commenced.

It IS greatly to be feared that the Three GrayWomen were very much in the habit of disturbing
their mutual harmony by bickerings of this sort

;

which was the more pity, as they could not conven-
iently do without one another, and were evidently in-
tended to be mseparable companions. As a general
rule I would advise all people, whether sisters or
brothers, old or young, who chance to have but one
eye amongst them, to cultivate forbearance, and not
all insist upon peeping through it ^T^^.

Quicksilver and Perseus, in the mean time, weremaking the best of their way in quest of the Nymphs.
Ihe old dames had given them such particular direc-
^ons, that they were not long in folding them out.They proved to be very different persons from Night,mare Shakejoint, and Scarecrow; for, instead of be-mg old, they were young and beautiful ; and instead
ot one eye amongst the sisterhood, each Nymph had

she looked very kindly at Perseus. They seemed tobe acquainted with Quicksilver; and, when he toldhem the adveiitiire which Perseus had undertaken,

articles that were in their custody. In tlm fir«f pl..o
they brought out what appeared to be a smaU puree,'
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1

made of deer skin, and curiously embroidered and \..Aliim be sure and keep it safe Tm! A ^^®
wallet. The %mpbsCxt ptduld^^^^^^^^^^^ ?^°
or slippers, or sandals, with a n^ce 1^1 ^

!
-^'^

at the heel of each.
^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^s

wiUfi::r;orseTariSl\1'^ "^o"
tl.e remaLer oLurSn:;!' ' " ^^" ^^ ^^^^ ^-
So Perseus proceeded to put one of i\.. von, while he laid the other on fL i . '^'PP^"""

Unexpectedly, however thiTnK ^"T"^ ^^ ^' ''^''

wings flutteredT „ff\ ''^^'f
'^^^P^^ «P^«ad its

bly h^ve flown away if o 'T-i''
".^' "^"^^ P^^-

leap^ndluckilyTaT^nti?^^^^^^^^^^^ ^ ^^^ ^

Perst"Ti;::;i^f/-^^^^ - he gave it back to

they should seerfllf:f''^ *^' '"'^' "P ^«^*' ^
Whpn P f^i^ ^'PP^** amongst them."vv Hen Perseus had ffot on both ..f *] ,

clamber down aaain W; i v ^ aimcult to

-nage unt« one grow. 'aMel^^^ ^^ "^

Quicksilver laughed at h\. «
"^swjmea.to them.

activity, and tolS^la^^rrrt j™''"!?'^
pe^te a h„.y, but .„st wait Ctetvil^ h^U^eTihe good-natured Nvmnh« Ji^^ fi u V ^^"»et.

dark tuft of waving p[Zes^i''?t'^*'"'"'
'»

upon his head La T I, ? readmess to juit

told you. The instant before hTLi^ ^™ ^*'

".ere 3t.a Perseus, a t:t^rytrC.f.t;'
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golden ringlets and rosy cheeks, the erooked sword bylus side, and the brightly poKshed shield ^tZku^rm,-^ fig^e that seemed all made up oiZnJ^
spnghdmess, and glorious light. But when 7JZ'met had descended over his white b^w, there wL„„onger any Fergus to be seen ! Nothing but^mp""
air! Even the helmet, that covered him withZSvisibility, had vanished

!

"
Where are you, Perseus ? " asked Quicksilver.Why here, to be siu-e ! " answered Perseus veryq.uetly, although his voice seemed to come olotlZtra^parent atmosphei.. "Just whei^ I was a iTmeat ago. Don't you see me ?

"

"No, indeed!" answered his friend. "You arehidden under the hehnet. But, if I cannot see y!^neither can the Gorgons. Follow me, therefore, and
.

wejll try your dexterity in using the winged slip

With these words, Quicksilrer's cap spread its^gs a« if his head were about t» fly away fern htshoulders
;
but his whole figure rese ligh% into the

air, ^nd Perseus followed. By the time they hadZcended a few hundred feet, the yourffe man beZ tofeel what a delightful thing it was tT leave tlTdiS

uCZ!l' "* ''"' ""* •" •'^ '"''« *- «'''"«>"'

It was now deep night. Perseus looked upward

ttatr 1: frf
'.''"Sht, sHve-y moon, and thoT^ht

that he should desire nothing better than to soar up
thither, and spend his life there. Then he looked

laZTd r"'r'
"" ""' ^'"*' -•"' '' -- '-^

lates, and the silver courses of its rivers and ,-t=
snowy mountain-peaks, and rto I,r„^j.|, ^t •- c
>M the dark olusto ofits woo^td iU St^r,^
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White marble

;
and, with the moonshine sleeping overthe whole scene, it was as beautiful as the n,!,?

S^metunes he and Quicksilver approached a cC"that, at a distance, looked as if it were made of fl!
sdveri although, when they vCZ^l t T"
found themselves chilled an'd'^moitteneT^wi ^^mist. So swift was their flight, however th«f i«

ugnc agam. Once, a high-soaring eagle flew nV).*^mst the invisible Perseus. The bravfst sSits wt
tad beenTtindled m the sky, and made the moonshine

A3 the two companions flew onward, Perseus fanciediat ho could hear the rustle of a garmentX by Ws
he '\7^n Tr ^^^ ^'•'^ "PP"* *» 'he one whe™he oeheld Qmeksilver, yet only Quicksilver was v^fbrWhose garment is this," inquired Perseus "thatkeeps nisUing close beside me in the bJze ?"•

' '

'Sh?i; comLr/''*''''-'.;'
'^^'''^ QuieksUvor.SAe IS commf along with us, as I told you she

sister. You have no idea how wise she is. She Zsu»h eyes, too
! Why, she can see you, at tht mZ

cter theX;":::."
"'• ^'"' ''"^ "^ '^'^ «-* *» -'i-

By this time, in their swift voyage through the air

welluT "'*'" "'?"*".* *« ^-* -ean "dwere soon flying over it Far beneath them the

rolled a wnite surf-hne upon the long beaches, or
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gentle murmui- ]ikp fK •

although it became a

" Where ? " e«laimed Pertts " r
^"''^°"""

them."
J^^erseus. "I cannot see

tte^^L"''.fl°^:* "»f,^^^^^^^^^ y- •• -plied
strike in the .X " ^7^"'' ^'^ ^o- '•-d, would

-d'QS:e*;™::l:;r'':.i-v:^''^-er t^^^^^^

Straight ^ownwarf tr'n . ' f'"'
*'"'>' ««

'
" ^

lowhimTPerseu^^^'r-*™
"" ""'''e thousand feet be- ^

except on one side wh^rp T '"'"''^^^ ^^o^^,

-d. He descend t^;:iTar/fr" "' ^""^
at a eluster or heap of brigh ne' 5 If'"!T''"^
ripice of black roek8 be Sd tt'

"'" *"'" °* » P"^
Gorgons! ThevirV^ . i

™ ^^'^ "»« ^rrible

der ff the sea fei^' "^'T
'"""'''' "-^ *>« "'•'-W deafened^'LXI ". n"'"''^

*""' """<'

tures into slumber.^ ite m„„ U r""'"
"*''* "^"^

steely scales, and on»J ™"°--*S'>t glistened on their

idly overIL^Z *^^/»Wen wings, which drooped

look at, were th™i „? ,
'"^" "'"*»' horrible to

fragn.e;t?«7,tt tS tt
,"'"""""' "^^ ™™-'«'"»»

of -.ring sonrSoTtrt^ fuT^e^^V^^that served them instPfl/l nf k • ^ ^^® ^^^^es

asleep
;
although now and Z '""^'' '^^^"^^^ *« »^«

and lift it. h^i !^T f
"^ *^^^' ««« would writhe,

- ^ea^, aau thrust out its forked tongu^
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i\'

emitting a drowsy hiss, and then let itself subsideamong its sister snakes.

The Gorgons were more like an awful, gigantic kind
of insect -immense, golden-winged beetles, or dragon,
flies or thmgs of that sort, -at once ugly and beau-
titul,— than like anythmg else ; only that they were
a thousand and a million times as big. And, with all
this, there was something partly human about them,
too Luckily for Perseus, their faces were completely
hidden fTom him by the posture in which they lay;
for, had he but looked one instant at them, he woidd
have fallen heavily out of the air, an image of sense-
less stone.

« Now," whispered Quicksilver, as he hovered by the
side of Perseus,_ '^now is your time to do the deed 1Be quick

;
for, if one of the Gorgons should awake,

you are too late !
"

^
"Which shall I strike at?" asked Perseus, draw-mg his sword and descending a Httle lower. " Thev

al^ three look alike. All three have snaky locks.
Which of the three is Medusa? "

It must be understood that Medusa was the only
one o^ these dragon-monsters whose head Perseus could
possibly cut off. As for the other two, let him have
the sharpest sword that ever was foiled, and he might
have hacked away by the hour together, without doing
them the least harm.

« Be cautious," said the eahn voice which had before
spoken to him. " One of the Gorgons is stirring in
her sleep, and is just about to turn over. That is
Medusa. Do not look at her ! The sight would turn
you to stone 1 Look at the reflection of her face and
Hgure m the bright mirror of your shield."

Perseus now understood Quicksilver's motive for so

If



sense-

I!
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earnestly exhorting him to polish his shield. In its
surface he could safely look at the reflection of the Gor-gon a face. And there it was, -that terrible countsnance,- mirrored in the brightness of the shield, with
the moonhght faUing over it, and displaying ^ to

^ri" ^" r""^','
^^"^ venomous naUs couldnot altogether sleep, kept twisting themselves over theforehead. It was the fiercest a„d most horrible face

,

that ever was seen or miagined, and yet with a stranee
fearful and savage kind of beaut/in it. The eS
ZT. t7% "'"' *•"' ^"«''" ^'^ ^"" » » deep sWber but there was an unquiet expression disturbing
her features, as if the monster was troubled with afugly dream She gnashed her white tusks, and duginto the sand with her brazen elawa
The snakes, (»o, seemed to feel Medusa's dream, and

^Ives into tmnultuous knots, writhed fiercely, and «p-Wted a hmidred hissing heads, without opening thek

"Now now
!

" whispered Quicksilver, who was grow-mg impataent. " Make a dash at the monster -
"^

the v„?
''^'

'.f^
"'' S^ave, melodious voice, atthe yomig man's side. " Look in your shield, as ^ou

Sit sZw-
• "'"' **"' """' "•='' '"^ '" -' -i- y-

Perseus flew cautiously downward, stiU keepine hiseyes on Medusa's face, as inflected in his slueld. iLenearer he came, the more terrible did the snaky visa«

he found himself hovering over her within arm's lengthPe^^us uplifted his sword, while, at the same ins^t"^h separate snake upon the Gorgon's head steS
t^=.«<=mn6ly upward, and Medusa unclosed her ejet.
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wieked Medusa tumbled from her body

!

Admirably done!" cried (^uieMver. "MakeW and clap the hea,l into your magic waUet."lo the astonisJimeiit of Perseus tlm c»«oii i. •

^ It If
**"" ""* "Sser than a imrse, grew

7 at once arge enough to contain Medusa's h^LAs qmck as thought, he snatched it u„, withZe snltstdl wnthuig upon it, and thrust it iu.
rour task is done," said the c An voire. " Now%

;
for the other Gorgons will do their utml t to tXvengeance for Medusa's death."

1,J' Tj '"''"f '

"''*«^'y to take flight
; for Perseushad not done the deed so quietly but tha the clXf

ofr; •

'"V'!''"'"^
"' ''"--kes,J tltmmp

sifatrth .r'!
*""'"^'' "P°" *''<' ^-beatensand, awoke the other two monsters. There thev saffor an .nstant, sleepily rubbing their eyerwid.'^letbra^n fingers, while all th. snakes on the r headsreared themselves on end with surprise, and wVvenomous mal.ce against they knew „Tt what bI Ire"

fess anXr ' n *' ""'y """^^ "f M^J"-, l'c=^"

out „nl ^.? " """^^ "" ™«'«<'' "nd half'spreadout on the sand, ,t was reaUy awful to hear what yXand screeches they set up. And then the snakes

.

^d mIsI'"*
'' "'"''-'*''1 hiss, with one 00.^:,

^Jl
Medusa s snakes answered them out of the magic

iuJ^Lr""' ^T- "" ^"^"^ """^^ ='^ake than theyhurtled upward mto tl.e air, brandishing their b«^stelons, pashmg their horrible tusks, and Sapping thTiriuge wn,gs so wUdly, that some of the goldenK™
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were shaken out, and floated down upon the shore. AndtWe perhaps, those very feathers lie seattei^ed, tmthis day. Up rose the Gorcons as I t^ll v„. . •

horribly about, in hopes of tSrCL^fc; Z?
into heir lutehes, his i,oor motlier would never havetossed her boy ..gain ! But he took good earc t^ turnhis eyes another way; and, as he wol the helme "

f

mvisibUity the Gorgons knew not in what .tet ^nto foUow him; nor did he fail to make the best use ofa.e wuiged slippers, by soaring upward a permmlu

ZTr •"•
,

1^* *^' ^'^'She, when the'erelms rf^ose abominable ereatnres sounded faintly beneathbim, he made a straight eourse for the island of Sen-

decTe's.'"
'° """^ ^'^""^'^ l-^ to King Poly-

!s h!s MI
'"^*'^" .^^'*'»- o" '•» way homeward

; sueh

t* e «oint
'V "" ^^^•non^'er, just as it was on

ne clianged an enormous giant into a mountain ofStone, merely by showing him the head ofle STon
age to Africa, some day or other, and see the venrmo^ntam, whreh is stiU known by the aneientS
FinaUy, our brave Perseus arrived at the islandwhere he expeeted to see his dear mother. Buldur-'

L Zl fl *f ''^.""""PeUed to make her escape,

^^n!.^.
"^^'^^ '" " *"'»?'«• w)"*™ «<»"« goodold priests were extremely kind to her. These pilist

Zt"' ^' ^l
''"'*-''«'^'' fi'herman'^ht

-a- lu„t »howa iiospitaji^ to Uanae and Httle Perseus



46 THE OOttGON'S HEAD,

when he found them afloat in the chest, seem to have
been the only persons on the island who cared about
doing right. AU the rest of the people, as well asAmg J:'olydectes liiniself, were remarkably ill-behaved
and deserved no better destiny than that which was
now to happen.

Not finding his mother at home, Perseus went
straight to the palace, and was innnediately ushered
into the presence of the king. Polvdectes was by no
means rejoiced to see him ; for he hid felt almost cer-
tain, m his own evU mind, that the Gorgons would
have torn the poor young man to pieces, and have
eaten hun up, out of the way. However, seeing him
safely returned, he put the best face he could upon tlie
matter and asked Pei^seus how he liad succeeded.

^
" Have you performed your promise ? » inquired he.
Wave you brought me the head of Medusa witli the

snaky locks ? If not, young man, it will cost you dear

;

tor 1 must have a bridal present for the beautiful Prin-
cess Hippodamia, and there is nothing else that she
would admire so much."

;' Yes, please your Majesty," answered Perseus, in a
quiet way, as if it were no very wonderful deed for
such a young man as he to perform. " I have brought
you the Gorgon's head, snaky locks and aU !

"

Indeed I Pray let me see it," quoth King Poly-
dectes. « It must be a very curious spectacle, if all
that travellers tell about it be true !

"

*^Your Majesty is in the right," replied Perseus.
It IS really an object that will be pretty certain to

hx the regards ot all who look at it. And, if your
Majesty think fit, I would suggest that a holiday be
proclaimed, and that all your Majesty's subjects be
summoned to behold this wonderful curiosifiv- T^^o™

J. _„„

\.

f
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them, I imagine, have seen a Gorgon's head before,
and perhaps never may again I

"

The kmg weU knew tliat his subjects were an idle
set of reprobates, and very fond of sight-seeing, as idle
persons usually are. So he took the young man's ad-
vice, and sent out heralds and messengers, in all di-
rections, to blow the trumpet at the street-corners, and
in the market-places, and wherever two roads met, and
sununon everybody to court. Thither, accordingly,
came a great multitude of good-for-nothing vagabonds,
all of whom, out of pure love of mischief, would have
been glad if Perseus had met with some ill-hap in his
encounter with the Gorgons. If there were any better
people m the isi; nd (as I really hope there may have
been, although the storytells nothing about any such),
they stayed quietly at home, minding their business,
and taking care of their little children. Most of the
inhabitants, at all events, ran as fast as they<3ould to
the palace, and shoved, and pushed, and elbowed one
another, in their eagerness to get near a balcony, on
which Perseus showed himself, holding the embroi-
dered wallet in his hand.
On a platform, within full view of the balcony, sat

the mighty King Polydectes, amid his evil cour sellers,
and with his flattering courtiers in a semicircle round
about him. Monarch, counsellors, courtiers, and sub-
jects, all gazed eagerly towards Perseus.

" Show us the head I Show ns the head ! " shouted
the people

;
and there was a fierceness in their cry as

if they would tear Perseus to pieces, unless he should
.ntisfy them with what he had to show. « Show us
ti.9 head of Medusa with the snaky locks I

"

1 feeling of sorrow and pity came over the youthful
Perseus.

/
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«*0 Kinff Polydectes," cried he, "and ye many
people, I urn very loiitli to show you the Gori-ou'a
head !

"

"Ah, the villain and coward I
" yelled the people,

more fiercely than before. " He is making game of
us 1 He has no Gorgon's head I Show us tlu* head,
if you have it, or we will take your own head for a
football I

"

The evil counsellors whispered bad advice in the
king's ear; the courtiers nuuiuured, with one consent,
that Perseus had shown disrespect to their royal lord
and master

;
and the great King Polydectes himself

waved his hand, and ordered him, with the stern, deep
voice of authority, on his peril, to produce the head.

" Show me the Gorgon's head, or 1 will cut oif your
own I

"

And Perseus sighed.

" This instant," repeated Polydectes, " or yon die I
"

" Behold it, then I " cried Perseus, iu a voice like
the blast of a tnunpet.

And, suddenly holding up the head, not an eyeHd
had time to wink before the wicked Kin^ Polydectes,
his evil counsellors, and all his fierce subjects were no
longer anything but the mere images of a monarch
and his people. They were aij fixed, forever, in the
look and attitude of that moment! At the first
glimpse of the terrible head of Medusa, they whitened
into marble I And Perseus thrust the head back into
his wallet, and went to tell his dear mother that she
need no longer be atraid of the wicked King Poly-
dectes.
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AFTER THE STORY.

*' Was not that a very fine story ? " asked Eustace.
*' Oh yes, yes !

" cried Cowslip, clapping her hunds.
"And those funny old women, with only one eye
amongst them I 1 never heard of anything so
strange."

" As to their one tooth, which they shifted about,"
observed Primrose, " there was nothing so very won-
derful in that. I 8upi)ose it was a false tooth. But
think of your turning Mercury into Quicksilver, and
talking about his sister ! Yon are too ridiculous !

"

"And was she not his sister?" asked Eustace
Briglit. " If I had thought of it sooner, I would
have described her as a maiden lady, who kept a pet
owl !

"

"Well, at any rate," said Primrose, "your story
seems to have driven away the mist."

And, indeed, while the tale was going forward, the
vapors had been quite exhaled from the lands<;ape. A
scene was now disclosed wliich the spectators might
almost fancy is having been created since tli(y had
last looked in the direction where it lay. About half
a mile distant, in the lap of the valley, now appeared
a beautiful lake, which reflected a perifect image of its

own wooded banks, and of the summits of the more
distant hills. It gleamed in glassy trnnquillity, with-
out the trace of a winged breeze ou any part of its
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t

bosom.
^
Beyond its farther shore was Monument

Mountain, in a recumbent position, stretching almost
across the vaUey. Eustace Bright compared it to a
huge, headless sphinx, wrapped in a Persian shawl

;

and, indeed, so rich and diversified was the autumnal
foliage of its woods, that the simile of the shawl was
by no means too high-colored for the reality. In the
lower ground, between Tanglewood and the lake, the
clumps of trees and borders of woodland were chiefly
golden-leaved or dusky brown, as having suffered more
fi-om frost than the foliage on the hill-sides.

Over all this scene there was a genial sunshine, in-
termingled with a sHght haze, which made it unspeak-
ably soft and tender.

.
Oh, what a day of Indian sum-

mer was it going to be ! The children snatched their
baskets, and set forth, with hop, skip, and jump, and
all sorts of frisks and gambols; while Cousin Eustace
proved his fitness to preside over the party, by outdo-
ing all their antics, and performing several new capers,
which none of them could ever hope to imitate. Be-
hind went a good old dog, whose name was Ben. He
was one of the most respectable and kind-hearted of
quadrupeds, and probably felt it to be his duty not to
trust the children away from their parents without
some better guardian than this feather-brained Eus-
tace Bright.

1*1



THE GOLDEN TOUCH.

SHADOW BROOK.

roTRODTTCTOBY TO "THE GOLDEN TOUCH.'*
'^

At noon, our juvenile party assembled in a dell,
through the depths of which ran a little brook. The
dell was narrow, and its steep sides, from the margin
ot the stream upward, were thickly set with trees,
chiefly walnuts and chestnuts, among which grew atew oaks and maples. In the summer time, the shade
ot^ so many clustering branches, meeting and inter-mmglmg across the rivulet, was deep enough to pro.duce a noontide twilight. Hence came the name ofShadow Brook. But aow, ever since autumn had
crept mto tins secluded place, aU the dark verdurewas changed to gold, so that it reaUy kindled up the

even had it been a cloudy day, would have seemed tokeep the sunlight among them; and enough of themhad fallen to strew all the bed and margm of thebrook with sunlight, too. Thus the shady niTk, where

ZT f rt' '^"^^' ^'^ -- the^sunniesrs;
anywhere to be found.

^

The little brook ran along over its pathway of gold,

tZS^T'^L'Z'^^^ ^ P-1' - -hich min/owsLr^
^«..^g ^ ««u iroi aau then it hurried onward at a
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V

swifter pa«e, as if in haste to reach the lake ; and, for-

getting to look whither it went, it tumbled over the
root of a tree, which stretched quite across its current.

You would have laughed to hear how noisily it bab-
bled about this accident. And even after it had run
onward, the brook still kept talking to itself, as if it

were in a maze. It was wonder-smitten, I suppose, at
finding its dark dell so illuminated, and at hearing
the prattle and merriment of so many children. So
it stole away as quickly as it could, and hid itseK in

the lake.

In the dell of Shadow Brook, Eustace Bright and
his little friends had eaten their dinner. They had
brought plenty of good things from Tanglewood, in

their baskets, and had spread them out on the stumps
of trees, and on mossy trunks, and had feasted mer-
rily, and made a very nice dinner indeed. After it

was over, nobody felt like stirring.

" We will rest ourselves here," said several of the
children, " while Cousin Eustace tells us another of
his pretty stories."

Cousin Eustace had a good right to be tired, as well
as the children, for he had performed great feats on
that memorable forenoon. Dandelion. Clover, Cow-
slip, and Buttercup were almost persuaded that he had
winged slippers, like those which the Nymphs gave
Perseus; so often had the student shown himself at
the tiptop of a nut-tree, when only a moment before

he had been standing on the ground. And then, what
showers of walnuts had he sent rattling down upon
their heads, for their busy little hands to gather into

the baskets I In short, he had been as active as a
squirrel or a monkey, and now, flinging himself down
on the yellow leaves, seemed inclined to take a little

rest

l!
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But children have no mercy nor consideration for
anybodys weariness; and if you had but a single
breath left, they would ask you to spend it in teUiLthem a stoiy.

«v*uug

^

" Cousin Eustace," said Cowslip, " that was a very
nice stor^ of the Gorgon's Head. Do you think youcould tell us another as good ? "

"Yes, child," said Eustace, pulling the brim of hi.
cap over his eyes, as if preparing for a nap. "I can
tell you a dozen, as good or better, if I choose."

«nv.?'^"-Tp' ^""r ^f™W^' d« you hear what he
says ? cried Cows]. T,, dancing with delight. « Cousin
Eustace is goi

. tell us a dozen better stories than
that about tl: .gon's Head !

"

" I did not promise you even one, you fooHsh little
Cowslip I said Eustace, half pettishly. "However I
suppose you must have it. This is the consequence of
having earned a reputation I I wish I were a great
deal duller than I am, or that I ha^ never shown half
the bright qualities with which nature has endowed

^mfort r*^^''
^ ""'^^^ ^'^^^ ""^ ''^^ ''"*' ''' P'^^ ^^

But Cousin Eustace, as I think I have hinted be-
fore, was as fond of teUiiig his stories as the children
of hearing them. His mind was in a free and happv
state, and took delight in its own activity, and scarcely
required any external impulse to set it at work.
How different is this spontaneous play of the intel-

lect from the trained diligence of maturer years, when
toil has perhaps grown easy by long habit, and the
day 8 work may have become essential to the day's
comfort, althougit the rest of the matter has bubbled
away I This remark, howftv«v i^ «ot -^ ^ ^ ^i

cmldren to hear.
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Without furthsr solicitation, Eustace Bright pro-

ceeded to tell the ''ollowing really splendid story. It

had come into his mind as he lay looking upward into

the depths of a tree, and observing how the touch of

Autumn had transmuted every one of its green leaves

into what resembled the purest gold. And this

change, which we have all of us witnessed, is as won-

derful as anything that Eustace told abouc in the story

of Midaa.

^;
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THE GOLDEN TOUCH.

Once upon a time, there lived a very rich man, and
a king besides, whose name was Midas; and he had
a little daughter, whom nobody but myseH ever heard
of, and whose name I either never knew, or have en-
tirely forgotten. So, because I love odd names for
little girls, I choose to call her Marygold.

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of any-
thirg else in the world. He valued his royal crown
chiefly because it was composed of that precious metal.
If he loved anything better, or half so weU, it was the
one little maiden who played so merrily around her
lather's footstool. But the more Midas loved his
daughter, the more did he desire and seek for wealth.
He thought, foolish man ! that the best thing he could
possibly do for this dear chUd would be to bequeath
her the immensest pile of yellow, glistening coin, that
had ever been heaped together since the world was
made. Thus, he gave all his thoughts and all his time
to this one purpose. If ever he happened to gaze fop
an instant at the gold-tinted clouds of sunset, he wished
that they were real gold, and that they could be
squeezed safely into his strong box. When little
Marygold ran to meet him, with a bunch of buttercups
and dandelions, he used to say, " Poh, poh, child ! If
these flowers were as golden as they look, they would
be worth the plucking !

"

And vet. in his pa^lip*" rloTra K/>f«-«/> i,- _._„ __ .^
,

V -' —j-^ .'^.ivrxc ne was so en-
tirely possessed of this insane desire for riches, King
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Midas had shown a great taste for flowers. He had
planted a garden, in which grew the biggest and beau-
tifullest and sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw
or smelt. These roses were still growing in the gar-
den, as large, as lovely, and as fragrant, as when
Midas used to pass whole hours in gazing at them,
and inhaling their perfume. But now, if he looked
at them at all, it was only to calculate how much the
garden would be worth if each of the innumerable rose-
petals were a thin plate of gold. And though he once
was fond of music (in spite of an idle story about his
ears, which were said to resemble those of an ass), the
only music for poor Midas, now, was the chink of one
coin against another.

At length (as people always growmor- and more
foolish, unless they take care to grow wiser and wise •),

Midas had got to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that
he could scarcely bear to see or touch any object that
was not gold. He made it his custom, therefore, to
pass a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary
apartment, under ground, at the basement of his pal-
ace. It was here that he kept his wealth. To this
dismal hole — for it was little better than a dun-
geon — Midas betook himself, whenever he wanted
to be particularly happy. Here, after carefully lock-
ing the door, he would take a bag of gold coin, or a
gold cup as big as a washbowl, or a heavy golden
bar, or a peck-measure of gold-dust, and bring them
from the obscure corners of the room into the one
bright and narrow sunbeam that fell from the dun-
geon-like window. He valued the sunbeam for no
other reason but that his treasure would not shine
without its help. And then would he reckon over the
coins in the bag ; toss up the bar, and c;.iqh it a§ it
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;
sift the gold-dust through his fingers

;

look at the funny image of his own face, as reflected
in the burnished circmnference of the cup ; and whis-
per to hmiself, - O Midas, rich King Midas, what ahappy man art thou I » But it was laughable to seehow the image of his face kept grinning at him, out
of ti.e polished surface of the cup. It seemed to be
aware of his foolish behavioi, and to have a naughty
inclination to make fun of him.
Midas called himself a happy man, but felt that he

was not yet quite so happy as he might be. The very
tiptop of enjoyment wouki never be reached, unless
the whole world were to become his treasure-room, and
be filled with yeUow metal which should be all his
own.

Now, I need hardly remind such wise little people
as you are that in the old, old times, when King Mi-
das was alive, a great many things came to pass,
which we should consider wonderful if they were tohappen in our own day and country. And, on theother hand, a great many things take place nowadays,
which seem not only wonderful to us, but at which the
people of old tmies would have stared their eyes out.On the whole I regard our own times as the strangest
of the two

; but, however that may be, I must go onwith my story. fo "«

Mulas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room,
one day, as usual, when he perceived a shadow faU
over the neaps of gold; and, looking suddenly up,what should he behold but the figure of a strange^
standing in the bright and narrow smibeam ! It

It Was Lime the imagination of King Midas
eUow tinge o/er everything, or whatever the

threw
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cause might be, he could not help fancying that the
smile with which the stranger regarded him had a
kind of golden radiance in it. Certainly, although
his figure intercepted the sunshine, there was now a
brighter gleam upon all the piled-up treasures than be-
fore. Even the remotest corners had their share of
It, and were Ughted up, when the stranger smiled, as
with tips of flane and sparkles of fire.

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned tho
key in the lock, and that no mortal strength could
possib^ break into his treasure-room, he, of course,
conch 1 that his visitor must be something more
than mortal. It is no matter about telling you who
he was. In those* days, when the es .th was com-
paratively a new affair, it was supposed to be often
the resort of beings endowed with supernatural power,
and who used to interest themselves in the joys and
sorrows of men, women, and children, half playfully
and half seriously. Midas had met such beings before
now, and was not sorry to meet one of them again.
The stranger's aspect, indeed, was so good-humored
and kindly, if not beneficent, that it would have been
unreasonable to suspect hun of i i tending any mischief.
It was far more probab: 5 that h<> came to do Midas a
favor. And what could that favor be, unless to multi-
ply his heaps of treasure ?

The stranger gazed about the riom ; and when his
lustrous smile had glistened upon all the golden ob-
jects that were there, he turned again to Midas.

" You are a wealthy man, friend Midas !
" he ob-

served. " I doubt whether any other four walls, on
earth, contain so much gold as you have contrived to
pile up in this room."

" I have done pretty well,— pretty well," answered
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Midas, in a discontented tone. " But, after all, it is

but a trifle, when you consider that it has talcen me
my whole life to get it together. If one could live a
thousand years, he might have time to grow rich I

"

" What I
" exclaimed the stranger. " Then you are

not satisfied?"

Midas shook his head.

"And pray what would satiuiy you?" asked the
stranger. " Merely for the curiosity of the thing, I
should be glatl to know."
Midas paused and m^oditated. He felt a presenti-

ment that this stranger, with such a golden lustre in
his good-humored smile, had come hither with both
the power and the purpose of gratifying his utmost
wishes. Now, therefore, was the fortunate moment,
when he had but to speak, and obtain whatever possi-

ble, or seemingly impossible thing, it might come into
his head to ask. So he thought, and thought, and
thought, and heaped up one golden mountain upon
another, in his imagination, without being able to im-
agine them big enough. At last, a bright idea oc-
curred to King Midas. It seemed really as bright as
the glistening metal which he loved so much.

Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in
the face.

" Well, Midas," observed his visitor, « I see that
you have at length hit upon something that will satisfy
you. Tell me your wish."

" It is only this," replied Midas. " I am weary of
collecting my treasures with so much trouble, and be-
holding the heap so diminutive, after I have done my
best. I wish everything that I touch to be changed
to gold!"

The sti-anger's smile grew so very broad, that it

'\\
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seemed to fill the room like an outbiirflt of the Bim,
gleaming- into a shadowy di 1], where the yellow au-
tumnal leaves^ for so looked the lumps and particles
ot gold— he strewn in the glow of light.
"The Golden Touch !

" exclaimed he. " You car-
tainly deserve credit, friend Midas, for striking out so
brilliant a conception. But are you quite sui-e that
tins will satisfy you ?

"

*' How could it fail? " said Midas.
" And will you never regret the jwssession of it ^ »
" What could induce me? " asked Midas. " 1 usk

nothing else, to render me perfectly happy."
"Be it as you wish, tiien," replied the stranger,

waving his hand in tol^en of farewell. " To-mormw
at sunrise, you will find yourself gifted with the
(jrolden Touch."

The figure of the stranger then became exceecUnglv
bright, and Midas involuntarily closed his eyes Onopenmg them again, he beheld only one yellow sun.
beam m the room, and, all around him, the glisteninff
of the precious metal which he had spent his life in
Hoarding up.

Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the story
does not say. Asleep or awake, however, his mind
was probably m the state of a child's, to whom a beau-
tiful new plaything has been promised in the morning.
At any rate day had hardly peeped over the hills,
when King Midas was broad awake, and, stretching
his arms out of bed, began to touch the objects that
were wi hm reach. He was anxious to prove whether
the Golden Touch had really come, according to the
stranger s promise. So he laid his finger on a chair
by the bedside, and on various other things, but was
gnevouslv disapnnintefl fQ r»arnoj.r^ *u„i. xi_ . ,
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of exactly the same substance as before. Indeed he
felt very nuuli afraid that i,e had only dreuiiied about
tlie lustrous stranfrer, or else that the latter had been
making j^anie of him. And what a niiseralile affair
would It l.e if, after all his h.^pes, Midas rimsi content
umse f with what little j,a,ld he could scrape together
by ordinary means, instead of cr.«u,,.; it by a touch IMl this while, it was only t\e gray ,.f the morning,
with but a streak of brightncM .'ong t.e edge of the
sky, where Mi.las eouhl not se. n:, } \^ lay in a very
disconsolate mood, regretting t .e downfall of his
hopes, and kept growing satUler and sadder, until the
earliest sunb..am shone through the window, and
gilded the ceiling over his hea<l. It seemed to Midas
that this bright yellow sunbeam was reflected in rather
a singular way on the white covering of the bed
Looldng more closely, what was his astonishment and
delight, when he found that this linen fabric had
been transmuted to what seemed a woven texture of
the purest and brightest gold 1 The Golden Touch
had come to him with the first sunbeam 1

Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and
ran about the room, grasping at everything that hap-
pened to be in his way. He seized one of the bed-
posts, and it became immediately a fluted golden
pillar. He pulled aside a windowK3urtain, in order to
admit a clear spectacle of tlie wonders which he was
performing; and the tassel grew heavy in his hand
--a mass of gold. He took up a book from the table!
At his first touch, it assumed the appearance of such a
splendidly boimd and gilt-edged volume as one often
meets with, nowadays; but, on running his fingers
through the leaves, behold! it was a bnnrllA nf fi,i«

golden plates, in which aU the wisdom of the book
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had grown iUegible. He hurriedly put on his clothes,
and was enraptured to see himself in a magnificent
suit of gold cloth, which retained its flexibility and
softness, although it burdened him a little with its
weight. He drew out his handkerchief, which little

Marygold had hemmed for him. That was likewise
gold, with the dear child's neat and pretty stitches
running all along the border, in gold thread

!

Somehow or other, this last transformation did not
quite please King Midas. He would rather that his
little daughter's handiwork should have remained just
the same as when she climbed his knee and put it into
his hand.

But it was not worth while to vex himself about a
trifle. Midas now took his spectacles from his pocket,
and put them on his nose, in order that he might see
more distinctly what he was about. In those days,
spectacles for common people had not been invented,
but were already worn by kings; else, how could
Midas have had any? To his great perplexity, how-
ever, excellent as the glasses were, he discovered that
he could not possibly see through them. But this was
the most natural thing in the world; for, on taking
them o£F, the transparent crystals turned out to be
plates of yellow metal, and, of course, were worthless
as spectacles, though valuable as gold. It struck
Midas as rather mconvenient that, with all his wealth,
he could never again be rich enough to own a pair of
serviceable spectacles.

^ " It is no great matter, nevertheless," said he to
himself, very philosophically. "We cannot expect
any great good, without its being accompanied with
some small inconvenience. The Golden Touch is

worth the sacrifice of a pair of snrietafloa qf l^oc^ u
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not of one's very eyesight. My own eyes wHl serve
for ordinary purposes, and little Marygold will soon
be old enough to read to me."
Wise King Midas was so exalted by his good for-

tune, that the palace seemed not sufficiently spacious
to contain him. He therefore went down stairs, : ad
smiled, on observing that the balustrade of the stair-

case became a bar of burnished gold, as his hand
passed over it, in his descent. He lifted the door-
latch (it was brass only a moment ago, but g-olden
when his fingers quitted it), and emerged into the
garden. Here, as it happened, he found a great num-
ber of beautiful roses in full bloom, and others in all
the stages of lovely bud and blossom. Very delicious
was their fragrance in the morning breeze. Their
delicate blush was one of the fairest sights in the
world

; so gentle, so modest, and so full of sweet
tranquillity, did these roses seem to be.

But Midas knew a way to make them far more
precious, according to his way of thinking, than roses
had ever been before. So he took great pains in
going from bush to bush, and exercised his magic
touch most indefatigably; until every individual
flower and bud, and even the worms at the heart
of some of them, were changed to gold. By the
time this good work was completed. King Midas
was summoned to breakfast ; and as the morning air
had given him an excellent appetite, he made haste
back to the palace.

What was usually a king's breakfast in the days of
Midas, I really do not know, and cannot stop now to
investigate. To the best of my belief, however, on
this particular morning, the breakfast consisted of hot
cakes, some nice little brook trout, roasted potatoes,
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fre h boiled eggs, and coffee, for King Midas himself,and a bowl o bread and milk for his daughter Mary,
gold. At all events, this is a breakfast fit to set be-
fore a king; and, whether he had it or not, KingMidas could not have had a better.

H.^tl^^'T^^. ^^ """^ y"* "^^^ ^^^^ appearance.Her father ordered her to be called, and, seating him-
self at table, awaited the child's coming, in order tobegin his own breakfast. To do Midas justice, he
really loved his daughter, and loved her so inueh themore this morning, on account of the good fortimp
which haci befallen him. It was not a grirll^Sfbe!
fore he heard her coming along the passageway crv-mg bitterly. This circumstance surprised hi^, because
Marygold was one of the cheerfullest little peoplewhom you would see in a summer's day, and hardlv
shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelvemonth. WhenMidas heard her sobs, he determined to put little Ma-
lygold mto better spirits, by an agreeable surprise;
so, leaning across the table, he touched his daugliter's
bowl (which was a China one, with pretty figures allaround it), and transmuted it to gleaming gold
Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately

opened the door, and showed herself with her apron
at her eyes, still sobbing as if her heart would breakHow now, my little lady !

" cried Midas. « Pray
what IS the matter with you, i Is bright morninff ?"
Marygold without taking the apron from her eyes

held out her hand, in which was one of the roses whichMidas had so recently transmuted.
"Beautiful!" ^^^^^^^^^^^ her father. "And what

is^there m tins magnificent golden rose to make you

"Ah, dear father! " answAr^'l ^i,« «i,:ij .,^ , »— ""*>-'" viio viiiiu, -^^ Well as

I

I

1
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her sobs would let her ;
" it is not beautiful, but the

ugliest flower that ever gi-ew ! As soon as I was dressed
1 ran into the garden to gather some roses for you;
because I know you like them, and like them the bet-
ter when gathered by your little daughter. But, oh
dear, dear me! What do you think has happened?
buch a misfortune ! All the beautiful roses, that
smelled so sweetly and had so many lovely blushes
are blighted and spoilt ! They are grown quite yel!
low, as you see this one, and have no longer any fra-
graiice

!
W hat can have been the matter with them ? "

'.l\^''\'7.
'^^^'^ ^^^^^^ girl, -pray don't cry about

It
!

said Midas, who was ashamed to confess that he
himself had wrought the change which so greatly af-
flicted her. " Sit down and eat your bread and milk I

You will find it easy enough to exchange a golden
rose like that (which will last hundreds of years) fop
an ordinary one which would wither in a day."

" I don't care for such roses as this !
" cried Mary-

gold, tossing it contemptuously away. "It has no
smell, and the hard petals prick my nose !

"

The child now sat do^vn to table, but was so occu-
pied with her grief for the blighted roses that she did
not even notice the wonderful transmutation of her
China bowl. Perhaps this was all the better; for
Marygold was accustomed to take pleasure in looking
at the queer figures, and strange trees and houses, that
were painted on the circumference of the bowl ; and
these ornaments were now entirely lost in the yellow
hue of the metal.

Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee,
and, as a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever
metal it may have been when he took it up, was gr^ld
when he set it down. He thought to himself, that it
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was rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a king
of his simple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold,
and began to be puzzled with the difficulty of keeping
his treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen
would no longer be a secuie place of deposit for arti-
cles so valuable as golden bowls and coffee-pots.

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee
to his lips, and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive
that, the instant his lips touched the liquid, it became
mclfen gold, and, the next moment, hardened into a
lump I

" Ha !

" exclaimed Midas, rather aghast.
" What is the matter, father? " asked little Mary,

gold, gazing at him, vitl^ the tears still standing in her
eyes.

" Nothing, child, nothing !

" said Midas. « Eat your
milk, before it gets quite cold."

He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate,
and, by way of experiment, touched its tail with his
finger. To his horror, it was immediately transmuted
from an admirably fried brook-trout into a gold-fish,
though not one of those gold-fishes which people often
keep in glass globes, as ornaments for the parlor.
No

; but it was really a metallic fish, and looked as if
It had been verj cunningly made by the nicest gold-
smith in the world. Its little bones were now golden
wires

;
its fins and tail were thin plates of gold ; and

there were the marks of the fork in it, and ail the de-
licate, frothy appearance of a nicely fried fish, exactly
imitated in metal. A very pretty piece of work, as
you may suppose

; only King Midas, just at that mo-
meiit, would much rather have had a real trout in his
dish than this elaborate and valuable imitation of one.

" I don'f. nnil-i> qoo " f;hnno^f l^o *-f^ i-'-— -if " "* T^ nr*?, J/UUU^lit xiJ; \Aj iiAUKjcil, "HOW X
am to get any breakfast I

"

,
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He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had
scarcely broken it, when, to his cruel mortification,
though, a moment before, it had been of the whitest
wheat, it assumed the yeUow hue of Indian meal.
To say the truth, if it had really been a hot Indian
cake, Midas would have prized it a good deal more
than he now did, when its soUdity and increased
weight made him too bitterly sensible that it was gold.
Almost in despair, he helped himself to a boiled egg,
which immediately underwent a change similar to
those of the trout and the cake. The egg indeed,
might have be'in mistaken for one of those which
the famous goose, in the story-book, was in the habit
of laying; but Kii.g Midas was the only goose that
had had anything to do with the matter.
"Well, this is a quandary! " thought he, leaning

back m his chair, and looking quite enviously at Uttle
Marygold, who was now eating her bread and milk
with great satisfaction. « Such a costly breakfast be-
fore me, and nothing that can o, eaten !

"

Hopmg that, by dint of great dispatch, he might
avoid what he now felt to be a considerable inconven-
ience. King Midas next snatched a hot potato, and at-
tempted to cram it into his mouth, and swaUow it in a
hurry. But the Golden Touch was too nimble for him.
He found his mouth full, r-t of mealy potato, but of
solid metal, which so burnt his tongue that he roa. 3d
aloud, and, jumping up from the table, ]>egan to dance
and stamp about the room, both with pain and affright

"Father, dear father!" cried little Marvgold, who
was a very affectionate child, "pray what is the matter?
Have you burnt your mouth ?

"

"Ah, dear child," groaned Midas, dolefully, '•!
don t know what is to become of your poor father 1

**
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And, tndy my dear little folks, did you ever hear of
such a pitiable ease in all your liv s ? Here was liter-
ally the richest breakfast tiiat could be set before a
king, and its very richn(vss made it absolutely rjood
for nothing. The poorest laborer, silting dov^^; 'o his
crust of bread and cup of water, wa. far better off
than King Midas, whose delicate food was really v/ortl
Its weigbt in gold. And what was to be done ? Al
ready, at ureakfast, Miflas wis excessively hun<rrv
Would he be loss .; ;. by dinner-time? And how rav
enous would be his app.tif. for .vj per, which must
undoubtedly consist of ;'>r .saaie sort of indigestible
dishes as those no^^^ betote him \ How many days,
thmk you, would he «tuvivo a continuance of this rich
fare ?

These reflections so troubled wise King Midas that
he began to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one
de.n'able thing in the world, or even the most desir-
able. But this was only a passing thought. So fas-
cinated was Midas with the glitter of the yelIo^v metaL
that he woald still have refused to give up the Golden
Touch for so paltry a consideration as a breakfast.
Just imagine what a price for one meal's victuals ! It
would have been the same as paying millions and mill-
ions of money (and as many millions more as would
take forever to reckon up) for some fried trout, an
egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a cup of coffee

!

" It would be quite too dear," thought Midas.
Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the per-

plexity of his situation, that he again groaned aloud
and very grievously too. Our pretty Marygold could
endure it no longer. She r,at. a moment, gazing at
her father, and trying, with alj ; J^e might of her little
wits, to find out what was the laatter with him. Tliec
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mih. a sweet and sorrowful impulse to comfort him, she
started from her chair, and, running to Midas, threw
her arms affectionately about his knees. He bentdown
and kissed her. He felt that his little daughter's love
was worth a thousand times more than he had gained
by the Golden Touch.

" My precious, precious Marygold I
" cried ho.

But Marygold made no answer.

Alas, what had he done ? How fatal was the gift
which the stranger bestowed ! The moment the lips
of Midas touched Marygold's forehead, a change had
taken place. Her sweet, rosy face, so full of affection
as it had been, assumed a glittering yellow color, with
yellow tear-drops congealing on her cheeks. Her
beautiful brown ringlets took the same tint. Her soft
and tender little form grew hard and inflexible within
her father's encircling arms. Oh, terrible misfortune I

The victim of his insatiable desire for wealth, little
Marygold was a human child no longer, but a golden
statue I

Yes, there she was, with the questioning look of love,
grief, and pity, hardened into her face. It was the
prettiest and most woful sight that ever mortal saw.
All the features and tokens of Marygold were there

;

even the beloved little dimple remained in her golden
chin. But, the more perfect was the resemblance, the
greater was the father's agony at beholding this golden
image, which was all that was left him of a daughter.
It had been a favorite phrase of Midas, whenever he
felt particularly fond of the child, to say that she was
worth her weight in gold. And now the phrase had
become literally true. And now, at last, when it was
too late, he felt how infinitely a warm, and tender heart,
that loved him, exceeded in value all the wealth that
could be piled up betwixt the earth and sky I

\
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It would be too sad a story, if I were to tell you how
Midas, in the fulness of all his gratified desires, began
to wring his hands and bemoan himself ; and how he
could neither bear to look at Marygold, nor yet to look
away from her. Except when his eyes were fixed on
the unage, he could not possibly beheve that she was
changed to gold. But, stealing another glance, there
was the precious little figure, with a yellow tear-drop
on its yellow cheek, and a look so piteous and tender,
that it seemed as if that very expression must needs
scrften the gold, and make it flesh again. This, how-
ever, could not be. So Midas had only to wring his
hands, and to wish that he were the poorest man in
the wide world, if tjie loss of all his wealth might
bring back the faintest rose-color to his dear child's

face.

While he was in this tumult of despair, he suddenly
beheld a stranger standing near the door. Midas bent
down his head, without speaking ; for he recognized
the same figure which had appeared to him, the day
before, in the treasure-room, and had bestowed on him
this disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch. The
stranger's countenance still wore a smile, which seemed
to shed a yellow lustre all about the room, and gleamed
on little Marygold's image, and on the other objects
that had been transmuted by the touch of Midas.

" Well, friend Midas," said the stranger, " pray how
do you succeed with the Golden Touch ?

"

Midas shook his head.
" I am very miserable," said he.

" Very miserable, indeed !
" exclaimed the stranger.

" And how happens that ? Have I not faithfully kept
my promise with you ? Have you not everything that

^
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« Gold is not everything," answered Midas. «' And
1 have lost all that my heart really cared for."

. "i^V»»
^"^ ^""^ ^^"^^ ""^^^ * discovery, since yes-

WJuch of these two things do you think is really worth
the most, -the gift of the Golden Touch, or one cupof clear cold water ?

"

» « ^u|i

"0 blessed water!" exclaimed Midas. "It willnever moisten my parched throat again I
"

"The Golden Touch," continued the stranger, "ora crust of bread ? " "*"ger, or

fCtu^""^
""^

^Jf^^'"
^'''^"'"^ ^^^^«' " i« worth allthe gold on earth!"

"
T.^^1

^,'!?'^'" ^^"'^'" ^^^^^ **^e stranger, " or your

Tho""^^^^^^ "^"^' ^^'*' ^^^ ^^^^ - «^^ --
"Oh my child, my dear child!" cried poor Midas,

wringing his hands. "I would not have given that
one smaU dimple m her chin for the power of chang-
ing ttiis whole big earth into a soHd lump of gold ' "

" You are wiser than you were, King Midas I
" said

the stranger, looking seriously at him. " Your own
heart I perceive has not been entirely changed from
flesh to gold Were it so, your case would indeed be
desperate. But you appear to be still capable of under-
standing that the commonest things, such as lie within
everybody's grasp, are more valuable than the riches
Which so many mortals sigh and struggle after. Tellme now, do you sincerely desire to rid yourself of this
Golden Touch?"

" It is hateful to i«^e :
" replied Midas.A fly settled on bs nose, but immediately fell to the

Tr 1 "' ,f"'.^''^
^""^"^^^ ^°^^- ^'^^^^ shuddered.

Uo,then, saad the stranger, "and plunge into the
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river that glides past tli 'jott^iu oi your garden. Take
likewise a vasu of the ame water, and sprinkle it over
any object that you may desire to change back again
from gold into its fonuer substance. If you do this in

earnestness and sincerity, it may pos:
'^

' , ..^^^.i- the
mischief which your avarice has occasioned."

King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted his

head, the lustrous stranger had vanished.

You will e;j jily believe that Midas lost no time in

snatching up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas me I

it was no longer earthen after he touched it), and has-

tening to tlie river-side. As he s(!ampered along, and
forced his way throuj^h the shrubbery, it was ])ositively

marvellous to see how tlie foliage turned dlow behind

him, as if the autunm had been tht?re, and nowliere

else. On reaching the river's brink, he plunged head-

long in, V, [fhout wailing so much as to pull off his

shoes.

" Poof ! poof ! poof !
" snorted King Midas, as his

head emerged out of the water. " W ell ; this is really

a refreshing bath, and I think it must have quite

washed away the Golden '^ouch. iind i >w for filling

my pitcher !

"

As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it glad-

dened his V'^ry heart to see ii, change fro ; gold into

the same good, honest earthen vessel which it had
been before he touched it. He was consci; \4, also, of
a change within himself. A cold, rd, nd heavy-

weight seemed to have goi t^ out oJ .s som. No
doubt, his heart had been gradually sing *ts human
substai)'

, and transmuting itself into insensible metal,

but had now softened back again into flesh. Perceiv-

ing a violet, that grew on the bank of the river, Midas
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that the delicate flower retained its pnrpk h„e in-

King Midas hastened back to the palac'e, and Isuppose the servants knew not what 'to n,uL „' itwhen they saw their royal master so earefully bring nlhome an earthen pit.her „f water. But that wL?
>vh>eh was to nndo all the misehi ' that his follyMwrought, was more precious to Mi,u, than ano'oan^molten gold could have been. The first tl "n,^ he "lidas you need hardly be tohl, was to .sprinkle ,t by hanifuls over the golden figure of little MarygoldW edT's ""^ '*

!r"
°" "" *'«'" y- «"•"'' have

,Ze n r.'"""^
''"""'" "egan to sneeze and«imtte..-and how astonished she was to find her-

:l :'::r r';^*'
""' -^^ '^*-- ^^^^ ^-^-^^

—

" Pray do i, lear father I " cried she. " See how

Z^:;,T -^ "- f-". which I pnt on oni; thU

For Marygold did not know that she h.ad been a lit.

tKr/ !"•'
"""''' ^''^ -«n.en.ber anything

that had happened since the moment when she ranwith outstretched arms to comfort poor King Midas.

I f u?, , f '"* ""* "'"''' " necessary to tell his be-

himself with showmg how much wiser he had nowgrown. For this purpose, he led little MarygMd "nZthe garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder ofZwate. over the rose-bush^s, and with such good eCttha^ ...ove five thousand n.ses . ecovc,^ thefr beanlhd
"ioum. inei* wei-e two circumstauces, however, which.



74 THE OOLDEN TOUCH.

as lon^ as he lived, used to put King Midas in mind
of the Golden Touch. One vas, that the sands of the

river sparkled like [?old ; the other, that little Mary-
gold's hair had now a golden tinge, which he had never
observed in it before slie had been transnuitod by the

effei't of his kiss. This change of hue was really an
improvement, and made Marygold's hair richer than

in her babyhood.

When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and
used to trc)t Marygold's children on his knee, he was
fond of telling them this marvellous story, pretty much
as I have now told it to you. And then would he
stroke their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their

hair, likewise, had a rich shade of gold, which they had
inherited from their mother.

" And to tell you the truth, my precious little folks,"

quoth King Midas, diligently trotting the children all

the while, " ever since that morning, I have hated the
very sight of all other gold, save iAm I

'*

Cl :
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SHADOW BROOK.

AFIKH THE STORY.

fond of eliciting a <lefinite opinion from his auditors,
did you ever m all your lives, listen to a better storythan this of ' The Golden Touch "> " ^

PrLT^^' « •/'' ^^'^

f"^'^ "* ^^"S- Midas," said saucy
Primrose, « it was a famous one thousands of years be-
fore Mr. Eustace Bright came into the world, and will
continue to be so as long after he quits it. But some
people have what we may call ' The Leaden Touch,'

^hirgLTpr.''"^ '"" ^"^ ''^-^ ''-' ^'-y '^y

"You are a smart child, Primrose, to be not yet inyour teens said Eustace, taken, rather aback by thepiquancy of her criticism. "But you well know inyour«y little heart, that I have burnished 'theoU gold of Midas all over anew, and have made it
shine as it never shone before. And then that figure

Tn ^J^ A 1^' ^"^ Pr^^^^ "^ '^^^^ workmanfhip
in that ? And how finely I have brought out anddeepened the moral I What say you. Sweet Fern;
Dandelion, Clover, Periwinkle? l^^ould any of you
after hearmg this story, be so foolish as to desire the
laculty of changing things to gold ? "

" I 8hould like " said Periwinkle, a girl of ten, « tohave the power of turning everything to gold with my
Kgh.xoreimger: but^ with my left forefinger, I should
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I

want the power of changing it back again, if the first

change did not please me. And I know what I would
do, this very afternoon !

"

" Pray tell me," said Eustace.

" Why," answered Periwinkle, " I would touch every
one of these golden leaves on the trees with ray left

forefinger, and make them all green again ; so that we
might have the summer back at once, with no ugly
winter in the mean time."

" O Periwinkle
!
" cried Eustace Bright, " there yoa

are wrong, and would do a great deal of mischief.

Were I Midas, I would make nothing else but just

such golden days as these over and over again, all the
year throughout. My best thoughts always come a
little too late. Why did not I tell you how old King
Midas came to America, and changed the dusky au-
tumn, such as it is in other countries, into the bur-

nished beauty which it here puts on ? He gilded the

leaves of the great volume of Nature."

"Cousin Eustace," said Sweet Fern, a ^ood little

boy, who was always making particular inquiries about
the precise height of giants and the littleness of fai-

ries, " how big was Marygold, and liow much did she
weigh after she was turned to gold ?

"

" She was about as tall as you are," replied Eus-
tace, " and, as gold is very heavy, she weighed at least

two thousand pounds, and might liave been coined into

thirty or forty thousand gold dollars. I wish Prim-
rose were worth half as much. Come, little people,
let us clamber out of the dell, and look about us."

They did so. The sun was now an hour or two be-
yond its noontide mark, and filled the great hollow of

the valley with its western radiance, so that it seemed
to be brimming with mellow light, and to spill it over
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the surrounding hill-sides, like golden wme out of a
bowl. It was such a day that you could not help say-
ing- of it, " There never was such a day before !

"
al-

though yesterday was just such a day, and to-morrow
will be just such another. Ah, but there are very few
of them in a twelvemonth's circle ! It is a remark-
able pecuiiarily of these October days, that each of
them seems to occupy a great deal of space, although
the sun rises rather tardily at that season of the year,
and goes to bed, as little children ought, at sober six
o'clock, or even earlier. We cannot, therefore, call
the days long

; but they appear, somehow or other, to
make up for their shortness by their breadth ; and
when the cool night comes, we are conscious of having
enjoyed a big armful of life, since morning.
"Come, children, come!" cried Eustace Bright.

" More nuts, more nuts, more nuts ! Fill all your bas-
kets

; and, at Christmas time, I will crack them for
you, and tell you beautiful stories !

"

So away they went ; all of them in excellent spirits,

except little Dandelion, who, 1 am sorry to tell you,
had reen sitting on a chestnut-bur, and was stuck as
full as a pincushion of its prickles. Dear me, how un-
comfortably he must have felt 1
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TANGLEWOOD PLAY-ROOM.

INTRODUCTORY TO "THE PARADISE OF CHILDREN."

The golden days of October passed away, as so
many other Octobers have, and brown November like-

wise, and the greater part of chill December, too. At
last came merry Christmas, and Eustace Bright along
with it, making it all the merrier by his presence.
And, the day after his arrival from college, there came
a mighty snow-storm. Up to this time, the winter
had held back, and had given us a good many mild
days, which were like smiles upon its wrinkled visage.
The grass had kept itself green, in sheltered places,
such as the nooks of southern hill-slopes, and along
the lee of the stone fences. It was but a week or two
ago, and since the beginning of the month, that the
children had found a dandelion in bloom, on the mar-
gin of Shadow Brook, where it glides out of the dell.

But no more green gi-ass and dandelions now. This
was such a snow-storm! Twenty miles of it might
have been visible at once,. between the windows^of
Tanglewood and the dome of Taconic, had it been
possible to see so far among the eddying drifts that
whitened all the atmosphere. It seemed as if the
hills were giants, and were flinging monstrous hand-
fuls of snow at one another, in their enoimous sport.
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So thick were the fluttering snow-flakes, that even the
trees, midway down the valley, were hidden by them
the greater part of the time. Sometimes, it is true,

the little prisoners of Tanglewood could discern a dim
outline of Monument Mountain, and the smooth white-
ness of the frozen lake at its base, and the black or
gray tracts of woodland in the nearer landscape. But
these were merely peeps through the tempest.

Nevertheless, the children rejoiced greatly in the
snow-storm. They had already made acquaintance
with it, by tumbling heels over head into its highest
drifts, and flinging snow at one another, as we have
just fancied the Berkshire mountains to be doing.
And now they had come back to their spacious play-
room, which was as big as the great drawing-room,
and was lumbered with all sorts of playthings, large
and small. The biggest was a rocking-horse, that
looked like a real pony ; and there was a whole fam-
ily of wooden, waxen, plaster, and china dolls, besides
rag-babies

; and blocks enough to build Bunker Hill
Monument, and nine-pins, and bails, and humming-
tops, and battledores, and grace-sticks, and skipping-
ropes, and more of such valuable property than I

could tell of in a printed page. But the cuildren
liked the snow-storm better than them all. It sug-
gested so many brisk enjoyments for to-morrow, and
all the remainder of the winter. The sleigh-ride ; the
slides down hill into the valley ; the snow-images that
were to be shaped out ; the snow-fortf*^s*He^ that WMm
to be built ; and the snowballing to b*^ carri^l on !

So th^' little folks blessed the 8now-»f/»rm, antA were
glad to see it come thicker and fctiiekfr, and <^a*/hed

hopefully the long drift that was piling itself up in
f'.no o ironiic avuA tiro o n5..... -- - -^-iriAV'j 'Jv&s^Si. T7 -u>3 tsi.s.t;caLiA

Ix, 1 .U^- i.1

heads.
.J

iiigzicr i,jssw s4ij K.I liiBiS
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(( Why, we shall be blocked up till spring! " cried

they, with the hugest delight. " What a pity that the
house is too high to be quite covered up ! The little
red house, down yonder, will be buried up to its
eaves."

" You silly children, what do you want of more
snow ? " asked Eustace, who, tired of some novel that
he was skinmiing through, had stroUed into the play-
room. "It has done mischief enough already, by
spoiling the only skating that I could hope for through
the winter. We shall see nothing more of the lake
till April

; and this was to have been my first day
upon it

! Don't you pity me, Primrose ?
"

" Oh, to be sure
!
" answered Primrose, laughing.

" But, for your comfort, we will listen to another of
your old stories, such as you told us under the porch,

• and down in the hollow, by Shadow Brook. Perhaps
I shall like them better nov,-, when there is nothing to
do, than while there were nuts to be gathered, and
beautiful weather to enjoy."

Hereupon, Periwinkle, Clover, Sweet Fern, and as
many others of the little fraternity and cousinhood
as were still at Tanglewood, gathered about Eustace,
and earnestly besought him for a story. The student
yawned, stretched himself, and then, to the vast ad-
miration of the small people, skipped three times back
and forth over the top of a chair, in order, as he ex-
plained to them, to set his wits in motion.

" WeU, well, children," said he, after these prelimi-
naries, " since you insist, and Primrose has set her
heart upon it, I will see what can be done for you.
And, that you may know what happy days there were
before snow-storms came into fashion, I will tell you a
story of the oldest of all old times, when the world
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was as new as Sweet Fern's bran-new humming-top.
There was then but one season in the year, and that

was the delightful summer ; and but one age for mor-
tals, and that was childhood."

" I never heard of that before," said Primrose.
"Of course, you never did," answered Eustace.

" It shall be a story of what nobody but myself ever
dreamed of,— a Paradise of children,— and how, by
the naughtiness of just such a little imp as Primrose
here, it all came to nothing." /
So Eustace Bright sat down in the chair which he

had just been skipping over, took Cowslip upon his

knee, ordered silence throughout the auditory, and be-

gan a story about a sad naughty child, whoso name
was Pandora, and about her playfellow Epimetheus.
You may read it, word for word, in the pages that
come next.



THE PARADISE OP CHILDREN.

Long, long ago, when this old world was in its

tender infancy, there was a child, named Epimetheus,
who never had either father or mother ; and, that he
might not be lonely, another child, fatherless and
motherless like himself, was sent from a far country,
to live with him, and be his playfellow and helpmate.
Her name was Pandora.

The first thing that Pandora saw, when she entered
the cottage where Epimetheus dwelt, was a gresLt box.
And almost the first question which she put to liim,

after crossing the threshold, was this,—
" Epimetheus, what have you in that box ?

"

"My dear little Pandora," answered Epimetheus,
" that is a secret, and you must be kind enough not to
ask any questions about it. The box was left here to
be kept safely, and I do not myself know what it con-
tains."

" But who gave it to you ? " asked Pandora. " And
where did it come from ?

"

" That is a secret, too," replied Epimetheus,
"How provoking!" exclaimed Pandora, pouting

her lip. " I wish the great ugly box were out of the
way !

"

" Oh come, don't think of it any more," cried Epime-
theus. " Let us run out of doors, and have some nk^
play with the other children."

It is thousands of years since Epimetheus and Pan-
dora were alive : and the world, nowadays^ i» a very

It

m
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different sort of thing from what it was in their time.
Then, everybody was a child. There needed no
fathers and mothers to take care of the children ; be-
cause there was no danger, nor trouble of any kind,
and no clothes to be mended, and there was always
plenty to eat and drink. Whenever a child wanted
his dinner, he foimd it growing on a tree ; and, if he
looked at the tree in the morning, he could see the ex-
panding blossom of that night's supper ; or, at even-
tide, he saw the tender bud of to-morrow's breakfast.
It was a very pleasant life indeed. No labor to be
done, no tasks to be studied ; nothing but sports and
dances, and sweet voices of children talking, or carol-
ling like birds, or gushing out in merry laughter,
throughout the livelong day.

What was most wonderful of aU, the children never
quarrelled among themselves ; neither had they any
crying fits

; nor, since time first began, had a single
one of these little mortals ever gone apart into a cor-
ner, and sulked. Oh, what a good time was that to be
alive in ? The truth is, those ugly little winged mon-
eters, called Troubles, which are now almost as nu-
merous as mosquitoes, bad oever yet been seen on the
earth. It is probable that the very greatest dis-
quietude which a child had ever experienced was Pan.
dora's vexation at not being able to discover the secret
of the mysterious box

This was at first only the faint shadow of a Trouble

;

but, every day, it grew more and more substantial,
until, before a great while, the cottage of Epimetheus
and Paaadtaa was less sunshiny than those of the other
ehildren.

^^hence can the box have eome ? " Paadora con-

""'"'U kept sanng to hersdf and to Epimetheus.
** And what in. the wodd can be in^da of it ?

"

i
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" Always talking about this box !
" said Epimetheus,

at last ; for he had grown extremely tired of the sub'

ject. " I wish, dear Pandora, you would try to talk

of something else. Come, let us go and gather some

ripe figs, and eat them under the trees, for our supper.

And I know a vine that has the sweetest and juiciest

grapes you ever tasted."

" Always talking about grapes and figs !
" cried

Pandora, pettishly.

"Well, then," said Epimetheus, who was a very

good-tempered child, like a multitude of children in

those days, " let us run out and have a merry time

with our playmates."

*'I am tired of merry times, and don't care if 1

never have any more !

" answered our pettish little

Pandora. " And, besides, I never do have any. This

ugly box ! I am so taken up with thinking about it

all the time. I insist upon your telling me what is

inside of it."

" As I have already said, fifty times over, I do not

know !
" replied Epimetheus, getting a little vexed.

*' How, then, can I tell you what is inside ?
"

" You might open it," said Pandora, looking side-

ways at Epimetheus, " and then we could see for our-

selves."

" Pandora, what are you thinking of ? " exclaimed

Epimetheus.

And his face expressed so much horror at the idea

of looking into a box, which had been confided to him

on the condition of his never opening it, that Pandora

thought it best not to suggest it any more. Still, how-

ever, she could not help thinking and talking about

the box.
LL k i

," said she, *' } ou ciiu. tell iuc how It cuino

here.'
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"It was left at the door," replied Epimetheus,
just betore you came, by a person who looked very

smilmg and intelligent, and who could hardly forbear
laughing as he put it down. He was dressed in anodd kind of a cloak, and had on a cap that seemed to
be made partly of feathers, so that it looked ahnost as
II it had wings.

;'
What sort of a staff had he ? " asked Pandora.

^

Oh the most curious staff you ever saw ! " cried
Epimetheus. "It was like two serpents twisting
around a stick and was carved so naturally that I, at
liist, thought the serpents were alive

"

" I know him," said Pandora, thoughtfully. " No-body else has such a staff. It was Quicksilver ; andhe brought me hither, as weU as the box. No doubthe intended it for me
; and, most probably, it contain

pretty dresses for me to wear, or toys for you and me
to^play with, or something very nice for us both to

« to utTo"- V'-r"""^^
Epimetheus, txirning away.

13ut until Quicksilver comes back and tells us so wehave neither of us any right to lift the .Md of the b^x."What a dull boy he is I " muttered Pandora asEpimetheus left the cottage. "I do wish he m"
iittJe more eiiterpiise !

"

Jj **"."
''•?.' """ ?'""' '"' =*™™'' Epi.»etheu3 hadgone out without asking Pandora to accompany hun.He went to gather flgs and grape, by himself, or toseek whatever amusement he couhl find, in other soci-

ety than h,s httle playfeliow's. He was tired to death
of hearmg about the box, and heartily wished that

SdtlT'r ""^r ^'^ ""> messenger's name,had eft .t at some other ehihrs door, wher« ta.dori^
?fould never have set eyes on it So perseverlagly as

I.

s,

i

m
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she did babble about this one thing I The box, the

box, and notliing but the box ! It seemed as if the

box were bewitched, and as if the cottage were not

big enough to hohl it, without Pandora's continually

stumbling over it, and making Epimctheus stumble

over it likewise, and bruising all four of their shins.

Well, it was really hard that poor Epimetheua

should have a box in his ears from morning till night

;

especially as the little people of the earth were so un-

accustomed to vexations, in those happy days, that

they knew not how to deal with them. Thus, a small

vexation made as much disturbance then, as a far big-

ger one would in pur own times.

After Epimetheus was gone, Pandora stood gazing

at the box. She n.-d called it ugly, above a hundred

times ; but, in s]j!:» <-• all that she had said against it,

it was positive]} s vevy handsome article of fiu-niture,

and would have been quite an ornament to any room

in which it shoidd be placed. It was made of a beau-

tiful kind of wood, with dark and rich veins spreading

over its surface, which was so highly polished that lit-

tle Pandora could see her face in it. As the child had

no other looking-glass, it is odd that she did not value

the box, merely on this account.

The edges and corners of the box were carved with

most wonderful skill. Around the margin there were

figures of graceful men and '/omen, and the prettiest

children ever seen, reclining or sporting amid a pro-

fusion of flowers and foliage ; and these various ob-

jects were so exquisitely represented, and were wrought

together in such harmony, that flowers, foliage, and

human beings seemed to combine into a wreath of

mingled beauty. But here and there, peeping forth

from behind the carved foliage. Pandora once or twice
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fancied that slic saw a face not so lovely, or something
or other that was clisagioeable, and vshich stole tlie
beauty out of all tlie rest. Nevertheless, on looking
more closely, and touchin^r the spot with her finger
she couhl discover nothing of the kind. Some f

'

that was really beautiful, luid been made to look
by her catching a sidevvay glimpse at it.

The mo t I .autiful face of aU was done in what is
caUed hig^ relief, in the centre of the lid. There wa^
nothing else, save H.e dark, smooth richness of the
polished wood, and as one face in the centre, with a
garland of flowers about its brow. Pandora had
looked at this face a great many times, and imagined
that the mouth could sniile if it liked, or be gravewhen It chose, the same as any living mouth. The
features, indoed, aU wore a veiy lively and rather
mischievous xpression, which looked ahnost as if it
needs must burst out of the carved lips, and utter it.
Belt m words.

«nn^!'lI•*^^^"lVP"^^°' '^ ^^^^ P^«^^% have been
something like this

:

^ j

" Do not be afraid, Pandora ! What harm can
there be m opening the box ? Neve, mind that poor,
simple Epimetheus

! You are wiser than he, and have
ten times as much spirit. Open the box, and see if
you do not find something very pretty !

"

The box I had almost forgotten to say, was fas-
tened

;
not by a lock, nor by any other such contri-

vance, but by a very intricate knot of gold cord.
There appeared to be no end to this knot, and no be-ginnmg. Never was a knot so cunningly twisted, nor
with so many ms and outs, which roguishly defied the
skilfullest fingers to disentan^lp the- 4-^

~t

"

the very difficulty that there was in it, Pandora wa^
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the more teinpttid to examine the kiuit, und just see

how it was made. Two or three times, already, she

had stooped over the box, and taken the knot between

her thumb and forefinger, but without positively try-

ing to undo it.

"I really believe," said she to herself, "that I begin

to see how it was done. Nay, perhaps I could tie it

up again, after undoing it. There would be no harm

in that, surely. Even Ei)imetheus would not blame

me for that. I need not open the box, and shoidd

not, of course, without the foolish boy's consent, even

if the knot were untied."

It miglit have been better for Pandora if she had

hml a little work to do, or anything to employ her

mind upon, so as not to be so copstautly thinking of

this one subject. But children led so easy a life, be-

fore any Troubles came into the world, that they had

really a great deal too much leisure. They could not

be forever playing at liide-and-seek among the flower-

shrubs, or at blind-man's-buff with garlands over their

eyes, or at whatever other games had been foimd out,

while Mother Earth was in her babyhood. When life

is all sport, toil is the real play. There was absolutely

nothing to do. A little sweeping and dusting about

the cottage, I suppose, and the gathering of fresh

flowers (which were only too abundant everywhere),

and arranging them in vases,— and pour little Pan-

dora's day's work was over. And then, for the rest of

the day, there was the box

!

After all, I am not quite sure that the box was not

a blessing to her in its way. It supplied her with suoh

a variety of ideas to think of, and to talk about, when-

ever she had anybody to listen ! When she was in

guUU-UUJUiur, Siiu uuUiu. avimiic viio wix^uv j^^i.^t^'j -r. ..,•;?
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Sides and tho rich border of l,eautiful faces and foli-
aff. .hat ran all aro.u.d it. Or, if she chanced t. l.o
Ill-tempered Hhe could ^.Jve it a push, or kick it withher nauo^hty httle foot. An,l many a kick di.l the box-- (but It was a mischievous box, as we shall see, and
deserved all ,t got ) _ many a kick did it receive
i3ut, certain ,t is, if it had not been fo: the box, our
ac ive-„„nded httle Pandora would not have known
half so well how to spend her time as she now did.

lor It was really an endless en.ploynient to guess
whatwa.s mside. W'mt could it be, indeed ? Just
imagme, my little hearers, h.w busy yoin- wits would
be, If there were a great box in the house, which, asyou miglit have reason to suppose, contained some-
thing new and pretty for your Christmas or New-
Years gifts. Do you think that you should be less
curious than Pandora? If you were left alone with
the box, might you not feel a little tempted to lift the
li«l^ But you woidd not do it. Oh, fie! Jso, no!
Unly, if you thought there were toys in it, it would be
so very hard to let slip an opportunity of taking just
one peep

! I know not whether Pandora expected any
toys

;
for none had yet begun to be mado, probably, in

those days, when the world itself was one great play-
thing for the children that dwelt upon it. But Pan
dora was convinced that there was something verv
beautiful and valuable in the box ; and therefore she
teit just as anxious to take a peep as any of these
little prls, here around me, would have felt. And
possibly, a little more so ; but of that I am not quite
so certain. ^

On this particular day, however, which we have so
long been talking about, her cnriositv ora,., .,. «,,,.u

greater than it usually waa, that, at last, she ap-

y
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preached the box. She was more than half deter-

tuined to o})en it, if she could. Ah, naughty Pan-

dora!

First, however., she '.ricd to lift it. It was heavy ;

quite too heavy for the slender strength of a child,

like Pandora. She raised one end of the box a few

inches from the floor, and let it fall again, with a

pretty loud tliump. A moment afterwards, she al-

most fancied that she heard something sti;' inside of

the box. She applied her ear as closely as possible,

and listened. Positively, there did seem to be a kind

of stifled murmur, within ! Or was it merely the

sinjfinjr in Pandora's ears ? Or could it be the beat-

ing of her heart ? The child '^ould not quite satisfy

herself whether she had heard anything or no. But,

at all events, her curiosity was stronger than ever.

As she drew back her head, her eyes fell upon the

knot of gold cord.

"It must have been a very }*:> ous person "vho

tied this knot," said Pandora to herself " But I think

I could untie it nevertheless. I am resolved, at least,

to find the two ends of the cord."

So she took he golden knot in her fingers, and

pried into its intricacier as sharply as she could. Al-

most without intendinf; it, or quite knowing what she

was about, she was soon busily engaged in attempting

to undo it. Meanwhile, the bright sunshine came

through the open window ; as did likewise the merry

voices of the children, playing at a distance, and per-

haps the voice of Epimetheus among them. Pandora

stopped to listen. V^hat a beautiful day it was I

Would it not be wiser, if she were to let the trouble-

some knot alone, and think no more about the box,

but run and join her little playfellows, and be happy ?
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Al! this time, however, her fingers were half un-

consciously busy with the knot ; and happening to
glance at the flower-wreatluMl face on the lid of the
enchanted box, she seemed to perceive it slyly grin-
ning at her. "^ "^ *

" That face looks very mischievous," thought Pan-
dora. "I wonder whether it smiles because I am do-
ing wrong! I have the greatest mind in the world torun away

!

But just then, by the merest accident, she gave the
faiot a kind of a twist, which produced a wonderful
result The gold cord untwined itself, as if by magic,
and left the box without a iastening.

" This is the strangest thing I ever knew ! " said
Pandora. " What wiU Epimetheus say ? And how
can I possilly tie it up again ? "

She made one or two attempts to restore the knot,
but soon found it quite beyond her skill. It had dis-
entangled itself so suddenly that she could not in the
least remember how the strings had been doubled intoone another

;
and when she tried to recollect the shapeand appearance of the knot, it seemed to have gone

entirely out of her mind. Nothing was to be done,
tiierefore, but to let the box remain as it was mitil
Jiipimetheus should come in.

''But," said Pandora, "when he finds the knot un-
tiea he Will know that I have done it. How shall Imake Inm believe that I have not looked into the

And then the thought came into her naughty little
heart that, since she would be suspected of having
looked into the box, she might just as weU do so at
once. Uh, very nauffhtv and verv fnoi;«h Pandor- »

3fou should have thought only of doing what wu
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right, and of leaving undone what was wrong, and not
of what your i)Iayfellow E])inietheu8 would have said or
believed. And ho iH'rhajJS she might, if the enchanted
faee on the lid of tlie box liad not looked so bewiteh-
ingly persuasive at her, and if she ha<l not seemed
to hear, more distinetly, than before, the murmur of
snudl voices within. She could not tell whether it

was fancy or n(. ; but there was quite a little tumult
of whispers in her ear,— or else it was her curiosity
tliat whispered,—

" Let us out, dear Pandora, — i)ray let us out I

We will be such nice i)retty playfellows for you 1

Only let us out !

"

" What can it be?" thought Pandora. " Is there
something alive in the box? Well! yes! 1 am
resolved to take just one i)eep ! Only one peep ; and
then the lid shall be shut down as safely as everl
There cannot i)08sibly be any harm in just one little

pee}) !

"

But it is now time for us to see what Epimetheus
was doing.

This was the first time, since his little jdaymate had
come to dwell with him, that he had attempted to en-
joy any pleasure in which she did not partake. But
nothing went riglit ; nor was he nearly so happy as on
other days. Ho could not find a sweet grape or a ripe
fig (if Epimetheus had a fault, it was a little too much
fondness for figs) ; or, if ripe at all, they were over-
ripR, and so sweet as to be cloying. There was no
mirth in his heart, such as usually made his voice
gush out, of its own accord, and swell the merriment
of his companions. In short, he grew so uneasy and
discontented, that the other children could not imag-
ine what was the matter with Epimetheus. Neither
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did he himself know what ailed him, any better tluu»
they ,lid l„r you must recollect that, at the time we
are speaking, of, ,t was everybody's nature, an.l <.<.„.
stant habit, to be haj.py. The world had not vet
learned to be otherwise. Not a single soul or body
since these children were first sent to cniov thenil
selves on the beautiful earth, had ever been siek orout or sorts.

At length, discovering that, somehow or other he
put a stop to all the play, Epimetheus judged it best
to go back to Pandora, who was in a Inunor better
suited to his own. But, with a hojie of gjvin.r her
pleasure, he gathered some flowers, and made ''them
into a wreath, which he meant t.. put upon her head.
The flowers were very lovely,_ roses, and lilies, and
orange-blossoms, and a great many more, which left a
trail of fragrance behind, as Epimetheus carried their
along; and the wreath was put together with as much
skill as could reasonably be expected of a bov. The
fiugersof little girls, it has always appeared to me,
are the fittest to twine flower-wreaths; but boys coulddo It, in those days, rather better than they can now.And here I must mention that a gre black cloud
had been gatliermg in the sky, for some >xe past, al-
though It had not yet overspread the sun. But, iust
as Jl^pimetheus reached the cottage door, this cloud be-gan to intercept the sunshine, and thus to make a sud-
den and sad obscurity.

He entered softly
; for he meant, if possible, to steal

behind Pandora, and fling the >vieath of flowers over
her head before she should be aware of his approach,
liut, as it happened, there was no need of his treading
so very lightly He might have trod as heavily as he
pleased,— as heavily as a grown man,— as heavily
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I was poing to say, as an elephant,— without muoli
probability of Pandora's hearing his footsteps. She
was too intent u[)on her purjMise. At the moment of
his entering the cottage, the naughty child had put hep
hand to the lid, and was on the point of opening the
mysterious box. Epimetheus beheld her. If he had
cried out. Pandora would probably have withdrawn her
hand, and the fatal mystery of the box might never
have been known.

But Epimetheus himself, although he said very little

about it, had his own share of curiosity to know what
was inside. Perceiving that Pandora was resolvetl to
find out the secret, he determined that his playfellow
should not be the only wise person in the cottage.
And if there were anything pretty or valuable in the
box, he meant to take half of it to himself. Thus,
after all his sage speeches to Pandora about restrain-
ing her curiosity, Epimetheus turned out to be quite
as foolish, and nearly as much in fault, as she. So,
whenever we blame Pandora for what happened, we
must not forget to shake our heads at Epimetheus
likewise.

As Pandora raised the lid, the cottage grew very
dark and dismal ; for the black cloud had now swept
quite over the sun, and seemed to have buried it alive.
There had, for a little while past, been a low growling
and muttering, which all at once broke into a heavy
peal of thunder. But Pandora, heeding nothing of all
this, lifted the lid nearly upright, and looked inside.
It seemed as if a sudden swarm of winged creptures
brushed past her, taking flight out of the box, while,
at the same instant, she heard the voice of Epimetheus,
with a lamentable tone, as if he were in pain.

" Oh, I am stung 1
" cried he. " I am stnnff

!
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Naughty Pandora

!
why have you oiK)uea tliis wicke.l

PaiHlom lot fall tho l.M, an.l, Htartin^ „n, l„ok.dabou hor to soo what h.I hefallon Epin.etheus. Thethunder..l«ud had so darkened the room that «he co„Wno very clearly cliscern what was in it. But she helda disagreeable bu^z.n^, as if a p-eat many U^e fliesor giganfo mos<,uitcH^s, or those insects which we call'
d^>r.bugs,an.l pn.chin.Mlop,, were darting alK.ut. And,as her eyes ^rew more a^-custonied to the in.perfec
b^'ht, she saw a <.row,l of u^.ly little 8ha,>e«, with b Us'

tHt iLr 7- '" '"'•' *""'•
^* "^^ ««« «f thesethat had stung Lpunotheus. Nor was it a great while

P rand'a^^ T^^ *" «^'^--'^» - I-pani and affright than her playfeUow, and making avast deal more hubbub about it. An o<lious TiUle

stung her I know not how deeply, if Epimetheus hadnot run and brushed it away.
Now if you %vish to know what these ugly thintrs

jnight be which .i made their escape out of [he box
1 must tell you that they were the whole family of
earthly Troubles. There were evil Passions; tCwere a great many species of Cares ; there were more
than a hundred and fifty Sorrows ; there were Dis-
eases, ma vast niunber of miserable and painful

wtUr I T '"'"^ ""^'^ ^°^^ **^ Naughtiness than it

thin l\x.
^"^."'" *^ *^^ ^^"*- I" «l»«rt, eveiy.

thing that has since afflicted the souls and bodies ofmankind had been shut up in the mysterious box, and
given t» Epunetheus and Pandora t« be kept safelvm order that the happy children of the world ™?'-Hnever be molested by them. Had they been faitMill

f

i
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to thoir trust, nil would have pono well. No prown
pppHon wouhl ovrr havo Iwcii sa«l, nor any diild Imvo
Iijul cttUHo to Hht'd u Hiiigle tear, from tluit hour until
tills niotiicnt.

Hut— and yoti may roo hy this how a wrong act of
any one mortal is a «alamity to the whole world by
Pandora's liftinj,' the lid of that miserable Ixix, and by
the fault of Epinu'tlieus, too, in n«>t i»reventinj,' her,
th('s<« Troubles hav(» obtained ji foothold amon^' us,

and dc) not seem very lik»'ly to be driven away in a
hurry. For it was impossible, as you will easily ^niess,

that the two children sh(»uld keep the u^dy swarm in
their own little eottajre. ()n the contrary, the first

thing that they did was to fling op<'n the (kwirs and
windows, in hopes of getting rid of them ; and, sure
enough, away flew the winged Troubles all abroad,
and so pestered and tormented tlu; small people, every-
where about, that none of them so imurh as smiled for
many days aft<?rwar(ls. And, what was very singular,
all the flowers and dewy blossoms on earth, not one of
which ha<l hitherto faded, now began to droop and
shod their leaves, after a day or two. The chihlren,
moreover, who before seemed innnortal in their child-
hood, now grew older, day by day, and came soon to
be youths and maidens, and men and women by and
by, and aged people, before they dreamed of such a
thing.

Meanwhile, the naughty Pandora, and hardly less
naughty Epimetheus, remained in their cottage. IJoth
of them had been grievously stimg, and were in a good
deal of pain, which seemed the more intolerable to
them, because it was the very first pain that had ever
been felt since the world began. Of (bourse, they were
entirely unaccustomed to it, and could have no idea

I
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what It monnt. It^-sidrs all this, tlicy wen* in pxoe..,!.
iiigly bml iniiiior, l.oth with tlu.msi'ivfH uiul with ono
another. In onlci- t- in(lul|r»! it fo the ntniost, Kj.i^
nn'thi'iis Hat (h.wn .milh-nly in a corner with Iuh hju-k
towanlH Piind.ini ; while I'andora Hun^r lH.r„,.if „j,on
the fl«M)ran(I rested In-r head on the fatal and al.om-
rnablo l)ox. 8he wuh eryiuij 'bitterly, and sobbinir as
11 her heart woid<l break.

Snddenly there was a gentle little tai) on the insid.)
of the lid.

"What can that be?" cried Pandora, liftinir her
head. *

Ihit either Epin.etheus had not heard the tap, or
wa8 tm, n.ueh ont of humor to notice it. At any rate,
he nia<le no answer.

" You are very unkind," said Pandora, sobbinff
anew, '' not to speak to me I

"

Again the tap I It sounded like the tiny knuekles

IV
'\ ^?:>' \ '"""^' knoclcing lightly and playfully on

the uiside ..f the box.

-Who are you ?" asked Pandora, with a little of
her former euriosity. -Who are you, inside of this
naughty box ?

"

A sweet little voice spoke fiom within,—
" Only lift the lid, and you shall see."'

u !! t'

.""'" ,^"''^*''''^'^ Pandora, again beginning to
sob, " I have had enough .>f lifting the lid ! You are
msideof the l)ox, naughty creature, and there you shaU
stay

!
There are plenty of your ugly brothers and

sisters already flying about the world. You need
never thinlc that I shall be so foolish as to let you
out

!

"

^

She looked towards Epimetheus, as she spoke, per-
haps expectmg that he would commeua her for her

i\\
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wisdom. But the sullen boy only muttered that she
was wise a little too late.

" Ah," said the sweet little voice again, " you had
much better let me out. I am not like those naughty
creatures that have stings in their tails. They are no
brothers and sisters of mine, as you would see at once,
if you were only to get a glimpse of me. Come, come,
my pretty Pandora ! I am sure you will let me out !

"

And, indeed, there was a kind of cheerful witchery
in the tone, that made it almost impossible to refuse
anything which this little voice asked. Pandora's
heart had insensibly grown lighter, at every word that
came from within the box. Epimetheus, too, though
still in the corner, had 'turned half round, and seemed
to be in rather better spirits than before.

" My dear Epimetheus," cried Pandora, " have you
heard this little voice ?

"

"Yes, to be sure I have," answered he, but in no
very good-humor as yet. " And what of it ?

"

"Shall I lift the lid again ? " asked Pandora.
"Just as you please," said Epimetheus. " You have

done so much mischief already, that perhaps you may
as well do a little more. One other Trouble, in such
a swarm as you have set adrift about the world, can
make no very great difference."

" You might speak a little more kindly 1 " mui-mured
Pandora, wiping her eyes.

^
" Ah, naughty boy !

" cried the little voice within
the box, in an arch and laughing tone. " He knows
he is longing to see me. Come, my dear Pandora,
lift up the lid. I am in a great hurry to comfort you.
Only let me have some fresh air, and you shall soon
see that matters are not <j[uite so dismal as you think
i.1

—

iiUCXU

|5i

I'
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"Epimetheus," exclaimed Pandora, "come what
may, 1 am resolved to open the box !

"

" And, as the lid seems very heavy," cried Epime-
theus, runnmg across the room, " I wiU help you I

"
So, with one consent, the two children again lifted

the hd. Out flew a sunny and smiling little person-
age, and hovered about the room, throwing a lidit
wherever she went. Have you never made the sun-
shine dance into dark corners, by reflecting it from
a bit of lookmg-glass? Well, so looked the winged
cheerfulness of this fair, -.ike stranger, amid the gloom
of the cottage She flew to Epimetheus, and lakl the
east touch of her finger on the inflamed spot where
the Trouble had stung him, and iimnediately the an-
guish of It was gone. Then she kissed Pandora on
the terehead, and her hurt was cured likewise

After performing these good offices, the bright
stranger fluttered sportively over the children's hei^s,and looked so sweetly at them, that tiiey both began
to think it no so very much amiss to have opened thebox since, otherwise, their cheery guest must have

X^T^:r ^"^^"^ ^'^^^ "^"^^^^ -p« ^^^

Pandlra^'
^^^"^ ^"^^ ^''"' beautiful creature ? " inquired

fiJ'
^ ^"^^

*r ^.'r"'^ "^P"
'

" ^""'^^'^^ *he sunshiny
ftgure. 'And because I am such a cheery little body,
I was packed into the box, to make amends to the hu'man ra^e for that swarm of ugly Troubles, which was
des med to be let loose among them. Never fear I we
shall do pretty well in spite of them all."

?
Y«"£^ wings are colored like the rainbow I

"
ex-

clamied Pandora. " How verv beautiful t
"

« les, they are like the rainbow," said Hope, "
be-

m

Cl .
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cause, glad as ray nature is, T am partly made of tears
as well as smiles."

" And will you stay with us," asked Epimetheus,
" forever and ever ?

"

" As long as you need me," said Hope, with her
pleasant smile, — " and that will be as long as you
live in the world, — I promise never to desert you.
There may come times and seasons, now and then,
when you will think that I have utterly vanished.
But again, and again, and again, when perhaps you
least dream of it, you shall see the giinuner of my
wings on the ceiling of your cottage. Yes, my dear
children, anci I know something very good and beauti-
ful that is to be giveni you hereafter !

"

" Oh tell us," they exclaimed, — " tell us what it

is!"

" Do not ask me," replied Hope, putting her finger

on her rosy mouth. '' But do not despair, even if it

should never happen while you live on this earth.

Trust in my promise, for it is true."

"We do trust you!" cried Ejiimetheus and Pan-
dora, both in one breath.

And so they did; and not only they, but so has
everybody trusted Hope, that has since been alive.

And to tell you the truth, I cannot hel]) being glad—
(though, to be sure, it was an uncommonly naughty
thing for her to do) — but I cannot help being glad
that our foolish Pandora peeped into the box. No
doubt— no doubt— the T/oubles are still flying about
the world, and have increased in multitude, rather
than lessened, and are a very ugly set of imps, and
carry most venomous stings in their tails. I have felt

them already, and expect to feel them more, as I grow
older. But then that lovely and lightsome little figure
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TANGLEWOOD PLAY- vOOM.

AFTER THE STORY.

"Primrose," asked Eustace, pinching her ear

thT .; r '''" "^ "'"« P^-dora? Don't
!"'

thmlt her the exact picture of yourself? R„twouU not have hesitated half ^.^Clut^penq
" Then I should have been well pimished for mvnaughmess" retorted Prin.™se, snfarti;, " fo ^first thn,g to pop out, after the lid was lifted luld

hol7r'L^T'''Ti'''f
^"'^' ^^™'"''''J 'he box

world r' ' *''*' ^ ^™ «<"»« i^to the

"Everjr mite of it!" answered Eustace. "This

STZ::""''"'' ""^ ^""^'^^ -^ ^^^''"^'

-

."m *""" ^^ ™' *' '"''
'
" ^o'^'^ S'^eet Fern.

«t„„ f ?1 T ""•^ ^''"=* '»"&•" «a«l Eustace,

"ah* ''.'f'
*»<• '''" f«"^' an'l a Wf high."

Cousm Eustace II know there is not trouble enoughm the world t» fill such a great box as that. Astthe s^w-storm It ,s no trouble at aU, but a pleasure jso It could not have been in the box."
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« Hear the child
!
" cried Primrose, with an air of

superiority. " How little he knows about the troubles
of this world ! Poor fellow I He will be wiser when
he has seen as much of life as I have."

So saying, she began to skip the rope.

Meantime, the day was drawing towards its close.
Out of doors the scene certainly looked dreary. There
was a gray drift, far and wide, through the gathering
twilight

; the earth was as pathless as the air ; and the
bank of snow over the stei)s of the porch proved that
nobody had ent-red or gone out for a good many
hours past. Had there been only one child at the
window of Tanglewood, gazing at this wintry prospect,
it would perhaps hdve made him sad. But half a
dozen children together, though they cannot quite
turn the world into a paradise, may defy old Winter
and all his storms to put them out of spirits. Eustace
Bright, moreover, on the spur of the moment, invented
several new kinds of play, which kept them all in a
roar of merriment till bedtime, and served for the
next stormy day besides.



THE THREE GOLDEN APPLES.

TANGU:WOOD FIRESIDE.

IKTBODUCIOBV lo "THE THBLE OOLUE-V APPLES."

cJ^ofltaftr^/T'
^^^'herday; but what be-came ot it afterwards, I cannot possibly imagine Atany rate, .t entiirly cleared away durL tCnirf^and when the sua arose the ne/t n.orntg t

"
hon^bright yd„^™ „n as bleak a tract of hiU^^o^itrVlZmBerksure, as could be seen anywhere in tl'^o RThe frost-work ha<l so covered the window-panes thatIt was hardly possible to get a glimiise at til .!

outside. But, while waiing fl^ k 3 he"3popuW-e of Tanglewood had scratched peep-1 „L "u"their finger-nails, and saw with vast delight that_u„ ess It were one or two bare paWies on a pijpitous

as a hoet n"'"" "I--'"'
"ature wa» as wlitfas a sheet. Uow exceed nfflv i)I(.asantf A..A *

ntrl:^ :ir-'ir " rv-^"
-"-'*°^^nose short oft! ]f ,«,„,,ie i,.,,,^ ^nt life en,.ugh in

nil jt"" V""'",
'^ """""^ *•-* - ™- ti

:

S'hlrdf™^""''''™*''''^'''''^''^ ''''"--«

No sooner was breakfast over, than the whole party,
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well muffled in furs and woollens, floundered forth
into the midst of the snow. WeU, what a day of
frosty sport was this! They slid down hill into the
valley, a hundred times, nobody knows how far; and,
to make it all the merrier, upsetting their sledges, and
tiunbling head over heels, quite as often as they came
safely to the bottom. And, once, Eustace Bright took
Periwinkle, Sweet Fern, and Squash-Blossom, on the
sledge with him, by way of insuring a safe passage;
and down they went, fuU speed. But, behold, half-
way down, the sledge hit against a hidden stump, and
flung all four of its passengers into a heap; and, on
gathering themselves up, there was no little Squash-
Blossom to be found I Why, what could have become
of the child? And while they were wondering and
starmg about, up started Squash-Blossom out of a
snow-bank, with the reddest face you ever saw, and
lookmg as if a large scarlet flower had suddenly
sprouted up in midmnter. Then there was a ffreat
laugh.

When they had grown tired of sliding down hill,
Eustace set the children to digging a cave in the
biggest snow-drift that they could find. Unluckily,
]ust as It was completed, and the party had squeezed
themselves into the hollow, down came the roof upon
their heads, and buried every soul of them alive I The
next moment, up popped all their little heads out of
the ruins, and the tall student's head in the midst of
them, looking hoary and venerable with the snow-dust
that had got amongst his brown curls. And then, to
punish Cousin Eustace for advising them to dig such
a tumble-down cavern, the children attacked hitn in a
body, and so bepelted him with snowballs that he waa
fain to take to Ms heels.
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witn mm, for their lively gpirfts and tumble-aboutactivity would q lite have ehased away his h !har and

-^^^rhe' h:dr ':r''
»->^ '-

c

Tnd w„ 1 1 .^ ™'"'y '^<^"' t''« whole day lone)

:«trmiTth:Lr

"

''- '"-^^-^ »* '''-'"^'

wenrr^'eTin-'""'^ '"™' ""' f™"'' ^ustaee

_;ver, ifxr. j: -:r:;„drwf.tpr.s:i

purple and golden clouds which he h;^iralnl

an.Pefi^^rSrra";;^:-''^''—

now r-
*™^' fi™'™ ' ^

•""''* •* '"-bW with you

^^ the "r *<•«"*• '""king over his sholCwith the pen between his fineers " Wi..* • .1
world do you want here ? rTi. . .

*' " *''*

bed I

"

thought you were aU in

" ^}^r him, Periwinkle, trvinff to t^Il, like i .^ownaaaiii •• saidPrinuoaA " a„'j i!'
"tea grown«ia x-rumose. And he seems to forget that



106 TANOLEWOOD FIRESIDE.

I am now hirtoon years old, and may sit up almost ns
late as I please. But, Cousin Eustace, you must putoff your airs, and con.e with us to the drawing-room.m children have tailed so much about y«ur!torie"
hat my father wishe. to hear one of them, in orde^

I'oli, poh, Prnnrose!" exclaimed the studentmther vexed. ^^ don't believe I can tell one of ,nystones m the presence of grown people. Besi.les, yourfather ,, ., j j ,,,„i^^^. ^ ,,^^ ^,^^^ ^ ^^ ^^^^^^
O «r

of Ins scholarship, neither, for I doubt not it is a.rusty .s an old case-knife by this time. But then hewU be sure to qtiarrel with the admirable nonsense
that I put mto these «tories, out of my own head, andwhich makes the great charm of the matter for children hke yourself. No man of fifty, who has re^
the classical myths m his youth, can possibly under,
stancl my merit as a reinventor and improver of

"AH this may be very true," said Primrose, "butcome you must! My father wiU not oj)en his book
nor will mamma open the piano, till you have given ussome of your nonsense, as you very correctly caU it.&o be a good boy, and come along."
Whatever he might pretend, the student was rather

glad than otherwise, on second thoughts, to catch at
the opportmiity of proving to Mr. Pringle what an
excellent faculty he had in modernizing the myths of
ancient times. Until twenty years of age, a youngman may, indeed, be rather bashful about showing his
poetry and his prose; but, for aU that, he is pretty
apt to think that these very productions would placehim at the tiptop of literature, if once they could beknown. Accordingly, without much more resistance,
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Eustace suffered Primrose and Periwiukle to drag him
into the drawing-room.

It was a lar-e, Iiandsomc apartment, with a semicir-
cular window at one end, in tiie roc.ess of whicli stood a
marble copy of Greenongh's Angel and Child. On one
si.le of the fireplace there were many shelves of l,„okspvely hut richly bound. The white light of the astral-
amp, and the red glow of the bright coal-fire, made

tJie room brdliant and cheerful ; and before the firem a deep arm-chair, sat Mr. Priugle, looking just fit
to be seated ni such a chair, and in such a room. Hewas a tall ancl quite a handsome gentleman, with a
bald brow

;
and was always so nicely dressed, that even

Lustace Bright never liked to enter his presence with-
out at least jmusing at the threshold to settle his shirt-
collar. But now, as Prinuose had hold of one of hishands and Penwinkle of the other, he was forced tomake h,s appearance with a rough-and-tumble sort of
look, as If he had been roUiug all day in a snow-bank.And so he had.

.J!^\ ^"r?^^
*"'"'^ ^"^''"^"^'^ *^« «*"^e"t Tl^enignly

enough, bnt ma way that n.ade him feel howunconVbed
and unbrushed he was, and how uncombed and un-br shed, likewise, were his mind and thoughts.

Eustace," said Mr. Pringle, with a smile, "I find
that you are producing a great sensation among the
httle pubhc of Tanglewood, by the exercise of your
gifts of narrative. Primrose here, as the little folks
choose to call her, and the rest of the children, havebeen so loud m praise of your stories, that Mrs. PrWleand myself are really curious to hear a specimen. Itwould be so much the more gratifying to myself, asthe stories appear to be an attempt to render the fables
ot classical antiquity into the idiom of modern fancy

m i\
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and feelinff. At least, ho I judge from a few of the
uieideuts wlueli J.ave come to me at siH^ond hand "

" Yon are not i'xaetly the auditor tliat I should have
chosen sir, oberved the student, " for fantasies of this
nature.

^^
"Possibly not," replied Mr. Pringle. "I suspect,

however, that a young anthor's most useful critiT is
precisely the one wliom he would be leaat apt to choose,
rray oblige me, therefore."

^

" Sympatliy, methinks, should have some little sharem the critic s qualifications," murmured Eustace Briffht
However, sir, if you will find patience, I will find

stories. But be kind enough to rememl,er that I am
addressing myself to,the imagination and sympathies
01 the children, not to your own."

Accordingly, the student snatched hold of the first
theme which presented itself. It was suggested by a
plate of apples that he happened to spy on the mmLl.
pieco*

;

I

\

1

W
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graft of that wonlrfuHltn""." "''f'
^. "''P"^' »

wide woil.1 7vr„t ,
" "'"S'® '^ee in tlie

wml, a ,3; "«»Pende» wa., overrun withwmis a great many people donhte.1 whether ther.

hf htreherir' 'n ""^ "' -«''^'-' "'"-

-ed to listen, open-n^XXto^^rir^rtretlr

^ys "on the * k"'^""
^''^'' «% of "''-1' "ere Jways on the wateh, while the other fifty slept

-). _o^.. inutter. There might then have been
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j^mn sons. i„ tiding to got at them, in spito of the
nundriul-hwuled di ^on.

Hut as I have already tol.l you, it was qnito a com-mon fh.n^r w.th yo„n;r luTsons, vvhen (i.vd of t.,o nuuh
l.ea..e an.l .vst t„ go i„ soanh of the gar.hM. of the
Hc'H,>e,.ul..s. And on,.o the a.lv.nturo was undertaken
by a hcM-o who had n.joyed very little peace or rest
sinee ho ean.e n.to the world. At the tin.e of u hi.-h Iam go„.g to speak, ho was wanderi„o. through the pleas-
ant lan<l of Italy, with a n.ighty eluh in hit han.l, anda bow and «puver slung aeross his shouhlers. 11,. waswrapt ,„ the skin of the l.iggest an<l fiereest lion thatever had Ijeen seen, and which he hin.self hud killed

;

and ihough on the wVol.., he was kind, an<l generous
and noble, there was a g<M,d deal of the lion's fierce-
ness m his heart A. he went on his way, ho contin-
ually mquired whether that were tho right road to thefamous garden. But none of the country people knewany lung ahout the matter, an<l n.any looked as if they

Zll " T'"'^
"' '^^'^ ^1"^'^*^""' i^ tl^« strangerhad not carried so very hig a club.

^

So he journeyed on and on, still making the same
inquiry, until, at last, he came to the brink of a river

TfZ^r "^ ^"""^ """"" ""' '"^""^^ ™*^-
" Can you tell me, jr.-etty maidens," ..sko.' '1 . stran-

The young women ha,l been havinR a fine time to-
gether, weaving the flower, into wreath.,, and crowningc,« another-, hea.1,. And there «eeme.I to be a kM
:;' *;'^

'

m the toueh of their finger,, that made the

^^
«.is more f: .,h and dewy, and of brighter hnes, andi* e»r fragra..oe, whUe they pkyed «lth them, than
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evcnwhon Ihoylnul I«-m «mwi„« „„ their native rte™»

" ri"^ H:ar,l,.n of tl,„ lr,.,i»ii,lo, I " „,.io,I „„p .. «•

elle.-, what ,|„ v„„ „ant th,". v
'•' *'

"''""'"'""» '"-

Ki"A'' your oousin, so very niueli /" " '
us

" ^^»'^"M>H not," replied the stran-er, si.rhi„. .. ir^

at his i.er„if,il;iii'^;t''.\'rdr; :;'
'*":''"

each other fhnf fi

''''"'^^
'
antl tJiey whispered to

hundred heads r W) ,
""/'/^^n' tl^e dragon with a

hundred it!, ^...u
':^.'

T"^'
^^^ ^^ he possessed a

-'—« ""i>e to e.cupe the fangs of such

I
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V

a monster ? So kind-hearted were the maidens, thatthey could not bea*. to see this b,uve and han ,™»teveller atte»,t what was so very dangerous, a^Tvote himself, most probably, to beeome a meal for thedragon's hundi-ed ravenous mouths
" Go back," cried they all,_ " go back to your ownhome! Your n,other, beholding you safe and souJmU shed tears of joy; and what can she do more'should youwm ever so great a victory ? No matter'for he go den apples ! No matter for the king yourerne consm We do not wish the dragon wKehundred heads to eat you up!"

"'ui me
The stranger seemed to grow impatient at theseremonstrauees. He carelessly lifted his mighty dul!and let .t fall upon a rock that lay half buried in the

earth, near by. With the force of\hat idk blow thegreat rock was shattered all to pieces. It co^' tl.estranger no more effort to achieve this featof agian 'sstrength than for one of the young maidens to^^uhher sister's rosy cheek with a flower

sell'^T" "°*.^"!™'" ^^d he, looking at the dam-
sels mth a sm,le, " that such a blow would havecrashed one of the dragon's hundred heads ? "

«„r!" f 1
• T,

''''"'" °" **^ Srass, and told them theteiy of h.s hfe, or as mueh of it as he could remem-
l>cr from the day when he was first cradled in a war-

serpents came ghd.ng over the floor, and opened theirhideous jaw., to devour him ; and he, a baby of a fewmonth, „d, had griped one of the fierce snakes in e^hOf his httle fists, and strangled tl,em to death. Whenhe was but a stripling, he had killed a huge lion, almost as big a^ the one whose vast and shaggy hide henow wore upon his shoulders. The ne^tSg thatZ
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had done was to fight a battle yntb an u<.lv ««* „«monster, called a hydra, which had no Jfth^n^"'hoad^, and exceedingly sharp teeth in̂ l^MT

"""*

But the dragon of the Hesperides, yon know"
'' I^lrXw' "Tt ?" "^ -">'^.Thet:7"

i^evertlieless, replied the strann-pr " T , umher fight two snch' dragons thrflg, C^For, as fa^t as I cut off a head, two others LwTSplace; and, besides, there was one of the Es !.'

!

could not possibly be killed, but kept bitil aTfle^ehas ever, long af(«r it was .nt „ff a i ^ ,
nercely

The damsels judgmg fiat the stonr was lively to

-IJo you call tliat a wonderful Pxnlnlf 9 "
i ' j

of the young maidens, with a smil^' «^^^^^^^
the country has done as much !

" ^ '"^

"Had it been an ordinary stable," replied thesteaa-



114 THE THREE GOLDEN APPLES.

K in

n

4
If f

|i

ger, «I should not have mentioned it. But this W5,,- gigantic a task that it would have takente aulyMe to perform it, if I had not luckily thou-htr of tu^^mg the channel of a river throupl, fl. . i? ,

Thaf W,M fk^ 1 •

'^.'"^^ ^^r«»8" the stable-door,mat did the business m a very short time f
"

beemg how earnestly his fair auditors listened henext told them how he had shot some nionstrorbtdsand had caught a wild bull alive and let him go a-

1

and had tamed a number of very wild horses,'andrW
conquered Hippoiyta, the warlike queen of he Amazons. He mentioned, likewise, that he had taken offHippolyta's enchanted girdle, and had given it tofdaughter of his cousin, the king.

'^

"Was it the gircUe Of Venus," inquired the prettiestof^the damsels, '^ which makes women beautiful
'

Wwi; ^"'""fi'l
^''' '*'^"^"^'- "It h^^l formerlybeen the sword-belt of Mars; and it can onlymS

the wearer valiant and courageous " ^

held"^"" Tl'T^t^V '"^^ **" ^^^"^^^^^ *--ng herhead Then I should not care about having it P'You are right," said the stranger
Going on with his wonderful narrative, he informedthe maidens that as strange an adventure as everTan

man. This was a very odd and frightful sort of fi^reas you may well believe. Any person, looking af1 is'tracks in the sand or snow, would suppose th^t th esociable companions had been walking along toLXrOn hearing his footsteps at a little^listance ft t^m> more than reasonable to judge that several peoptemust be coming. But it was only the strange mrp?
lyon clattering onward, with his'six legr"^'

"'" ^'•

feix legs, and one gigantic body ! Certainly j.amust have been a very queer monste"^. to Lok at -^^^^^
Biy stars, what a waste of shoe-leather

!

' ^
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tie maidens.
'' ''* ""^ "'^ntive faces of

*'^"'>'«' "'ready guessed it," renliodn.for your wonderful deeds aie k? .^
'"^"'™' ^'

world. We do not tJikkVt .1
" "" """^ "'=

you should set outt, n "et of tr^U™^ ^™^"' *•>«'

Hesperides. Come sisH Ll ^^ ''™ ""'I'''"' "^ 'he

flowers !
" ' ^''' '*' "' '"•»™ «>e hero with

Then they flung beautiful wrcnfh, „, i.-
head and n.ighty sl,oulders oXt « e ,

', '^^^
almost entirely covered witL rol'f t1tt "

f'"
"''"^

sion of his ponderoii, nl,.K T ^ '"""^ Posses-

with the bilhtcst 1ft ^
"*"'', '" ''"'™'''' " """ut

eoms. that not'nnS?C th":r-f™T'
"°^

stance could be seen It I 1 . ,, ?•
*' "''''«" ^u")-

of flowers. LasUythet i™ , , '"f
=* '""^^ l'""«'>

a-«nd him, chanL wLrt!'', T'^'
""'' ''^"-''

their own accord, and Zttf! T"", P"""-^ "^

honor of the illust'rious fCcule""
'^ '"'"^^ ^°'* »

havtbe":rLr t'^rtf ^r^ -*- '•- -«><•
heard of the vaCn" deed, tl" .'J' r""^ ^'^ h^d
n.uch toil and da"*er To „T ''^ "°^* '»'» «<>

not satisfied. He co, Id" t t^l .f
"'' ^""' •"« -«'

already done was worthv !f
'^' *''"* ''« '««»

there remained a^W llr T\ ''™'"' "'"'«

undertaken.
^'*™'* adventure to be

" Dear maidens," said he, when tl.»„take breath, " now that vn„ t ^^ P*"""' *»
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"Ah! must you go so soon?" they exclaimed.

" You— that have performed so many wonders, and

spent such a toilsome life— cannot you content your-

self to repose a little whUe on the margin of this

peaceful river ?
"

Hercules shook his head.

" I must depart now," said he.

" We will then give you the best directions we can,"

replied the damsels. "You must go to the sea-shore,

and find out the Old One, and compel him to inform

you where the golden apples are to be found."

" The Old One !
" repeated Hercules, laughing at

this odd name. " And, pray, who may the Old One

be?"
« Why, the Old Man of the Sea, to be sure

!

" an-

swered one of the damsels. " He has fifty daughters,

whom some people call very beautiful ; but we do not

think it proper to be acquainted with them, because

they have sea-green hair, and taper away like fishes.

You must talk with this Old Man of the Sea. He is

a sea-faring person, and knows all about the garden

of the Hesperides ; for it is situated in an island which

he is often in the habit of visiting."

Hercides then asked whereabouts the Old One was

most likely to be met v/ith. When the damsels had

informed him, he thanked them for all their kindness,

— for the bread and grapes with which they had fed

him, the lovely flowers with which they had crowned

him, and the songs and dances wherewith they had

done him honor,— and he thanked them, most of all,

for telling him the right way,— and immediately set

forth upon his journey.

But, before he was out of hearing, one of the

idens called after him.
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"Keep fast hdd of the Old One, when yoa catehImn I cried she, smUing, and lifting her finger tomake the cantion more impressive. "Do not be a^tomshed at anything that may happen. Only hddhim fast, and he will tell you what you wish to know!"

makmg flower-wreaths. They talked about the hero,long after he was gone.
"We will crown him with the loveliest of our gar-ands," sajd they, " when he returns hither wil^e

tllt^:^^'^' ^' ^"^^'"^ "'^ '^"•^ -*" »

Meanwhile Hercules travelled constantly onwardover hUl and dale, and through the solita^S
Sometmies he swm,g his club a'oft, and sphnte^»

tun of Uie gmnts and monsters with whom it was thebusmess of his life to fight, that perhaps he mfstZthe great tree for a giant or a monster. And sTe^rwas Hercules to achieve what he ha<l undertaken,She ahnost regretted to have spent so much timeS^e damsels, wasting idle breath upon the storrSIns adventures. But thus it always is with personswho are destined to perform great things. WhatTvhave a.ready done seems less than nothing w5
Persons who happened to be passing through theW must have been affrighted To see1,imsS tl^s with h,s great club. With but a single blow,

the br^ad boughs came rustling and crashkg down.
^ -crr.^ra, m^uout av^i pausing or looking

f !.

pti
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behind, he by and by heard the sea roaring at a dis-

tance. At this sound, he increased his speed, and
soon came to a beach, where the great surf-waves tum-

bled themselves upon the hard sand, in a long line of

snowy foam. At one end of the beach, however, there

was a pleasant spot, where some green shrubbery

clambered up a cliff, making its rocky face look soft

and beautiful. A carpet of verdant grass, largely in-

termixed with sweet-smelling clover, covered the nar-

row space between the bottom of the cliff and the sea.

And what should Hercules espy there, but an old man,
fast asleep

!

But was it really and truly an old man ? Certainly,

at first sight, it looked very like one ; but, on closer

inspection, it rather seemed to be some kind of a crea-

ture that lived in the sea. For, on his legs and arms
there were scales, such as fishes have; he was web-

footed and v/eb-fingered, after the fashion of a duck
;

and his long beard, being of a greenish tinge, had more
the appearance of a tuft of sea-weed than of an ordi-

nary beard. Have you never seen a stick of timber,

that has been long tossed about by the waves, and has

goi all overgrown with barnacles, and, at last drifting

ashore, seems to have been thrown up from the very

deepest bottom of the sea ? Well, the old man would
ha'^e put you in mind of just such a wave-tost spar

!

But Hercules, the instant he set eyes on this strange

figure, was convinced that it could be no other than

the Old One, who was to direct him on his way.

Yes, it was the selfsame Old Man of the Sea whom
the hospitable maidens had talked to him about.

Thanking his stars for the lucky accident of finding

the old fellow asleep, Hercules stole on tiptoe towards

Hm, and caught him by the arm and leg.
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"Tell me," cried he, before the Old One was weU

awake, " which is the way to the garden of the Hes-
perides ?

"

As you may easily imagine, the Old Man of the
Sea awoke in a fright. But his astonishment could
hardly have been greater than was that of Hercules,
the next moment. For, all of a sudden, the Old One
seemed to disappear out of his grasp, and he found
himself holding a stag by the fore and hind leg I But
still he kept fast hold. Then the stag disappeared,
and in its stead there was a sea-bird, fluttering and
screaming, while Hercules clutched it by the wing and
claw I But the bird could not get away. Immedi-
ately afterwards, there was an ugly three-headed dog,
which growled and barked at Hercules, and snapped
fiercely at the hands by which he held him I But
Hercules would not let him go. In another minute,
instead of the three-headed dog, what should appear,
but Geryon, the six-legged man-monster, kicking at
Hercules with five of his legs, in order to get the re-
mammg one at liberty I But Hercules held on. By
and by, no Geryon was there, but a huge snake, like
one of those which Hercules had strangled in his baby-
hood, only a hundred times as big ; and it twisted and
twmed about the hero's neck and body, and threw its
tail high into the air, and opened its deadly jaws as if
to devour him outright ; so that it was really a very
terrible spectacle I But Hercules was no whit dis-
heartened, and squeezed the great snake so tightly
that he soon began to hiss with pain.

You must understand that the Old Man of the Sea,
though he generally looked so much like the wave-
beaten figure-head of a vessel, had the power of as-
euming any shape he pleased. When he found himself

I
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BO rouf^hly seized by Hercules, he hatl been in hopes of

putting him into such surprise and terror, by these

magical transformations, that the hero would be glad

to let him go. If Hercules had relaxed his grasp, the

Old One would certainly have plunged down to the

very bottom of the sea, whence he would not soon

have given himself the trouble of coming up, in order

to answer any impertinent questions. Ninety-nine

people out of a hundred, I suppose, would have been

frightened out of their wits by the very iirst of his

ugly shapes, and would have taken to their heels at

once. For, one of the hardest things in this world is,

to see the difference between real dangers and imagi-

nary ones.

But, as Hercules held on f^o stubbornly, and only

squeezed the Old One so muih the tighter at every

change of shape, and really put him to no small tor-

ture, he finally thought it best to reappear in his own

figure. So there he was again, a fishy, scaly, web-

footed sort of personage, with something like a tuft of

sea-weed at his chin.

" Pray, what do you want with me ? " cried the Old

One, as soon as he could take breath ; for it is quite a

tiresome affair to go through so many false shapes.

" Why do you squeeze me so hard ? Let me go, this

moment, or I shall begin to consider you an extremely

uncivil person !

"

" My name is Hercules
!

" roared the mighty

stranger. " And you will never get out of my clutch,

until you tell me tibe nearest way to the garden of the

Hesperides !

"

When the old fellow heard who it was that had

caught him, he saw, with half an eye, that it would be

necessary to tell him evtirythiug that he wanted tO
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know. The Old One was an inhabitant of the sea.
you must recoUect, and roamed about everywhere, like
oUier sea- faring people. Of course, he had often
heard of the fame of Hercules, and of the wonderful
things that he was constantly performing, in various
parts of the earth, and how determined he always was
to accomphsh whatever he undertook. He th^aefore
made no more attempts to e8cai)e, but told the herohow to find the garden of the Hesperides, and like-
wise warned him of many difficulties which must be
overcome, before he could arrive thither.
"You must go on, thus and thus," said the Old

iVlan ot the Sea, after taking the points of the com-
pass, "till you come in sight of a very tall giant, who
holds the sky on his shoulders. And the giant, if he
happens to be in the humor, wUl teU you exactly
where the garden of the Hesperides lies."

" And if the giant happens not to be in the hu-
mor, remarked Hercules, balancing his club on the
tip of his finger, " perhaps I shall find means to per-
suade him I

'*

Thanking the Old Man of the Sea, and begging his
pardon for having squeezed him so roughly, the hero
resumed his journey. He met with a great many
strange adventures, which would be well worth your
hearing, if I had leisure to narrate them as minutely
as they deserve.

It was in this journey, if I mistake not, that he en-
countered a prodigious giant, who was so wonderfuUy
contnved by nature, that, every time he touched the
earth, he became ten times as strong as ever he had
been before. His name was Ant^us. You may see,
plamly enough, that it was a very difficult business
to fight with such a fellow; for, as often as he got a

• \ ,t\
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M^

knock-down blow, np ho started a^in, stronger, fiercer,

and abler to use liis weapons, than if his enemy had

let him alone. Thus, the harder Hercules ])ounded

the giant with his club, the further he seemed from

winning the victory. I have sometimes argued with

such people, but never fought with one. The only

way in which Hercules found it possible to finish the

battle, was by lifting Anta;us off his feet into the air,

and squeezing, and scjueezing, and s«|ueezing him, un-

til, finally, the strength was quite squeezed out of his

enormous body.

When this affair was finished, Hercules continued

his travels, and went to the land of Egypt, where he

was taken prisoner, and would have been put to death,

if ho had not slain the king of the country, and made
his escape. Passing through the deserts of Africa,

and going as fast as he could, he arrived at last on

the shore of the great ocean. And here, unless he

could walk on the crests of the billows, it seemed as

if his journey must needs be at an end.

Nothing was before him, save the foaming, dash-

ing, measureless ocean. But, suddenly, as he looked

towards the horizon, he saw something, a great way
off, which he had not seen the moment before. It

gleamed very brightly, almost as you may have be-

held the round, golden disk of the sun, when it rises

or sets over the edge of the world. It evidently drew

nearer ; for, at every instant, this wonderful object be-

came larger and more lustrous. At length, it had

come so nigh that Hercules discovered it to be an im-

mense cup or bowl, made either of gold or burnished

brass. How it had got afioat upon the sea is more

than I can tell you. There it was, at all events, rolling

on the tumultuous billows, which tossed it up and down.



THE THREE GOLDEN APPLES. 123

and heaved theiv foamy tops against its sides, but with-
out ever throwing their spray over the brim.

*' 1 have seen many giants, in my time," thought
Hercules, « but never one that wouU need to drink
his wine out of a cup lilce this !

"

And, true enough, wluit a cup it must have been I

It was as large— as large — but, iu short, I am afraid
to say how immeasurably huge it was. To speak
within bounds, it was ten times larger tiian a great
mill-wheel

; and, all of metal as it was, it floated over
the heaving surges more lightly than an acorn-cup
adown the brook. The waves tumbled it onward,
until it grazed against the shore, within a short di*.

tanee of the spot where Hercules was standing.
As soon as this happened, he knew what was to be

done
;
for he had not gone through so many remark-

able adventures without learning pretty well how to
conduct himself, whenever anything came to pass a
little out of the common rule. It was just as clear as
daylight that this marvellous cup had been set adrift
by some unseen power, and guided hitherward, in
order to carry Hercules across the sea, on his way to
the garden of the Hesperides. Accordingly, without
a moment's delay, he clambered over the brim, and
slid down on the inside, where, spreading out his lion's
skin, he proceeded to take a little repose. He had
scarcely rested, until now, since he bade farewell to
the damsels on the margin of the river. The waves
dashed, with a pleasant and ringing sound, against the
circumference of the hollow cup ; it rocked lightly to
and fro, and the motion was so soothing that it speed-
ily rocked Hercules into an agreeable slumber.

His nap had probably lasted a good while, when
the cup chanced to graze against a rock, and, in con-
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sequence, immediately resounded and reverberated
through its golden or brazen substance, a hundred
times as loudly as ever you heard a church-bell. The
noise awoke Hercules, who instantly started up and
gazed around him, wondering whereabouts he was.
He was not long in discovering that the cup had floated
across a great part of the sea, and was approaching
the shore of what seemed to be an island. And, on
that island, what do you think he saw?
No

;
you will never guess it, not if you were to try

fifty thousand times ! It positively appears to me
that this was the most marvellous spectacle that had
ever been seen by Hercules, in the whole course of his
wonderful travels and adventures. It was a greater
marvel than the hydra with nine heads, which kept
gi'owing twice as fast as they were cut off ; greater
than the six-legged man-monster; greater than An-
tseus

; greater than anything that was ever beheld by
anybody, before or since the days of Hercules, or than
anything that remains to be beheld, by travellers in
all time to come. It was a giant

!

But such an intolerably big giant ! A giant as tall

as a mountain ; so vast a giant, that the clouds rested
about his midst, like a girdle, and hung like a hoary
beard from his chin, and flitted before his huge eyes,
so that he could neither see Hercules nor the golden
cup in which he was voyaging. And, most wonderful
of all, the giant held up his great hands and appeared
to support the sky, which, so far as Hercules could
discern through the clouds, was resting upon his head I

This does really seem almost too much to believe.

Meanwhile, the bright cup continued to float on-
ward, and finally touched the strand. Jnaf fl,pT, o

breeze wafted away the clouds from before the giant's

I
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visage, and Hercules beheld it, with aU its enormous
features

;
eyes each of them as big as yonder lake, a

nose a mile long, and a mouth of the same width Itwas a countenance terrible from its enormity of size
but disconsolate and weary, even as you may see the
faces of many people, nowadays, who are compeUed to
sustain burdens above their strength. What the skvwas to the giant, such are the cares of earth to thosewho let themselves be weighed down by them. Andwhenever men undertake what is beyond the just meas-
ure of their abdities, they encounter precisely such adoom as had befallen this poor giant

^ -^ *

Poor fellow! He had evidently stood there a lonff
while. An ancient forest had been growing and decay,mg around his feet

; and oak-trees, of six or seven
centuries old, had sprung from the acorn, and forced
themselves between his toes.

The giant now looked down from the far heiffht ol
his great eyes, and, perceiying Hercules, roared out, in
a voice that resembled thmider, proceeding out of the
cloud that had just flitted away from his face.
"Who are you, down at my feet there? And

whence do you come, in that little cup ? »

«I am Hercules I " thundered back the hero, in a
voice pretty nearly or quite as loud as the giant's own.

idfs r' ^ ""^
*'''' *^^ ^^''^^'' **^ **'^ ^^«P^^

"Ho! ho! ho!" roared the giatit, in a fit of im-
mense laughter. " That is a wise axlventure, truly !

"

And why not?" cried Hercules, getting a little
angry at the giant's mirth. "Do you think I am
afraid of the dragon with a hundred heads I

"
.

Just at this time, while they were talking together,
some black clouds gathered about the giant's middle,

'I
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and burst into a tremendous storm of thunder and
lightning, causing such a pother that Hercules found
it impossible to distinguish a word. Only the giant's
immeasurable legs were to be seen, standing up into
the obscurity of the tempest ; and, now and then, a
momentary glimpse of his whole figure, mantled in a
volume of mist. He seemed to be speaking, most of
the time ; but his big, deep, rough voice chimed in
with the reverberations of the thunder-claps, and rolled
away over the hills, like them. Thus, by talking out
of season, the foolish giant expended an incalculable
quantity of breath, to no purpose; for the thunder
spoke quite as inteU^gibly as he.

At last, the storm swept over, as suddenly as it had
come. And there again was the clear sky, and the
weary giant holding it up, and the pleasant sunshine
beaming over his vast height, and illuminating it

against the background of the sullen thunder-clouds.
So far above the shower had been his head, that not a
hair of it was moistened by the rain-drops

!

When the giant could see Hercules still standing on
the sea-shore, he roared out to him anew.

"I am Atlas, the mightiest giant in the world I

And I hold the sky upon my head !

"

" So I see," answered Hercules. " But, can you
show me the way to the garden of the Hesperides ?

"

" What do you want there ? " asked the giant.
" I want three of the golden apples," shouted Her-

cules, " for my cousin, the king."

"There is nobody but myself," quoth the giant,
" that can go to the garden of the Hesperides, and
gather tjie golden apples. If it were not for this lit-

tle business of holding up the sky, I would make half
a dozen steps across the sea, and get them for you."

m
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"And"You are very kind," replied Hercules,
cannot you rest the sky upon a mountain ?

"

" None of them are quite high enough," said Atlas,
shaking his head. " But, if you were to take your
stand on the summit of that nearest one, your head
would be pretty nearly on a level with mine. You
seem to be a fellow of some strength. What if you
should take my burden on your shoulders, while I do
your errand for you ?

"

Hercules, as you must be careful to remember, was
a remarkably strong man ; and though it certainly re-

quires a great deal of muscular power to uphold the
sky» yet, if any mortal could be supposed capable of
such an exploit, he was the one. Nevertheless, it

seemed so difficult an undertaking, that, for the first

time in his life, he hesitated.

" Is the sky very heavy ? " he inquired.

^

" Why, not particularly so, at first," answered the
giant, shrugging his shoulders. " But it gets to be a
little burdensome, after a thousand years !

"

" And how long a time," asked the hero, " will it

take you to get the golden apples? "

" Oh, that will be done in a few moments," cried
Atlas. " I shall take ten or fifteen miles at a stride,

and be at the garden and back again before your
shoulders begin to ache."

"Well, then," answered Hercules, "I will climb
the mountain behind you there, and relieve you of your
burden."

The truth is, Hercules had a kind heart of his own,
and considered that he should be doing the giant a
favor, by allowing him this opportunity for a ramble.
And, besides, he thought that It woidd be still more
for his own glory, if he could boast of upholding the
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sky, than merely to do so ordinary a thing as to con-
quer a dragon with a hundred heads. Accordingly,
without more words, the sky was shifted from the
shoulders of Atlas, and placed upon those of Her-
cules.

When this was safely accomplished, the first thing
that the giant did was to stretch himself; and you
may imagine what a prodigious spectacle he was then.
Next, he slowly lifted one of his feet out of the forest
that had grown up around it ; then, the other. Then,
all at once, he began to caper, and leap, and dance,
for joy at his freedom

; flinging himself nobody knows
how high into the a^r, and floundering down again
with a shock that made the earth tremble. Then he
laughed— Ho ! ho ! ho !— with a thunderous roar that
was echoed from the mountains, far and near, as if

they and the giant had been so many rejoicing brothers.
When his joy had a little subsided, he stepped into
the sea

;
ten miles at the first stride, which brought

him midleg deep ; and ten miles at the second, when
the water came just above his Jjnees ; and ten miles
more at the third, by which he was immersed nearly
to his waist. This was the gi-eatest depth of the sea.

Hercules watched the giant, as he still went onward;
for it was really a wonderful sight, this immense hu-
man form, more than thirty miles off, half hidden in
the ocean, but with his upper half as tall, and misty,
and blue, as a distant mountain. At last the gigantic
shape faded entirely out of view. And now Hercules
began to consider what he should do, in case Atlas
should be drowned in the sea, or if he were to be stung
to death by the dragon with the hunr>ed heads, which
guarded the golden apples of the Hesnerid^s- Tf q«v
such misfortune were to happen, how could he ever
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get rid of the sky ? And, by the by, its weight began
already to be a little irksome to his head and slioul-
ders.

^

"I really pity the poor giant," thought Hercules.
" If It wearies me so much in ten minutes, how must it
have wearied him in a thousand years !

"

O my sweet little people, you have no idea what a
weight there was in that same blue sky, which looks
so soft and aerial above our heads ! And there, too,
was the bluster of the wind, and the chiU and watery
clouds, and the blazing sun, all taking their turns to
make Hercules uncomfortable ! He began to be afraid
that the giant would never come back. He gazed
wistfully at the world beneath him, and acknowledged
to himself that it was a far happier kind of life to be
a shepherd at the foot of a mountain, than to stand on
Its dizzy summit, and bear up the firmament with his
might and main. For, of course, as you will easily
understand, Hercules had an immense responsibility
c^ his mind, as well as a weight on his head and
shoulders. Why, if he did not stand perfectly still,
and keep the sky immovable, the sun would perhaps
be put ajar

! Or, after nightfaU, a great many of the
stars might be loosened from their places, and shower
down, like fie— ^ain, upon the people's heads! And
how ashamed would the hero be, if, owing to his un-
steadiness beneath its weight, the sky should crack,
and show a great fissure quite across it I

I know not how long it was before, to his unspeak-
able joy, he beheld the huge shape of the giant, like a
cloud, on the far-off edge of the sea. At his nearer
approach, Atlas held up his hand, in which Hercules
could perceive three magnificent golden apples, as big
as pumpkins, all hanging from one branch.

\m
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* I am glad to see you again,' shouted Hercules,

when the giant was within hearing. " So you have
got the golden apples ?

"

" Certainly, certainly," answeied Atlas ;
" and very

fair apples they are. I took the finest that grew on
the tree, I assure you. Ah ! it is a beautiful spot,

that garden of the Hesperides. Yes ; and the dragon
with a hundred heads is a sight worth any man's see-

ing. After all, you had better have gone for the ap-

ples yourself."

" No matter," replied Hercules. " You have had a
pleasant ramble, and have done the business as well as

I could. I heartily thank you for your trouble. And
now, as I have a loiig way to go, and am rather in

haste, — and as the king, my cousin, is anxious to re-

ceive the golden apples,— will you be kind enough to

take the sky off my shoulders again ?
"

"Why, as to that," said the giant, chucking the

golden apples into the air twenty miles high, or there-

abouts and catching them as they came down,— " as

to that, my good friend, I consider you a little un-

reasonable. Cannot I carry the golden apples to the

king, your cousin, much quicker than you could ? As
his majesty is in such a hurry to get them, I promise

you to take my longest strides. And, besides, I have

no fancy for burdening myself with the sky, just

now."

Here HerciUes grew impatient, and gave a great

shrug of his shoulders. It being now twilight, you

might have seen two or three stars tumble out of their

places. Everybody on earth looked upward in af-

fright, thinking that the sky might be going to fall

next.

" Oh, that will never do I " cried Giant Atlas, with
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a great roar of laughter. « I liave not let faU so many
stars within the last five centuries. By the time you
have stoo^ there as long as I did, you will begin to
learn patience !

"

"What!" shouted Hercules, very wrathfully, « do
you intend to make me bear tliis burden forever ? "

" We will see about that, one of these days," an-
swered the giant. "At all events, you ought not to
complam, if you have to bear it the next hundred
years, or perhaps the next thousand. I bore it a good
while longer, in spite of the back-ache. WeU, then
after a thousand years, if I happen to feel in the'mood!
we may possibly shift about again. You are certamly
a very strong man, and can never have a better op.
portunity to prove it. Posterity will talk of vou I
warrant it

!

"

"^
'

" Pish
!
a fig for its talk

!

" cried Hercules, with an-
other hitch of his shoulders. " Just take the sky upon
your head one instant, will you? I want to make a
cushion of my lion's skin, for the weight to rest upon.
It really chafes me, and will cause unnecessary ineon-
venienee in so many centuries as I am to stand here "

" That 's no more than fair, and I '11 do it
! " quoth

the giant
;
for he had no unkind feeling towards Her-

cules, and was merely acting with a too selfish consid-
eration of his own ease. "For just five minutes,
then I 11 take back the sky. Only for five minutes,
recollect I I have no idea of spending another thou-
sand years as I spent the last. Variety is the spice of
uie, say 1,

Ah, the thick-witted old rogue of a giant ! He
threw down the golden apples, and received back the
sky, from the .iead and shoulders of Hercules, upon
Im own, where it rightly belonged. And Hercules

•
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picked up the three golden apples, that were as big or
bigger than pumpkins, and straightway set out on his
journey homeward, without paying the slightest heed
to the thundering tones of the giant, who bellowed after
him to come back. Another forest sprang up around
his feet, and grew ancient there ; and again might be
seen oak-trees, of six or seven centuries old, that had
waxed thus aged betwixt his enormous toes.

And there stands, the giant to this day ; or, at any
rate, there st'^nds a moimtain as tall as he, and which
bears his namo ; and .vhen the thunder rumbles about
its summit, we may imagine it to be the voice of Giant
Atlas, bellowing after Hercules I

;

«
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TANGLEWOOD FIRESIDE.

AFTER THE STORY,

"Cousm Eustace," demanded Sweet Fern, who
had been sitting at the story-teUer's feet, with his
mouth wide open, "exactly how taU was this giant ^"

" O Sweet Fern, Sweet Fern !

" cried the student,
"do you think I was there, to measure him with a
yard-stick? Well, if you must know to a hair's-
breadth, I suppose he might be from three to fifteen
miles straight upward, and that he might have seated
himself on Taconic, and had Monument Mountam for
a footstool."

"Dear me! " ejaculated the good little boy, with a
contented sort of a grunt, "that was a giant, sure
enough

!
And how long was his little finger ?

"

"As long as from Tanglewood to the lake," said
Eustace.

"Sure enough, that was a giant!" repeated Sweet
Fern, in an ecstasy at the precision of these measure-
ments. "And how broad, I wonder, were the shoul-
ders of Hercules?"

" That is what I have never been able to find out,"
answered the student. " But I think they must have
been a great deal broader than mine, or than your
father's, or than ahnost any shoulders which one sees
nowadays."

Irish," whispered Sweet Fern, with his mouth
) the student's ear, "that you would tell m©

li
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how big; were rome of the oak-trees that grew between
the giant's toes."

" They were bigger," said Eustace, " than the great

chestnut-tree which stands beyond Captain Smith's

house."

" Eustace," remarked Mr. Pringle, after some de-

liberation, " I find it impossible to exjjress such an
opinion of this story as will be likely to gratify, in the

smallest degree, your pride of authorship. Pray let

me advise jou never n-ore to meddle with a classical

myth. Your imagination is altogether Gothic, nnd
will inevitably Gothicize ev<>rything tliat you touch.

The effect is like bedaubing a marble statue with
paint. This giant, nowl How can you have ven-

tured to thrust his huge, disproportioned mass among
the seemly outlines of Grijcian fable, the tendency of

which is to reduce even tl^^ extravagant within limits,

by its pervading elegance ?
"

" I described the giant as he appeared to me," re-

plied the student, rather piqued. " Ai^d, sir, if you
would only bring your mind into such a relation with
these fables as is necessary in order to remodel them,
you would see at once that an old Greek had no more
exclusive right to them than a motlern Yankee has.

They are the common property of the world, and of

all time. The ancient poets remodelled them at

pleasure, and held them plastic in their hands ; and
why should they not be plastic in my hands as well ?

"

Mr. Pringle could not forbear a smile.

*' And besides," continued Eustace, " the moment
you put any warmth of heart, any passion or affection,

any human or divine morality, into a classic mould,

you make it quite another thing from what it was be-

fore. My own opinion is, that the Greeks., by taking
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possession of these legends (which were the immemo.
rial birthright of mankind), and putting them into
shapes of indestructible beauty, indeed, but cold and
heartless, have done all subsequent ages an incalcu-
lablo uijury."

" Which you, doubtless, were born to remedy," saiil
Mr. 1 ringle, laughing outright. " Well, well, go on •

but take my advice, and never put any of your traves-
ties on paper. And, as your next effort, what if you
should try your hand on some one of the legends of
Apollo?" **

"Ah, sir, you propose it as an impossibility," ob-
served the student, after a moment's meditation;
and, to be sure, at first thought, the idea of a Gothic

Apollo strikes one rather ludicrously. But I wiU turn
over your suggestion in my mind, and do not quite
despair of success."

During the above discussion, the children (who un-
derstood not a word of, it) had grown very sleepy, and
were now sent off to bed. Their drowsy babble was
heard ascending the staircase, while a northwest-wind
roared loudly among the tree-tops of Tanglewood, and
played an anthem around the Louse. Eustace Bright
went back to the study, and again endeavored to ham-
mer out some verses, but feU asleep between two of
the rhymes.
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THE MIRACULOUS PITCHER

THE HILL-SIDE.

INTRODUCTORY TO "THE MIRACULOUS PITCHER.'

I '

I li-

And when, and where, do you think we find the

children next ? No longer in the winter-time, but in

the merry month of May. No longer in Tanglewood

play-room, or at Tanglewood fireside, but more than

half-way up a monstrous hill, or a mountain, as per-

haps it would bo better j)leased to have us call it.

They had set out from home with the mighty purpose

of climbing this liigh hill, evon to the veiy tiptop of

its bald head. To be sure, it was not quite so high as

Chimborazo, or Mont Blanc, and was even a good

deal lower than old Graylock. But, at any rate, it

was higher than a thousand ant-hillocks, or a million

of mole-hills ; and, when measured by the short strides

of little children, might be reckoned a very respectable

moimtain.

And was Cousin Eustace with the party ? Of that

you may be certain ; else how could the book go on a
step further ? II«^ was now in the middle of the spring

vacation, and looked pretty much as we saw him four

or five months ago, except that, if you gazed quite

closely at his upper lip, you could discern the funniest

little bit of a must^he upon it* Setting a^-ide this
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Its, and equally a fav„.ite with tho little folks, as ho

was entirely „f h,s c.ntrivancc. All the way up the

with Ins cheerful voice
; an.l when Dandelion, Cow-

«l.p, and bquash-Blosaom grow weary, ho liiul luggedhem along, alternately, on his back. I„ this maitUthey had passed through the orchard, and pastures onthe lower part of the hill, and had reached the woo<l,whudi extends thence towards its bare summit.
The month of May, thus far, ha,l been mor amia-ble than it often is, and this was ^ sweet uml geni^a day as the heart of man or child could wish I„their progress ,ip the hill, the small people had foundenough of violets, blue and white, and Tune that wereas golden a., if they had the touch of Midas on tCThat soeiablest of flowers, the little H„ust«,ia

»"
very abundant. It is a flower that never lives a o^ebut which loves its own kind, and i. always f„„d ofdweUing with a great many friends and relatt:;
around it. Sometimes you see a family of them, cov-ering a space no bigger than the palm of yo.ir hand •

and sometimes a large community, whitening a whole

mI i"'!.T;
*"'* "^ ^""^^S ™« '"Of'" i" eheer.

lul heart and hfe.

Within the verge of the wood there were colum-
bines, ookmg more pale than red, because they were
so modest, and had thought proper to seclude them-
selves too anxinnslv froir. t^«^ „„_ m ,,

,

.
J --•"•• t^^n^ auu. xiiere were wild

geraniums, t«o, and a thousand white blossoms of the

ii
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strawberry. The trailing arbutus was not yet quite

out of bloom ; but it hid its precious flowers under the

last year's withered forest-leaves, as carefully as a
mother-bird hides its little young ones. It knew, I

suppose, how beautifid and sweet-scented they were.

So cunning was their concealment, that the children

sometimes smelt the delicate richness of their perfume
before they knew whence it proceeded.

Amid so much new life, it was strange and truly

pitiful to behold, here and there, in the fields and
pastures, the hoary periwigs of dandelions that had
already gone to seed. They had done with summer
before the summer came. Within those small globes
of winged seeds it was autumn now !

Well, but we must not waste our valuable pages
with any more talk about the spring-time and wild
flowers. There is something, we hope, more interest-

ing to be talked about. If you look at the group of

children, you may see them all gathered around Eus-
tace Bright, who, sitting on the stump of a tree, seems
to be just beginning a story. The fact is, the younger
part of the troop have found out that it takes rather
too many of tlieir short strides to measure the long as-

cent of the hill. Cousin Eustace, therefore, has de-

cided to leave Sweet Fern, Cowslip, Squash-Blossom,
and Dandelion, at this point, midway up, until the re-

turn of the rest of the party from the summit. And
because they complain a little, and do not quite like to

stay behind, he gives them some apples out of his

pocket, and proposes to tell them a very pretty story.

Hereupon they brighten up, and change their grieved
looks into the broadest kind of smiles.

As for the story, I was there to hear it, hidden be-

hind a bush, and shall tell it over to you in the pages
that come next.

i i



THE MIRACULOUS PITCHER.

One evening, in times long ago, old Philemon and
lus old- wife Baucis sat at their cottage-door, enjoying
the calm and beautiful sunset. They had already
eaten their frugal supper, and intended now to spend
a quiet hour or two before bedtime. So they talked
together about their garden, and their cow, and their
bees, and their grapevine, which clambered over the
cottage-wall, and on which the grapes were beginning
to turn purple. But the rude shouts of children, and
the fierce barking of dogs, in the village near at hand,
grew louder and louder, until, at last, it was hardly
possible for Baucis and Philemon to hear each other
speak.

" Ah, wife," cried Philemon, " I fear some poor
traveller is seeking hospitality among our neighbors
yonder, and, instead of <riving him food and lodging,
they have set their dogs at him, as their custom is".'

"
'

"Well-a-day!" answered old Baucis, "I do wish
our neighbors felt a little more kindness for tjieir fel-
low-creatures. And only think of bringing up their
children in this naughty way, and patting them on the
head when they fling stones at strangers !

"

" Those children will never come to anv good,"
said Philemon, shaking hisAvhite head. " To tell you
the truth, wife, I should not wonder if some terrible
thing were to happen to all the people in the village,
unless they mend their manners. But, as for you and
me, so long as Providence affords us a crust of bread

,. f
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let us be ready to give half to any poor, homeless
stranger, that may come along and need it."

"That's right, husband!" said Baucis. "So we
will !

"

These old folks, you must know, were quite poor,
and had to work pretty hard for a living. Old Phile-
mon toiled diligently in his garden, while Baucis was
always busy with her distaff, or making a little butter
and cheese with their cow's milk, or doing one thing
and another about the cottage. Their food was sel-

dom anything but bread, milk, and vegetables, with
sometimes a portion of honey from their beehive, and
now and then a bunch of grapes, that had ripened
against the cottage wall. But they were two of the
kindest old people in the world, and would cheerfully
have gone without their dinners, any day, rather than
refuse a slice of their brown loaf, a cup of new milk,
and a spoonful of honey, to the weary traveller who
might pause before their door. They felt as if such
guests had a sort of holiness, and that they ought,
therefore, to treat them better and more bountifully
than their own selves.

Their cottage stood on a rising ground, at some
short distance from a village, which lay in a hollow
valley, that was about half a mile in breadth. This
valley, in past ages, when the world was new, had
probably been the bed of a lake. There, fishes had
glided to and fro in the depths, and water-weeds had
grown along the margin, and trees and hills had seen
their reflected images in the broad and peaceful mir-
ror. But, as the waters subsided, men had cultivated
the fioil, and built houses on it, so that it was now a
fertile spot, and bore no traces of the ancient lake, ex-
cept a very small brook, which meandered through the

h!i
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midst of the village, and supplied the inhabitants with
water. The valley had been dry land so long, that
oaks had spnmg up, and grown great and high, and
perished with old age, and been succeeded by others,
as tall and stately as the first. Never was there a
prettier or more fruitful valley. The very sight of theplenty around them should have made the inhabitants
kind and gentle, and ready to show their gratitude to
Providence by doing good to their fellow-creatures.

Jiut, we are sorry to say, the people of this lovely
vdlage were not worthy to dwell in a spot on which
Heaven had smded so beneficently. They were a very
selfish and hard-hearted people, and had no pity for
the poor nor sympathy with the homeless. Thev
would only have laughed, had anybody told them thathuman beings owe a debt of love to one another, be-
cause there is no other method of paying the debt of
love and care which all of us owe to Providence. You
will hardly believe what I am going to tell you. These
naughty people taught their children to be no better
than themselves, and used to clap their hands, by way
of encouragement, when they saw the little boys and
girls run after some poor stranger, shouting at his
heels and pelting him with stones. They kept large
and fierce dogs, and whenever a traveller ventured toshow himself m the village street, this pack of disa-
greeable curs scampered to meet him, barking, snarl-
ing, and showing their teeth. Then they would seizehim by his leg, or by his clothes, just as it happened;
and If he were ragged when he came, he was generally
a pitiable object before ho had time to run away. This
was a very terrible thing to poor travellers, as you may
suppose, especially wlien they chanced to be sick, or
feeble, or lame, or old. Such persons (if they oree
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knew how badly these unkind people, and their un-
kind children and curs, were in the habit of behav-
ing) would go miles and miles out of their way, rather
than try to pass through the viUage again.
What made the matter seem worse, if possible, was

that when rich persons came in their chariots, or rid-
ing on beautiful horses, with their servants in rich liv-
cries attending on them, nobody could be more civil
and obsequious than the inhabitants of the village.
They would take off their hats, and make the hum-
blest bows you ever sav/. If the children were rude,
they were pretty certain to get their ears boxed ; and
as for the dogs, if a single cur in the pack presumed
to yelp, hia master instantly beat him with a club, and
tied him up without any supper. This would have
been all very well, only it proved that the villagers
cared much about the monay that a stranger had in
his pocket, and nothing whatever for the himian soul,

which lives equally in the beggar and the prince.

So now you can understand why old Philemon
spoke so sorrowfully, when he heard the shouts of the
children and the barking of the dogs, at the farther
extremity of the village street. There was a confused
din, which lasted a good while, and seemed to pass
quite through the breadth of the valley.

" I never heard the dogs so loud I
" observed the

good old man.
" Noi the children so rude !

" answered his good old
wife.

They sat shaking their heads, one to another, while
the noise came nearer and nearer; until, at the foot of
the little eminence on which their cottage stood, they
saw two travellers approaching on foot. Close behind
them came the fierce dogs, snaiimg at their very heels.
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A little farther off, ran a crowd of children, who sent
up shrill cries, and flun;? stones at the two strangers,
with all their might. Once or twice, the younger of
the two men (he was a slender and very active figure)
turned about and drove back the dogs with a staff
which he carried in his hand. His companion, who
was a very tall person, walked calmly along, as if dis-
daining to notice either the naughty children, or the
pack of curs, whose manners the children seemed to
imitate.

Both of the travellers were very humbly clad, and
looked as if they might not have money enough in
their pockets to pay for a night's lodging. And this,
I am afraid, was the reason why the villagers had al-
lowed their children and dogs to treat them so rudely.

" Come, wife," said Philemon to Baucis, " let us go
and meet these poor people. No doubt, they feel al.
most too heavy-hearted to climb the hill."

" Go you and meet them," answered Baucis, " while
I make haste within doors, and see whether we can get
them anything for supper. A comfortable bowl of
bread and milk would do wonders towards raising
their spirits."

Accordingly, she hastened into the cottage. Phile-
mon, on his part, went forward, and extended his
hand with so hospitable an aspect that there was no
need of saying what nevertheless he did say, in the
heartiest tone imaginable,—

" Welcome, strangers ! welcome !
"

" Thank you !
" replied the younger of the two, in a

lively kind of way, notwithstanding his weariness and
trouble. "This is quite another greeting than we
^ -net with yonder in the village. Pray, why do

e in such a bad neighborhood ?
"

'11

' 'I
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"Ah I" observed old Philemon, with a quiet and
benign smile, « Providence put me here, I hope, among
other reasons, in order that I may make you what
amends I can for the inhospitality of my neighbors."

" Well said, old father! " cried the traveller, laugh-
ing; "and, if the truth must be told, my companion
and myseK need some amends. Those children (the
little rascals !) have bespattered us finely with their
mud-balls

; and one of the curs has torn my cloak,
which was ragged enough already. But I took hun'
across the muzzle with my staff; and I think you
may have heard him yelp, even thus far off."

Philemon was glad to see him in such good spi-its •

nor, indeed, would you have fan ied, by the traveUer's
look and manner, that he was weary with a long day's
journey, besides being disheartened by rou^rh treat-
ment at the end of it. He was dressed in rather an
odd way, with a sort of cap on his head, the brim of
which stuck out over both ears. Though it was a
summer evening, he wore a cloak, which he kept wrapt
closely about him, perhaps because his under garments
were shabby. Philemon perceived, too, that he had
on a singular pair of shoes ; but, as it was now grow-
ing dusk, and as the old man's eyesight was none the
sharpest, he could not precisely tell in what the
strangeness consisted. One thing, certainly, seemed
queer. The traveller was so wonderfully light and
active, that it appeared as if his feet sometimes rose
from the ground of their own accord, or could only be
kept down by an effort.

" I used to be light-footed, in my youth," said Phile-
mon to the traveller. « But I always found my feet
grow heavier towards nightfall."

"There is nothinsr liks a good staff to help one.»«»^/ %v
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along," answered the stranger; "and I happen to haye
an excellent one, as you see."

This staff, in fact, was the oddesMooking staff that
Philemon had ever beheld. It was made of olive-
wood, and had something like a little pair of win-s
near the top. Two snakes, carved in the wood, were
represented as twining themselves about the staff and
were so veiy skilfully executed that old Philemon
(whose eyes, you know, were getting rather dim ) al-
most bought them alive, and that he coiUd see them
wriggLng and twisting.

" ^ ^;»^i«"«
Pifce of work, sure enough ! " said he.A staff with wmgs

! It would be an exceUent kind
ot stick for a little boy to ride astride of !

"

By thi^s time, PhUemon and his two guests had
reached the cottage door.

"Priends," said the old man, «sit down and rest
yourselves here on this bench. My good wife Baucis
has gone to see what you can have for supper. We
are poor folks; but you shall be welcome to whatever
we have in the cupboard."
The younger stranger threw himself carelessly on

the bench, letting his staff faU, as he did so. And
here happened something rather marveUous, though
triflmg enough, too. The staff seemed to get up from
the ground of its o^vn accord, and, spreading its little
pair of wings, it half hopped, half flew, and leaned
Itself against the wall of the cottage. There it stood
quite still, except that the snakes continued to wricrole
But, m my private opinion, old Philemon's eyesightmd been playing him tricks again.
Before he could ask any questions, the elder stran-

ger drew his attention from the. wonderful staff by
speaking to him, '

*

^1^1
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"Was there not," asked the stranger, in a remarka-
bly deep tone of voice, " a lake, in very ancient times,

covering the spot where now stands yonder village ?
"

" Not in my day, friend," answered Philemon
;

" and yet I am an old man, as you see. There were
always the fields and meadows, just as they are now,
and the old trees, and the little stream murmuring
through the midst of the valley. My father, nor his

father before him, ever saw it otherwise, so far as I

know ; and doubtless it will still be the same, when
old Philemon shall be gone and forgotten !

"

"That is more than can be safely foretold," ob-

served the stranger and there was something very
stern in his deep voice. He uhook his head, too, so
that his dark and heavy curls were shaken with the
movement. " Since the inhabitants of yonder village

have forgotten the affections and sympathies of thefr

nature, it were better that the lake should be rippling
over their dwellings again !

"

The traveller looked so stem, that Philemon was
really almost frightened; the more so, that, at his
frown, the t ilight seemed suddenly to grow darker,
and fiat, when he shook his head, there was a roll as
of thunder in the air.

But, in a moment afterwards, the stranger's face be-
came so kindly and mild, that the old man quite for-

got his terror. Nevertheless, he could not help feeling

that this elder traveller must be no ordinary person-
age, although he happened now to be attired so hum-
bly and to be journeying on foot. Not that Philemon
fancied him a prince in disguise, or any character of
that sort ; but rather some exceedingly wise man, who
went about the world in this poor garb, despising
wealth and all worldly objects, and seekin«y everywhere
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to add a ».ite to his wisdom. Tliis idea appeared themore probable because, when Philemon raised his eyesto the stranger's fare, he seemed to see more thouffh

both'lf^.nr?,r ^**""? *'"' ^"PP^^- "-^ *™vellers

™„;™ •
I f^ ^"^ "^'"^^y ^"' Hulemcn. Theyounger, mdeed was extremely loquacious, and madeuch shrewd and witty remarks, that tho goo<I old mancontinually burst out a,la„ghing, and pronouncedSthe merrier fellow whom he had seen for many a dat'Pmy my young friend," said he, as they gi-ewfamihar together, " what may I call your na,„e^^

"

"tolerabS we^ "" "^ '^'''''''-' ^^ -«
"Quicksilver? Quicksilver?" repeated Philemonfcokmg ,n the traveller's face, to se'e if he were makffigfunofhim. "It is a very odd name! And yourcompanion there? Has he as strange a one' " ^
rou must ask the thunder to tell it you ! " replied

Quicksilver puttmg on a mysterious look. "No other
voice IS loud enough."

This remark, whether it were serious or in iestmight have caused Philemon to conceive a very greatawe of the elder stranger, if, „n venturing to gafe ahmi, he had not beheld so much beneficenceth^s
rr^r *

"^ undoubtedly, here wa., the,grandest fig.

When the stranger conversed, it was ,vith gravity, andm sueh a way that Philemon felt irresilibly mov dto tell him eveptliing which he had most a^ heart.'

Jl !:i'.t;fr ™^.r"g''to «««°p«hend an theii

(< M
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good and evil, and to despise not a tittle of it.
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But Philemon, simple and kind-hearted old man
that he was, had not many secrets to disclose. He
talked, however, quite pjarrulously, a)>out the events

of his past life, in the whole course of which he had

never been a scoi e of miles from this very spot. His

wife Baucis and himself had dwelt in the cottage from

their youth upwarfl, earning their bread by honest la-

bor, always poor, but still contented. He told what

excellent butter and cheese Baucis made, and how nice

were the vegetables which he raised in his garden.

He said, too, that, because they loved one another so

very much, it was the wish of both that death might

not separate them, but that they should die, as they

had lived, together.

As the stranger listened, a smile beamed over his

countenance, and made its expression as sweet as it

was grand.

" You are a good old man," said he to Philemon,
" and you have a good old wife to be your helpmeet.

It is fit that your wish be granted."

And it seemed to Philemon, just then, as if the sun-

set clouds threw up a bright flash from the west, and

kindled a sudden light in the sky.

Baucis had now got supper ready, and, coming to

the door, began to make apologies for the poor fare

which she was forced to set before her guests.

" Had we known you were coming," said she, " my
good man and myself would have gone without a mor-

sel, rather than you should lack a better supper. But
I took the most part of to-day's milk to make cheese •,

and our last loaf is already half eaten. Ah me ! I

never feel the sorrow of being poor, save when a poor

traveller knocks at our door."

* All wiU be very well-, do not trouble yourself, my
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nectar and ambrosia."
<^oai8est loocl to

Why, Motlu. Baucis, it is a feast!" cxelaimer?Qmofedve,., Ia„s,hi.,g, .„,. ,t,„,„^ feast! a, rt vol

"

»M .ee how bravely I will play ,„y part at - Ithmk I never felt hungrier in ,„y life^'

'

"• ^

"Mercy on us! "whispered Baucisto her husbandH the young man has such a terrible annotitJ T
«fra d there will not be half enough supr^Tr""^'

' "^
They all went into the cottage.
And now, my little auditors abnll T t.ii

^ing thatwiU make you opeAtt y^ 've^^X?

^t Lf I'
„^"'"^;'™'' "t^ff. you "'collect, hadset Itself up agamst the wall of the cottage. Well-

Z-ead it,^M„ ' ^ '''?"''' " '''' ''»* ™™ediately

up the door steps
! Tap, tup, went the staff, on the

2^ !,,•« wi* .
Philemon, however, as wellas lus mfe, was so taken np i„ attending to theirguestMhat no notice was given to what th^ staff hj

As Baucis had said, there was but a scanty supperfor two hungiy traveUers. In the middle ofTheTbLwas the remnant of a brown Tn^f ^^vk _
" ^,

Oheese on on, side of it, and a dil'of WyeTmb »
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the other. There was a pretty good bunch of grapes

for each of the guests. A moderately sized earthen

pitcher, nearly full of milk, stood at a comer of the

board ; and when Baucis had filled two bowls, and set

them before the strangers, only a little milk remained
in the bottom of the pitcher. Alas ! it is a very sad
business, when a bountiful heart finds itself pinched

and squeezed among narrow c cumstances. Poor
Baucis kept wishing that she might starve for a week
to come, if it were possible, by so doing, to provide

these hungry folks a more plentiful 8upj)er.

And, since the supper was so exceedingly small, she
could not help wishing that their appetites had not
been tpiite so large. Why, at their very first sitting

down, the travellers both drank off aU the milk iu

their two bowls, at a draught.

"A little more milk, kind Mother Baucis, if you
please," said Quicksilver. "The day has been hot,

and I am very much athirst."

" Now, my dear people," answered Baucis, in great
confusion, "I am so sorry and ashamed! But the
truth is, there is hardly a drop more milk in the
pitcher. O husband ! husband I why did n't we go
without our supper ?

"

" Why, it aj>pears to me," cried Quicksilver, start-

ing up from table and taking the pitcher by the han-
dle, " it really appears to me that matters are not quite

so bad as you represent them. Here is certainly more
milk in the pitcher."

So saying, and to the vast astonishment of Baucis,
he proceeded to fill, not only his own bowl, but his

companion's likewise, from the pitcher, that was sup-
posed to be almost empty. The good woman could
seareely believe her eyes. She had eertainiy pouied
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npon the table
' ^''^^^''' '^ '^^ ^^ it down

mistake. At SevenJ t7'^!\
""'""''' '»'^« a

empty „„„. a^ 8^^',^^" ?->»' help being

"What excellent ^iik,^"i
tw,„e over."

after quaffing the contentof tn t^^ ^^'''T'
raKot",f''--b»t/::rre5--;-

«.- oonid n'ot";„fs!S? ^^ r,erH'''
""^'

order to let him know »!„• if However, in

lifted the piXr and'^mT
'' ""^ *••' "''^ ^as, she

mill, intoqUK ^:^\T;':h': nj'
"""""^

.dea that any „iJk wodd 't^l""*™'
*« --«

her surprise, therefore, when sui-h »„ r' ,
"" ""^

feU bubbling into thl lotvl 1. r'''"'^'™"^'«'«'i«
filled to (he biim and ovZ j

'^^^ immediately

two snakes thaT;^ Ztf^'t ""^ '^ "^"^
'
^e

(but neithe.. IfauSl .plni ™' Q^^k^i'ver's staff

this eirenmsb^ee) s"ed ouT th'"^'?'''.'"
"''^"^

gan to lap up tie spiirmilk
'"' ^'^' "'•' "«•

Ittl^'astpliff:r ^7™- ^''-""adr
tured, that dav onT "

,,
.^ ""^ """"t have pas-

found an;l£T„ he wtlf t'T ^^-f t""''"^"of yon, my beloved ZZ ,
^'^ *"''' *''at e«h

"And now a ^ of ,„„ ^^^ ,^_ ^^^^

ill
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Baucis," said Quicksilver, " and a little of that

honey
!

"

Baucis cut him a slice, accordingly ; and though the

loaf, when she and her husband ate of it, had been

rather too dry and crusty to be palatable, it was now as

light and moist as if but a few hours out of the oven.

Tasting a crumb, which had fallen on the table, she

found it more delicious than bread ever was before,

and coidd hardly believe that it was a loaf of her own
kneading and baking. Yet, what other loaf could it

possibly be ?

But, oh the honey ! I may just as well let it alone,

without trying to describe how exquisitely it smelt and

looked. Its color was that of the purest and most

transparent gold ; and it had the odor of a thousand

flowers; but of such flowers as never grew in an

earthly garden, and to seek which the bees must have

flown high above the clouds. The wonder is, that,

after alighting on a flower-bed of so delicious fra-

grance and immortal bloom, they should have been

content to fly down again to their hive in Philemon's

garden. Never was such honey tasted, se^ u, or smelt.

The perfume floated around the kitchen, and made
it so delightful, that, had you closed your eyes, you

wo I.Id instantly have forgotten the low ceiling and
smoky walls, and have fancied yourseH in an arbor,

with celestial honeysuckles creeping over it.

Although good Mother Baucis was a simple old

dame, she could not but think that there was some-

thing rather out of the common way, in all that had

been going on. So, after helping the guests to bread

and honey, and laying a buncli of grapes by each of

their plates, she sai, down by Philemon, and told him

Wutit 3ii6 uuiu seen, in a wiiispcr.
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« Did you ever hear the like ? » asked she.
iVo,l never did," answered Philemon, with asmile "And I rather think, my dear old v^evolhave been walkin. about in a so^ of a drea^ '^^Jhad poured out the milk, I should have seen throughthe busmess at once. There happened to be a litt?more ,n the pitcher than you thou^t,- tha.t t^'"^Ah, husband," said Baucis, "say what you willthese are very uncommon people "

" Well, well," replied Philemon, still smiling, "per-haps they are. They certainly do look as if they hadseen better days; and I am heartily glad to see themmaking so comfortable a supper."
Ea<5h of the guests had now taken\is bunch ofpapes upon his plate. Baucis (who rubbed her eyes

in order to see the more clearly) was of opinion that
the clusters had grown larger and richer, and thateach separate grape seemed to be on the ^.oint ofburstmg with ripe juice. It was entirely a mystery
to her how such grapes could ever have been producedfrom the old stunted vine that climbed against the
cottage wall.

;' Very axlmirable grapes these!" observed Quick-
silver as he swallowed one after another, without ap-
parently diminishing his cluster. "Pray, my good
host, whence did you gather them ? " ^ ^

" ^''*'™ "^3^ «^^ ^ne,» answered Philemon. " You

C on's.?
"' ^ "''^' ''^"^*^* *^^ ^^P- -^

cun of"'Z 'Tv^' ^''*'^r
'^"^^ '^' ^^«*- "Anothercup of this delicious milk, if you please, and I shaUthen have sunned bpfi^r fhq». -, t.^--;„- »

This time, old Philemon bestirred himself, and took
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up the pitcher
; for he was curious to discover whether

there was any reality in the marvels wliich Baucis had
whispered to him. He knew that his good old wife
was incapable of falsehood, and that she was seldom
mistaken in what she supposed to be true ; but this
was so very singular a case, that he wanted to see into
it with his own eyes. On taking up the pitcher, there-
fore, he slyly peeped into it, and was fully satisfied
that it contained not so much as a single drop. All at
once, however, he beheld a little wliite fountain, which
gushed up from the bottom of the pitcher, and speed-
ily filled it to the brim with foaming and deliciouslv
fragrant mUk. It was lucky that Philemon, in his
surprise, did not drop the miiaculous pitcher from his
hand.

Who are ye, wonder-working strangers I " cried
he, even more bewildered than his wife had been.
"Your guests, my good Philemon, and your friends,"

replied the elder traveUer, in his mild, deep voice, that
had something at once sweet and awe-inspiring in it.

"Give me likewise a cup of the milk ; and may your
pitcher never be empty for kind Baucis and yourself,
any more than for the needy wayfarer I

"

The supper being now over, the strangers requested
to be shown to their place of repose. The old people
would gladly have talked with them a little longer, and
have expressed the wonder which they felt, and their
delight at finding the poor and mea;'^, supper prove
60 much better and more abindant thai; ^hey hoped.
But the elder traveller had inspired tiiem with such
reverence, that they dared not ask him any questions.
And when Philemon drew Quicksilver aside, and in-
quired how under the sun a fountain of milk could
have got into an old earthen pitcher, this latter person-
age pointed to his staff.

rS;
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I«rJf f' T^.'!^^
°^y«*«^ *>f the affair.
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QuicksUver . «7n7 f
^ ^ *"* *^' ^^'" ^"0*^MtuioKsuyer

,
and if you can make it out, I 'U tiia„tyou to let me know. I can'f fpll «;J,o^ * i .

staff It i, ., pfeVsSr^rr hS^

I shoJd say tt s«'w^C4S;° ""- "°"^"--

He said no more, but look-d so slvlv ir, fU^- t
th... they rather faneiao he wasCgSgaut™ T^*mag.e Staff went hopping at his h^K Q,Ssil™quitted the room. When left alone, the gSl oTd

Z^^Tt "'"^"'"^ '"''
'" "''»™--«<>» about theevents of the evening, and then lay down on the flZand fell fast asleep. They ha.1 given „p "heirsW".g-room to the guests, and had^ no otlr b d^

"r;nLro:fHei-^-'^«""'-''^^e:

fKo i,«ow.i, 1 ,
^®^' ^'^^ bake a cake uoon

^better to .eo^„rr;r-7^^before the heat of the day should come oi
'

The/

Iw Pwr^'^'^.'p"**""^
••'»' ""medllly^'nt

deed, how fa™U,.,r the old couple insensihiv „™„ L.-..,
tlu. eiaer traveller, and how theirgood and'si^pje^^



156 THE MIRACULOUS PllCaER,

i

1
i

'^'

'1'

111

n

its melted into his, even as two drop:^ of water woulil
melt into the illimitable ocean. And -m for Quicksil-

ver, with his k (m, quid?,, laughing wits, he ai)peared
to discover every little jlio sight that buc peeped irto
their minds, before they suspected it tliemselves. They
somtitimcs wished, Ic is true, thar he h?A not been quite
so quick-witted, and also that he would flizur away his
wtaif, whi( h looked so mysteriously mischievous, with
tite sj'ukes alsvjiys writhing about it. But then, again,
Qhr'^silver showed himself so vrry good-humored,
til,;! iiiey would have been rejoiced to keep him in their

cottage, stalf, snakes, and all, every <hiy, and the whole
day long.

" Ah me ! Well-arday !

" exclaimed Philemon, when
they had walked a little way from their door. " If our
neighbors only knew what a blessed thing it is to show
hospitality to strangers, they would tie up all their

dogs, and never allow their cliildren to fling another
stone."

" It is a sin and shame for them to behave so,—
that it is I " cried good old Baucis, vehemently. " And
I mean to go this very day, and teU some of them
what naughty people they are !

"

" I fear," remarked Quicksilver, slyly smiling, " that
you will find none of them at home."
The elder traveller's brow, just then, assumed i >ch

a grave, stern, and awful grandeur, yet serene withal,
that neither Baucis nor Philemon drvcd to speak a
word. They gazed reverently into hi e, as if they
had b(;en gazing at the sky.

" W- men do not feel towar himiblest stran-
ger as ix i.e were a brother," said : > traveller, in tones
80 deep that they sounded like thoF ! wn organ, "they
are unworthy to exist on eartb, whic' v ,8 created as
the abode of a great human brotherh* ^1 \

"
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« And, by the by, my dear old people," cried Quick-
silver, with the liveHest look of fun and mischief in
his eyes, " wliere is this same villa-e that you talk
about? On which side of us does it lie ? Methinks
I do not see it hereabouts."

Philemon and his wife turned towards the valley,
where, at sunset, only the day before, they had seen
the meadows, the houses, the gardens, the clumps of
trees, the wide, green-margined street, with children
playmg m it, and all the tokens of business, enjoy,
ment, and prosperity. But what was their astonish-
ment I There was no longer any appearance of a vU-
lage

!
Even the fertile vale, in the hollow of which it

lay, had ceased to have existence. In its stead, they
beheld the broad, blue surface of a lake, which filled
the great basin of thevaUey from brim to brim, and re-
flected the surrounding hills in its bosom with as tran-
quil an i«age as if it had been there ever since the
creation of the world. For an instant, the lake re-
mamed perfectly smooth. Then, a little breeze sprang
up, and caused the water to dance, glitter, and sparkle
in the early sunbeams, and to dash, with a pleasant
Mpplmg murmur, against the hither shore.
The lake seemed so strangely familiar, that the old

couple were greatly perplexed, and felt as if they could
only have been dreaming about a village having lain
there. But, the next moment, they remembered the
vanished dwellings, and the faces and characters of
the inhabitants, far too distinctly for a dream. The
viUage had been there yesterday, and now was gone I

"Alas I " cried these kind-hearted old people, « what
has become of our poor neighbors ?

"

^
"They exist no longer as men and women." said thn

elder traveUer, in his giand and deep voice, whUe a

In
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roll of thunder seemed to echo it at a distance. " There
was neither use nor beauty in such a life as theirs ; for
they never softened or sweetened the hard lot of mor-
tality by the exercise of kindly affections between man
and man. They retained no image of the better life

in their bosoms ; therefore, the lake, that was of old,
has spread itself forth again, to reflect the sky 1

"

"And as for those foolish people," said Quicksilver,
with his mischievous smile, " they are all transformed
to fishes. There needed but little change, for they
were already a scaly set of rascals, and the coldest-
blooded beings in existence. So, kind Mother Baucis,
whenever you or your husband have an appetite for a
dish of broiled trout, he can throw in a line, and pull
out half a dozen of your old neighbors I

"

" Ah," cried Baucis, shuddering, " I would not, for
the world, put one of them on the gridiron I

"

" No," added Philemon, making a wry face, " we
could never relish them I

"

"As for you, good Philemon," continued the elder
traveller,—"and you, kind Baucis,— you, with youp
scanty means, have mingled so much heartfelt hospi.
tality withyour entertainment of the homeless stranger,
that the milk became an inexhaustible fount of ned
tor, and the brown loaf and the honey were ambrosia.
Thus, the divinities have feasted, at your board, off
the same viands that supply their banquets on Olym-
pus. You have done well, my dear old friends. Where-
fore, request whatever favor you have most at heart,
and it is granted."

Philemon and Baucis looked at one another, and
then, — I know not which of the two it was who
spoke, but that one uttered the desire of both their
hearts.

|]
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"Let us live together, while we live, and leave the
world at the same instant, when we die I For we have
always loved one another I

"

"Be it 80
1

" replied the stranger, with majestio
kindness. " Now, look towards your cottage !

"

They did so. But what was their surprise on be-
holding a tall edifice of white marble, with a wide-
open portal, occupying the spot where their humble
residence had so lately stood I

"There is your home," said the stranger, beneficently
smihng on tiiem both. " Exercise your hospitality in
yonder palace as freely as in the poor hovel to which
you welcomed us last evening."
The old folks feU on their knees to thank him ; but,

behold I neither he nor Quicksilver was there.
So Philemon and Baucis took up their residence in

the marble palace, and spent their time, with vast sat-
isfaction to themselves, in making eveiybody joUy and
comfortable who happened to pass that way. The
milk-pitcher, I must not forget to say, retained its mar-
veUous quality of being never empty, when it was de-
sirable to have it fuU. Whenever an honest, good-
humored, and free-hearted guest took a draught fvom
this pitcher, he invariably found it the sweete.i and
most mvigoratmg fluid that ever ran down his throat.
But, if a cross and disagreeable curmudgeon happened
to sip, he was pretty certam to twist his visage into a
hard knot, and pronounce it a pitcher of sour milk I

Thus the old couple lived in their palace a great, great
•^: de, and grew older and older, and very old indeed.
At length, however, there came a summer morning
when Philemon and Baucis faUed to make their a^
pearance, as on other mornings, with one hospitable
smile overspreading both their pleasant faces, to invite

,.v «,
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Ibo guenta of over-night to breakfast. The guests
OParched everywhere, from top to bottom of the spa-
cious palace, and all t- -v- ,. -pose. But, after a great
deal of perplexity, they espied, in front of the portal,
two venerable trees, which nobody could remember to
have seen there the day before. Yet there they stood,
with their roots fastened deep into the soil, and a huge
breadth of foliage overshadowing the whole front of
the edifice. One was an oak, and the other a linden-
tree. Their boughs— it was Htrange and beautiful to
see— were intertwined together, and embraced one
another, so that each tree seemed to live iu the other
tree's bosom mu( ]i more than in its own.

While the guests were marvelli.ig how these trees,
that must have required at least a century to pTow,
could have come to be so tall and venerable in a sin-
gle night, a breeze sprang up, and set their intermin-
gled boughs astir. And then there was a deep, broad
murmur in the air, as if the tv o mysterious trees were
speaking.

"la old i.*hilem(ni !
" murmured the oak.

" I am old Baucis I
" murmured the linden-tree.

Rut, S9. »;ie breeze ^rrew atro; ^er, the trees both
spoke at once,— " PhiV mon ! Baucis! Baucis! Phil-
emon ! "— as if one wero ^ >th and both we^'^ one, and
talking together in the . ^-pths of their mii.ial heart.
It was plain ent. f perceive th:. the good old
couple hid renew tht age, and wer.; now » spend
a quiet and delightiul hundred years so, Philemon
as an oak, and Baucis as a linden-tree. And oh, what
a hospitable shade did they fling around them. When-
ever a wayfarer paused beneath it, he heard a pleasant
whisper of the leaves above his head, and wondered
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how the sound should so much resemble words like
these :—

" Welcome, welcome, dear traveller, welcome !
"

And some kind soul, that knew what would have
pleased old Baucis and old Philemon best, built a cir-
cular seat around both their trunks, where, for a CToat
while afterwards, the weary, and the hunf^ry, and the
thirsty used to repose themselves, and quaff milk abun-
dantly out of ( he miraculous pitcher.
And I wish, for all our sakes, tiuit we hud the

pitcher here now I

THE HILL-SIDE.

AFIEB THE STORr.

« How much did the pitcher hold ? " asked Sweet
Fern.

" It did not hold quite a quart," answered the stu-
dent; "but you might keep pouring milk out of it,
till you should fill a hogshead, if ^•ou pleased. The
truth IS, it would run on forever, antl not be dry even
atmidHnmmer,— whichis more thaa car, U said of
yonder rill, that goes babbling down thv LiUide."

" And what has become of the pitcher now ? "
in-

quired the little boy.

" It was broken, I am sorry to say, about twenty-
fiv^ thousand year« ago," replied Cousin Eustace.
' Ihe people mended it <• . well as they could, but,
though It would hold milk pretty well, it was never
aftb. tvards ki -n a to fiU itself of its own accord. So,
you see, it was no better than any other cracked
earthen pitcher."

« What a pity
!

" cried aU the chUdren at once.
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The respectable clog Ben had accompanied the parw
ty, as did likewise a half-jrrown Newfoundland pup-
py, who went by the name of Bruin, because he waa
just as black as a bear. Ben, being elderly, and of
very circumspect habits, was respectfully requested,
by Cousin Eustatic, to stay l)ehind with the four little

children, in order to keep them out of mischief. As
for black Bruin, who was himself nothing but a child,
the student thought it best to take him along, lest, in
his rude play with the other children, he should trip
them up, and send them rolling and tumbling down
the hill. Advising Cowslip, Sweet Fern, Dandelion,
and Squash-Blossom to sit pretty still, in the spot
where he left them, the student, with Primrose and
the elder children, began to ascend, aud were aooa out
of sight among the treeu.
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THE CHIM^ERA.

BALD-SUMMIT.

nJTRODUCTORY TO "THE CHIMERA.'*

Upward, along the steep and wooded hill-side, went
i.ustace Bnght and his companions. The trees were
not yet in full leaf, but had budded forth sufficiently
to throw an airy shadow, while the sunshine filled
them with green light. There were moss-grown rocks,
half hidden among the old, brown, fallen leaves ; there
were rotten tree-trmiks, lying at full length where
they had long ago faUen ; there were decayed boughs,
that had been shaken down by the wintry gales, and
were scattered everywhere about. But still, though
these things looked so aged, the aspect of the wood
was that of the newest life; for, whichever way you
turned your eyes, something fresh and green waa
springmg forth, so as to be ready for the summer.
At last, the young people reached the upper verge

of the wood, and found themselves almost at the sura-
mit of the hiJl. It was not a peak, nor a great round
baU, but a pretty wide plain, or table-land, with a
house and barn upon it, at some distance. That house
was the home of a solitary family ; and oftentimes the
clouds, whence feU the rain, and whence the snow-
storm drifted down into the valley, hung lower than
wiis hhak and ioiieiy dwelling-place.

i ii
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On the highest point of the hill was a heap of
stones, in the centre of which was stuck a long pole,
with a little flag fluttering at the end of it. Eustace
led the children thither, and bade them look around,
and see how large a tract of our beautiful world they
could take in at a glance. And their eyes grew wider
as they looked.

Monument Mountain, to the southward, was still in
the centre of the scene, but seemed to have sunk and
subsided, so that it was now but an undistinguished
member of a large family of hills. Beyond it, the
Taconic range looked higher and bulkier than before.
Our pretty lake was seen, with all its little bays and
inlets

; and not that alone, but two or three new lakes
were opening their blue eyes to the sun. Several white
villages, each with its steeple, were scattered about in
the distance. There were so many farm-houses, with
their acres of woodland, pasture, mowing-fields, and
tillage, that the chiWren could hardly make room in

their minds to receive all these different objects.
There, too, was Tanglewood, which they had hitherto
thought such an important apex of the world. It now-
occupied so small a space, that they gazed far beyond
it, and on either side, and searched a good while
with all their eyes, before discovering whereabout it

stood.

White, fleecy clouds were hanging in the air, and
threw the dark spots of their shadow here and there
over the landscape. But, by and by, the sunshine was
where the shadow had been, and the shadow was some-
^yhere else.

Far to the westward was a range of blue mountains,
which Eustace Bright told the children were the Cats-
kills. Among those misty hills, h© said, was a spot
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where some old Dutchmen were playing an everlasting
game of nmepins, and where an idle fellow, whose
name was Rip Van Winkle, had faUen asleep, and
slept twenty years at a stretch. The children eagerly
besought Lusta^e to tell them all about this wonder-
tul attair. But the student replied that the story had
been told once already, an.l better than it ever could
be told agani

;
and that nobody would have a right to

a ter a word of it, until it shodd have grown as old
as The Gorgous Head," and " The Three Golden
Apples, and the rest of those miraculous legends.
"At least," said Pcriwinlde, "while we rest our-

selves here, and are looking about us, you can tell us
anotlier of your own stories."

" Yes, Cousin Eustace," cried Primrose, " I advise
you to tell us a story here. Take some lofty 'subiect
or other^^ and see if your imagination will not come up
to It. Perhaps the mountain air nuiy make you i^oet-
ical, for once And no matter how strange and won-
derful the story may be, now that we are up among
the clouds, we can believe anything."

" Can you believe," asked Eustace, " tliat there was
once a winged horse ?

"

^ " Yes," said saucy Primrose ;
" but I am afraid you

will never be able to catch him."
" For that matter. Primrose," rejoined the student,

** 1 might possibly catch Pegasus, and get ui)on his
back, too, as well as a dozen other fell»)ws that I know
of. At any rate, here is a story about hhn ; and, of
all places in the world, it ought certainly to be told
upon a mountain-top."

So, sitting on the pile cl stones, while the children
clustered themselves at its base, Eustace fixed his
eyes on a white cloud tlinf. -wQa c.>;i;.m- i— -i i-

as follows.
°
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THE CHIMERA.

Once, in the old, old times (for all the strange
things which I tell you about happened long before
anybody can remember), a fountain gushed out of a
hill-side, in the marvellous land of Greeco. And, for

aught I know, after so many thousand years, it is still

gushing out of the very selfsame spot. At any rate,

there was the pleasant fountain, welling freshly forth
and sparkling adown the hill-side, in the golden sunset,

when a handsome young man named Bellerophon drew
near its margin. In his hand he held a bridle, studded
with brilliant gems, and adorned with a golden bit.

Seeing an old man, and another of middle age, and a
httle boy, near the fountain, and likewise a maiden,
who was dipping up some of the water in a pitcher, he
paused, and begged that he might refresh himseK with
a draught.

"This is very delicious water," he said to the
maiden as he rinsed and filled her pitcher, after drink-
ing out of it. " Will you be kind enough to tell me
whether the fountain has any name ?

"

" Yes ; it is called the Fountain of Pirene," an-

swered the maiden ; and then she added, " My grand-
mother has told me that this clear fountain was once a
beautiful woman ; and when her son was killeu by the
arrows of the huntress Diana, she melted all away into

tears. And so the water, which you find so cool and
sweet, is the sorrow of that poor mother's heart I

"

" I should not have dreamed," observed the young
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into the sunliVlif h^A ,
^ °* *^® shade

pretty maiden, for tellmg me itlCne \T ^''"'

from aWay eo„„t:yl. O'ZZy pt^
""""^

cow t:tSort"r '^"°^ ^"« "-• "'^^ -^^

"The water-courses must be cettini^ I^^ *„• j
your part of the world." remarked he "7 '

"
- far only to find the iounSfcl^^K^^/^ Z:

double row of bright I oL'"?nir If th T *''
;^^^e_^a.thebridie,youa.i:;li';;':-3

-e.;^Jr;h;r:;:tek^i:jr^^^

«;o winged h„.e ^..^I^ h^nt^s" hXuntn'SPirene a, j ,^ ^ ,^ .^ _^ forefather. C"'But then the country feUow Jau«,.ed.

th«lZ- t ^°"' "^ "'* *"""''''• '«"• P^hably heardthat this Pegasus was a snow-white mJl w,rt, ll^aful s, very wings, who spent ,n„H, ,.f ...- l,^ ^^sumnnt of Mount Helicon, ife was ^ ^Z 2it
any eagle that ever soared ,„to tl,. doud'! TW w»nc'thmg else like him in tlie ».,«, H. k.j
he never had been backed o-^ ^J:^^"^
iiie.

" " ^ '''"'^* «- -^ • •utiittrjr asd a happy
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Oh, how fine a thing it is to be a winged horael
bleeping at night, as he did, on a lofty mountain-top,
and passing the greater part of the day in the air,
Fegasus seemed hardly to be a creature of the earth.
Whenever he was seen, up very high above people's
heads with the sunshine on his silvery wings, vou
would have thought that he belonged to the sky, and
that, skimming a little too low, he had got as.ray
among our mists and vapors, and was seeking his way
ba(!k again. It was very pretty to behold him plun-e
into the fleecy bosom of a bright cloud, and be lost in
It, tor a moment or. two, and then break forth from
the other side. Or, in a sullen rain-storm, when there
was a gray pavement of clouds over the whole sky, it
would sometimes happen that the winged horse de-
scended right through it, and the glad light of the
upper region would gleam after him. In another in-
stant, it is true, both Pegasus and the pleasant light
would be gone away together. But any one that was
fortunate enough to see this wondrous spectacle felt
cheerfid the whole day afterwards, and as much longer
as the storm lasted.

In the summer-time, and in the beautifullest of
weather, Pegasus often alighted on the solid earth,
and, closing his silvery wings, would gallop over hiU
and dale for pastime, as fleetly as the wind. Oftener
than in any other place, he had been seen near the
Fountain of Pirene, drinking the delicious water, or
rolling himself upon the soft grass of the margin,
feometimes, too (but Pegasus was very dainty in his
food), he would crop a few of the clover-blossoms that
happened to be sweetest.

To the Fountain of Pirene, therefore, people's gi-eat-
grandfathers bad been m the habit of going (as'long
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as they were youthful, and retained their faith in

tt,o ountarn who had never beheld Pegasus 17,1,]not teheve that then, was any such c?eatu;e in ex.stence. The country feUow to whom Bellerophrw^«pealung chanced to be one of those incredi ;:!

And that WM the reason why he laughed.
Pegasus, indeed! " cried he, turning up his nowas h,gh as such a flat nose could be tZd upT"Pegasus, mdeed! A winged horse, trulyT ^h7fr.end,are you in your senses? Of ;haru;e wo^dwings be to a horse? Could he dra^ the n?! 7

well, think von' Ta i,„ 1 ^ .
P'""®*" ^

,
vuiiitv you f xo be sure, there mio-ht ha « 1:^*1

TZl irt '^'T f
''-'

•' '^'^^^^^o^
window ir l''r' ^^^"^ «"* «f '^- ^^t-ble

when L r '
"""

"t^'^""-
^"'" "P ^bove the clouds,when he only wanted to ride to mill? No „o f Tdon't believe in Ppo-fl«„« ti

* •
-l^o, no

] i

diculous kind ofrCUtlde"^ "" """^ ^ ""

leior.sr""' *° '"""^ "'^''"-•" --i B«i-

becau , for the last twe»tv vears I.a l.o.i i . • '

rather deaf. ^ ^ ' ^ ^^ ^^^'^^ ^«^*t»°g

"And what .ay you, venerable sir?" inquired he

••Ai, young stranger, my memory is very poor I"

I

M
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said the aged man. " When I was a lad, if I remem-
ber rightly, I used to believe there was such a horse,
and so did everybody else. But, nowadays, I hardly
know what to think, and very seldom think about the
winged horse at all. If I ever saw the creature, it was
a long, long while ago ; and, to toil you the truth, I
doubt whether I ever did see him. One day, to be
sure, when I was quite a youth, I remember seeing
some hoof-tramps round about the brink of the foim-
tain. Pegasus might have made those hoof-marks;
and so might some other horse."

" And have you never seen him, my fair maiden ? "

asked Bellerophon of the girl, who stood with the
pitcher on her head, while this talk went on. " You
certainly could see Pegasus, if anybody can, for your
eyes are very bright."

"Once I thought I saw him," replied the maiden,
with a smile and a blush. " It was either Pegasus,
or a large white bird, a very great wav up in the air.'

And one other time, as I was coming to the fountain
with my pitcher, I heard a neigh. Oh, such a brisk
and melodious neigh as that was ! My very heart
leaped with delight at the sound. But it startled me,
nevertheless

; so that I ran home without filling mv
pitcher." ^ ^

" That was truly a pity !
" said Bellerophon.

And he turned to the child, whom I mentioned at
the beginning of the story, and who was gazing at
him, as children are apt to gaze at strangers, with his
rosy mouth wide open.

« Well, my little feUow," cried Bellerophon, play-
fully pulling one of his carls, "I suppose you have
often seen the winged horse-"

"That I have,"

saw him yesterday,

snswered the

id many times

xrca— — - -in -Very ircauiljr,

before.'*
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"You are a f5ne little man I " said BeUerophon

fbo™f»
'^'^"^

'^'''' *"" ^^- "^'""''' *^" ^^ ^
"Why," replied the ehild, "I often come here to

sail ittlc boats m tho foimtain, and to gather pretty
pebbles out of its basin. And sometimesfwhen I lookdown into the water, I see the image of the winged
horse, m the picture of the sky that is there. I wishhe would come down, and take me on his back, and
let me ride him up to the moon ! But, if I so much

f
r *« 1-k at him, he files far away out of sight."And Be lerophon put his faith in the child, whohad seen the image of Pegasus in the water, a^d inthe maiden, who had heard him neigh so melodiously,

ra her than in the middle-aged clown, who believed
only in cart-horses, or in the old man who had for-
gotten the beautiful things of his youth.

Therefore, he haunted about the Fountain of Pirene
tor a great many days afterwards. He kept contin-
ually on the watch, looking upward at the sky, or elsedown mto the water, hoping forever that he should see
either the reflected image of the winged horse, or the
marvellous reality. He held the bridle, with its bright
gems and golden bit, always ready in his hand. Theru^c people, who dwelt in the neighborhood, and
drove their cattle to the fountain to drink, would often
laugh at poor BeUerophon. and sometmies take him
pretty severely to task. They told him that an able-
bodied young man, like himself, ought to have better
busmess than t. be wasting his time in such an idle
pursuit. They offered, to sell him a horse if he
wanted one and when BeUerophon declined the pur^
chasf

.
they tried to drive a bargain with h

taut bridle.

»2ll
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Even the country boys thought him so veiy foolish,
that they used to have a gi-eat de;J of sport about hiiZand were rude enough not to eare a fig, although Bel-
lerophon savv and heard it. One little urchin, for ex-amp e, would play Pegasus, and cut the oddest imag-mable capers, by way of flyin. ; ^^le o„e of his
schoolfellows would scamper after hhn, holding fortha twist of bulrushes, which was intended to representBe lerophon s ornamental bridle. But the gentle
chJd, who had seen the picture of Pegasus in the
water comforted tiie young stranger more than all thenaughty boys could torment hi.-. The dear little fel-low m his play-hours, often sat down beside him, and
without speaking a word, would look down into the

taith, that BeUerophon could not help feeling encour-

.wTr" '^"' P^'^^P^' ^^^^^ *« ^e told why it wasthat BeUerophon had undertaken to catch the winged
horse. And we shaU find no better opportunity tospeak about this matter than while he is waiting forPegasus to appear. '='

^

If I were to relate the whole of Bellerophon's pre-
vious adventures they might easily grow into a ^Lylong story. It wiU be quite enough to say, tJiat, in acertam country of Asia, a terrible monst';, called aUiim^ra, had made its appearance, and was doln..more mi.hief than could be talked about betwee^now and sunset. According to tl,e best accountswkdi I have been able to <,btain, this Chima^ra was
nearfy, if „ot qu.te, the ugliest and most poisonous
creature, and the strangest a^id unaccountablest, andthe hardest to fight with, and the most difficult to runaway from, that ever came out of the earth's inside
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It had a tail lite « b„a*o„slri„tor

; its body was likeI d„ not care what; a«,l it had tliree m„-J,tTlJTone „£ which wa, a «„„•», the seco "a ^t" and "t'third an abominably great snake's. aX h^ u^of fire can,e Han.ing out of eaeh of its tLo Ifc
^:"i."',r

'' •""-'^'•: I ''-»•»' whether H ;::,"':;
wmgs, but, wnigs or no, it ran like a goat and • li.man.l wnggled along like a serpent, and^"„ rf^Jto make about as n.ueh .,,««! as aU the three togXrOh, tl,e mischief, and mischief, and mischief tbl;his naughty ture did ! With'its fla^ng WhIt eould set a forest on firo, or burn „,, a field of^„'or, for that matter, a village, with il it tnlnShouses It laid waste the whole country ronndlo^fand used to eat up people and animals lOive ZdZu
Srcytrtii" I'n'-'Tf

°™" "' ^^^-^^mercy on us, little children, I hope neither you nor I

caU It) was doing all these horrible things 'it sochanced that Bellerophon cam, to that part „ th^

Tb ts^lTdT
*" *'' '^- ^''^ ki"^' name walooates, and Lycia was the ccmtiT which he ruledover. Bellerophon was one of the bravest vtut^sn

valiant and beneficent deed, such as would make allmankmd a^lmire and love him. In tho.se "aysthe

by fighting battles, either with the enemies of hi.

aragons, or with wUd beasts, when he oould find

petrr;rhe7"°"' ^^r^^- ^^^^^,perceiving the courage r' his vnufl,f„i ,r,-..v
'

posed to him to ffoanri f5oi,4- "^^u "i^i"-
''°^'^"'' i^^""xi^ lo go ana tight the Chimasra, which
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everybody else was afraid of, and wUch, unless it
should be soon killed, was likely to convert Lvcia into
a desert. Bellerophon hesitated not a nion'ieut, but
assured the king that ho would either slay this dreaded
Chunajra, or perish in the attempt.

But, in the first jjlaee, as the monster was so pro-
digiously swift, he bethought himself tl.ut he should
n(3ver win the victory by fighting on foor The wisest
thmg he could do, therefore, was to get tiie very best
and fleetest horse that could :mywhere be foui u. And
what otiier horse, in all the world, was half o fleet as
the marvellous horde Pegasus, who had wings as well
a^ legs, and was even more active in tho air than on
tl;3 .Mfth? To be sure, a great many people denied
tliiit tliere was any such horse with wings, and said
that the stories about him were all poetry and non-
sense. But, wonderful as it appeared, BeUerophon
believed that Pegasus was a real steed, and hoped that
he himself might be fortunate enough to find him

;

and, once fairly mounted on his back, lie would be
able to fight the Chimasra at better advantage.
And this was the purpose with which he had trav-

elled from Lycia to Greece, and had brought the beau-
tifully ornamented bridle in his hand. It was an en-
chanted bridle. If he could only succeed in putting
the golden bit into the mouth of Pegasus, the winged
horse would be submissive, and would own Bellero-
phon for his master, and fly whithersoever he might
choose to turn the rein.

But, indeed, it was a weary and anxious time, while
Bellerophon waited and waited for Pegasus, in hopes
that he would come and drink at the Fountain of
Pirene. He was afraid lest King It bates should im-
a^ne that he had fled from the Chimera. It pained
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him, too, to think how muoh mischief the monster wasdomg, while lie liimself, instead of fightin- with it
was compelled to sit idly p,,,-' over the bright waters
of Pirene, us they gushed . , the sparkling sand.And as Pegasus came thither .o seldom in these latter
years, and scarcely alighted there more than once in a
lifetime, BeUerophon feared that he miglit grow an
old man, and have no strength left in his arms nor
courage m his heart, before the winged horse would
appear. Oh, how heavily passes the time, while an ad-
venturous youth is yearning to do his part in life, and
to gather m the harvest of his renown ! How hard a
lesson It is to wait

! Our life is brief, and how much
ot It IS spent in teaching us only this I

Well was it for HeUerophon that the gentle chUd
had grown so fond of him, aad was never weary ofkeeping him company. Every morning the child gave
hiin a new hope to put in his bosom, instead of yester-
day s withered one.

*^

" Dear BeUerophon/' he would cry, looking up hope-
fuHy into his face, " I think we shaU see PegasusL
And, at length, if it had not been for the little bov's

unwavering faitii, BeUerophon would have given up
all hope, and would have gone back to Lycia, and
have done his best to slay the Chimera without the
help of the winged horse. And in that case poor Bel-
lerophon would at least have been terribly scorchedby the crea ure s breath, and would most probably
have been killed and devoured. Nobody should ever

1 ^^f "? T*^-^"" ^^^"^*^^' "^1^«« he can first
get upon the back of an aerial steed.

J,Tl~^'?'''
'™ ^P^^^ *^ BeUerophon evenmore nopuiuliy than usual.

m
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" Dear, dear Belleroplion,' cried he, « T faiow not
why it is, but 1 feel as if we should cei-taiuly see Peca
sua to-day

!

"

<> s

And all that day he would not stir a atep from Bel-
lerophon's side

; so they ate a crust of bread together,
and drank some of the water of the fountain. In the
afternoon, there they sat, and IVillerophon had thrown
his arm around the child, who likewise had put one of
his little hands into Bellerophon's. The latter was
lost in his own thoughts, and was fixing his eyes va-
cantly on the trunks of the trees that overshatlowed
the fountain, and on the grapevines that clambered
up among their branches. But the gentle child was
gazing down into the water ; he was grieved, for Bel-
lerophon's sake, that the liope of another day should
be deceived, like so many before it; and two or three
quiet tear^lrops ft'll from his eyes, and mingled with
what were said to be the many tears of Pirene, when
she wept for her slain children.

But, when he li^ast thought of it, Bellerophon felt
the pressure of thechUd's Httle hand, and heard a soft,
almost breathless, whisper.

" See there, dear BeUerophou I There is an image
in the water !

"

The young man looked down into the dimpling mir-
ror of the fountain, and saw what he took to be the
reflection of a bird which seemed to l>e flying at a
great height in the air, with a gleam of sunshine on its
snov/y or silvery wings.

" What a splendhl bird it must l)e
!

" said he. " And
how very largo it looks, though it must really be fly-
ing higher than the clouds !

"

" It makes me tremble ! " whispered the child. «' I
am afmi: m look up into the air I It is very beautiful.
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aiid yet I dare only look at its image in the water.
L»ear JkUerophon, tlo you not see that it is no bird '>

It IS the winged horse Pegasus !
"

Bellerophon's heart began to throb I He gazed
keenly upward, but could not see the winged crea.
ture, whether bird or horse

; because, ji.st then, it had
plunged into the fleecy depths of a summer cloud. Itwas but a moment, however, before the object reap-
peared, sinking lightly down out of the cloud, aV
though still at

:
irast distance from the earth. Ik'ller-

ophon caught the child in his arms, and shrank l>ack
with h,m so that they were both hidden among the
thick shubbery which grew all around the fountaui.
JVot that he was afraid of any harm, but he dreaded
lest, if Pegasus caught a glimpse of them, he would
tty far away, and alight in some inaccessible moun-
tain-top. For it was really the winged horse. After
they hatl expected hhn so long, he was coming to quench
ms thirst with the water of Piiene.

Nearer and nearer came the aerial wonder, flying in
great circles, as you may have seen a dovo when about
to alight. Downward came Pegasus, in those wide
sweeping circles, which grew narrower, and narrower
still, as he gradually approached the earth. The
nigher the view of him, the more beautiful he was,
and the more marvellous the sweep of his silvery
wmgs. At last, witli so light a pressure as hardly to
bend the grass about the fountain, or imprint a hoof-
tramp in the san<l of its margin, he alighted, and,
stoopihg his wild head, began to <lrink. lie drew in
the water with long and pleasant sighs, and trancaiil
pauses of enjoyment; and then another draught, and
another, and another. For, nowhere in the world or
up among the elouds, did Pegasus love any watei' aa
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he loved this of Pireue. And when his thirst wag
slakeci, he cropped a few o5 the honey-blossoras of the
clover, delicately tasting them, but not caring to make
a heai-ty meal, because tlie herbage, just beneath the
clouds, on the lofty sides of Mount Helicon, suited his
palate better than this ordinary grass.

After thus drinking to his heart's content, and in
his dainty fashion, condescending to take a little food,
the winged horse began to caper to and fro, and dance
as it were, out of mere idleness and sport. There
never was a more playful creature made than this very
Pegasus. So there lie frisked, in a way that it de-
lights me to think about, flutteri-ig liis great wings as
lightly as ever did a linnet, and running little races,
half on earth and lialf in air, and which I know not
whether to call a flight or a gallop. Wl,cn a creature
is perfectly able to fly, he someti^- - r-liooses to nm,
ju.-it for the pastime of the thing

;

so did Pegasus,'
although it cost him some little trouble to keep liis

hoofs so near the ground, liellerophon, meanwhile,
holding the child's hand, peeped forth from the shrub-
bery, and thought that aever was any sight so beauti-
ful as this, nor ever a licrse's eyes so wild and spirited
a,s those of Pegasus. It seemed a sin to think of brid-
ling him and riding on his back.

^

Once or twice, Pegasus stopped, and snuffed the
air, pricking up his ears, tossing his head, and turning
It on ail suies, as if he partly suspected some mischief
or other. Seeing nothing, however, and hearing no
sound, he soon began hh antics again.
At length,— not that he was weary, but only idle

and luxurious,— Pegasus folded his wings, and lay
down on the soft green turf. But, being too full of
atrial life to remam quiet for many moments together,
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he soon rolled over on his bac-k, with his four slender
Itgs ,u the air. It was beautiful to see hiui, this one
solitary creature whose nute had never b^-cn created,
but who nee, cd no companion, and, living a greatmany hundred years, w.us as happy as tiie centuries
were long. The more he did such tilings as mortal
horses are ac-customed to do, tlie less earthly and the

Tld rri'n''?
''"""*• l^'"-"Pl-n and thech^d alnjos he d their breath, partly from a delight,

f lave but still more because they <lrea.led lest the
slightest stir or murmur should send him up, with thespeed of an arrow-flight, into the farthest blue of the

Finally, when he had had enough of rolling over

Tn lv''ru
l^«S-'^-^"« turned himself about, and, indo-

lently hke any other horse, put out his fore legs, inorder to rise from the ground
; and BeUerophon, ^ho

from the thicket, and leaped astride of his back
Yes, there he sat on the back of the winged horse IBut wha a bound did Pegasus make, when, for the

first tmie, he elt the weight of a mortal man upon
his loms I A bound, indeed I liefore he had time odraw a breath, Bellerophon found himself five hundred
feet aloft, and still shooting upward, while the wi^ed
horse snorted and trembled with terror and angerUpward he went, up, „p, up, until he plunged bitothe eod misty bosom of a cloud, at which onl^ a litt^
while before, Merophon had been gazing, ami fai^^

born' • 'Y "^' ^'^"'"^ '^'''' *^"^^" ^•'^-' ^^ tJ">»'^er-
bolt, as If he meant to dash both himself and his
rider headlong against a rock. Then he went throu.^h
about a thousand of the wildest caprioles that Cdever been performed either by a bird or a horse
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I cannot tell you half that he did. Hft nldmrnf^d

strai^'ht forward, and sideways, and baekwoid. He
reared himself erect, with his foie legs on a wreath of

mist, and his hind legs on nothing at all. He flung

out his heels behind, and put down his heml between
his legs, with his wings pointing right upward. At
about two miles' height above the earth, he turned a
somerset, so that Ik'llerophon's heels were where his

head should have been, and he seiMued to look down
into the sky, instead of up. He twisted his head
about, and, h)oking lk'llcroi)iiou in the faee, with iiro

flashing from his eyes, made a terrible attempt to

bite him. He fluttered his jnuions so wildly that one
of the silver feathers was shaken out, and floating

earthward, was picked up by tlic chihl, who kept it as

long as he lived, in meniory of Pegasus and Bellero-

jdion.

But the latter (who, as you may judge, was as good
a horseman as ever gallojied) had been watching his

opportunity, and at last clapped the golden bit of the

enchanted bridle between the winged steed's jaws.

No sooner was this done, than l^egjisus be(!ame as

manageable as if he had taken food, all his life, out of

Bellerophon's hand. To sjjcak what I really feel, it

was ahuost a sadness to see so wild a creature grow
suddenly so tamo. And Pegasus seemed to feel it so,

likewise. He looked round to l^llero])hon, with the

tears in his beautiful eyes, instead of the fire that so

rccently flashed from them. But when Ik'llerojdion

patted his heful, and spoke a few authoritative, yet

kind and soothing words, another look came into the

eyes of Pegasus ; for he was glad at heart, after so

many lonely centuries, to have found a companion
and a master.
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such wild and solitary creatures. If y„u can catch andovercome them, it is the surest way to win their love.
While Pegasus hacl been doing his utmost to shake

Belerophon off h.s back, he had flown a ven.W
distance

;
and they h,ul come within sight of a loftymmmtain by the time the bit was it his mouk^

BeUerophon ha<l seen this mountain before, and knew
It to be Helicon, on the summit of which was thewinged horse's abode. Tiiither (after looking gently
into his rider's face, as if to a.sk leave) Pegasus now«ew, and alighting, waited patiently untU BeUero-phon should please to dismount. The young man, ac-
cordingly leaped from his steed's back, but stiU heldhim ast by the bridle. Meeting his eyes, however
^.c was so affected by the gentleness of his aspect, andby ^e thought of the free life which Pegasus had
heretofore lived, that he could not bear t. . ep him aa prisoner, if ho really desired his liberty.

chanted bridle off the head of Pega.us, ai!d took thebit from his mouth.

orWeTe."'''''^'"'''"''^" " Either leave me,

In an instant, the winged horse shot almost out of

£t hT^ "'""^^^' "P^"^^ ^^«"* *h« '^^^^ of

twilight on the mountain-top, and dusky evening over

^ the country round about. But Pegasus flew so high
that he overtook the departed day, and was bathed in
tte upper radiance of the sun. Ascending higher and
higher, he looked like a bright speck, and,\t last,
(^uld no longer be seen in the hoUow waste of the
Bfcy. Aaa iiellerophon was afraid that he should
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I! I it
|!

never behold him more. But, while ho was lamentin);^

his own folly, the bright speuk reapiK-iUfd, and drew

nearer and nearer, until it descended lower than tho

sunshine ; and, behold, Pegiisus had come back I

After this trial there was no more fear of the winged

horse's making his e8(;ai)e. He and Bellerophon were

friends, and ]>ut loving faith in one another.

That night they lay down and slejjt together, with

Belleroj)hon's arm about the neck of Pegasus, not aa

a caution, but for kindness. And they awoke at peep

of day, and bade one another good morning, ciich in

his own language.

In this manner, Bellerophon and the wondrous

steed spent several days, and grew better acquainted

and fonder of each other all the time. They went on

long aerial journeys, and sometimes ascended so high

that the earth looked hardly bigger than— the moon.

They visited distant countries, and amazed the in-

habitants, who thought that the beautiful young man,

on the back of the winged horse, must have come

down out of the sky. A thousand miles a day was no

more than an easy spat^e for the fleet Pegasus to j)as3

over. Bellerophon was delighted with this kind of

life, and would have liked nothing better than to live

always in the same way, aloft in the clear atmosi)here

;

for it was always sunny weather up there, however

cheerless and rainy it might be in the lower region.

But he could not forget the horrible Chimajra, which

he had promised King lobates to slay. So, at last,

when he had become well accustomed to feats of horse-

manship in the air, and could manage Pega -us with

the least motion of his hand, and had taught him to

obey his voice, he determined to attempt the per-

formance of this perilous adventure.
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At daybreak, therofons as soon as ho unclosed his
eyes, he gently i)inche(l the winged horse's ear, in order
to arouse him. Pegasus inunediately started from the
ground, and j.ranccd about a (piuiter of a uiile aloft,
and niaxle a graud sweep arouud the mouutaiu-top, by
way of showing that he wjis wide awake, and ready for
any knul of an excursion. During the whole of this
little flight, he uttered a lou<l, brisk, and nu'lodious
neigh, and finally came down at n.Hcrophon's side, as
lightly as ever you saw a sparrow hoj) upon a twig.

'' Well done, dear Pegasus 1 wc^ll done, my sky-skim-
merl" cried Bellerophon, fondly stroking the "horse's
neck. »' And now, my fleet and beautiful friend, we
must break our fast. To-day we are to fight the terri-
ble Chima'ra."

As soon as they hud eaten their morning meal, and
drank some sparkling water from a spring called Hip.
pocrene, Pegasus hehl out his head, of his own accord,
so that his master niigjit put on the bridle. Then,
with a great uiy playful leaps and airy caperings,'
he showed his impatience to be gone ; while Uellero-
phon wa^ girding on his sword, and hanging his shield
about his neck, and preparing himself for battle.
When everytlung was ready, the rider mounted, and
(as was his custom, when going a long distance) as-
ceuded five miles peri)endicularly, so as the better to
see whither he was directing his course. He then
turned the head of Pegasus towards the east, and set
out for Lycia. In their flight they overtook an eagle,
and came so nigh him, before he could get out of their
way, that Bellerophon might easily have caught him
by the leg. Hastening onward at this rate, it was still

early in the forenoon when they beheld the lofty moun-
tains of Lycia, with their deep and shaggy valleys. If
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DoUcmphon had horn told truly, it was In one of those

(IIhuiuI valleyu that tlio kidcoiut Chiuuera had takeu up
itH alMxle.

Being now ho tukit their journey's end, the winped
horse gnulually deHoendtd with hiu rider; and they

took iulvantu^u of Home cldudH that were floating over

the niountain-to|)H, in order to eonceal theniHelvcs.

Hovering on the upper Hui-face of a eloud, and iHJcp-

iug over its edge, liellerophon had a pretty dintinct

view of the mountainous part of Lyeia, and could look

into all its Hhadowy vales at once. At first there ajv

(leared to be nothing remarkable. It was a wild, nav-

age, and rocky tract of high and prec-ipitoun hilln. In
the more level part of the country, there wei*e the ruins

of houses that hatl been burnt, and, here and there, the

carcasses of dead cattle, strewn about the pastures

where they had been feeiling.

" The Chiniffira must have done this mischief,"

thought Belleroi)hon. *' But where can the monster
be?"
As I have already said, there was nothing remark-

able to be detected, at first sight, in any of the valleys

and dells that lay among the precipitous heights of the

mountains. Nothhig at all ; unless, indeed, it were
three spires of black smoke, which issued from what
seemed to bo tht; mouth of a cavern, and clambered
sullenly into the atmosphere. Before reaching the

mountain-top, these three black smoke-wreaths mingled
themselves into one. The cavern was almost directly

beneath the winged horse and his rider, at the distance

of about a thousand feet. The smoke, as it crept

heavily upward, had an ugly, sulphurous, stifling

scent, which caused Pegasus to snort and Bcllerophon

to sneeze. So disagreeable was it to the marvellous
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rtend rwho wa« accuHtomed to hreathe only the puresta r) thut he waveu hi. wings, and shot half a il^lof the range of this offensivu vap(,r.
"^

But, on hM)king Ix-hind him \LA\ .. 1

t en to tun. P..,™,., ,^..., xCZtL^;^

in iront, m fa,- „ff ,„ y„„ ,.„„|j j,
J

nn:r:;'i: ""r'"; i"'
"'-" —-th::!

!hL"
^""^ *''^' "'*' '"'' '^"•••'"P'.on b«hoia

There seemed to be a heap of stran™ and t^r^u
c-^ature, cnrfcH. .,, within t'he ea^^ Si. w"
tt'r .r '°^"""'' """ B^*"',.h„n eouUl ".rdt
ot the«, creatares wa« a huge „nake, the .eoond afierce hon, and the third a., udv iront Th. i- j
the goat were a,Iee„= the mZ'ZtJ'ZZ a'd

of tt.e ml~ .u"'",
"'" "'" »'»»' '"»«J«rf"l part

i^sn^fToT:,"*"
'^,"«« »Pi'«' »f sn.oke cvi.le'ntly«8ned from t^,e nostril, of these three heads I So8tra.jge w^ the spectacle, that, thongh BeZophonha.1 been all along expecting it, the tn,th didZ mmed.ately «.,„r to him, that hero was the SbTjth^hea.Ied Chin»ra. He had found out tirChtmaera s cavern. The snake, the lion, and the goat ^be supposed them to be, were not three separal cCtnres, but one monster

!

*^
The wicked, hateful thing I Slumbering as twottmls of .t wei^, it still held, in its abominablecWthe remnant of ao u.^ortunate lamb. -or possMy
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(but I hate to think so) it was a dear little boy,—
which its three mouths had been gnawing, before two

of them fell asleep !

All at once, Bellerophon started as from a dream,

and knew it to be the Chimera. Pegasus seemed to

linow it, at the same instant, and sent forth a neigh,

that souiided like the call of a trumpet to battle. At

this sound the three heads reared themselves erect, and

belched out great flashes of flame. Before Bellerophon

had time to consider what to do next, the monster

flung itself out of the cavern and sprung straight to-

wards him, with its immense claws extended, and its

snaky tail twisting itself venomously behind. If Peg-

asus had not been as nimble as a bird, both he and his

rider would have been overthrown by the Chimsera's

headlong rush, and thus the battle have been ended

before it was well begun. But the winged horse was

not to be caught so. In the twinkling of an eye he

was up aloft, half-way to the clouds, snorting with

anger. He shuddered, too, not with affright, but with

utter disgust at the loathsomeness of this poisonous

thing with three heads.

The ChimsBra, on the other hand, raised itself up so

as to stand absolutely on the tip-end of its tail, with

its talons pawing fiercely in the air, and its three heads

spluttering fire at Pegasus and his rider. My stars,

how it roared, and hissed, and bellowed ! Bellerophon,

meanwhile, was fitting his shield on his arm, and draw-

ing his sword.

" Now, my beloved Pegasus," he whispered in the

winged horse's ear, " thou must help me to slay this

insufferable monster ; or else thou shalt fly back to

thy solitary mountain-peak without thy friend Bel-

lerophon. For either the Chimera dies, or its three
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mouths shall gnaw this head of mine, which has slum-
bered upon thy neck !

"

Pegasus whinnied, and, turning back his head
nibbed his nose tenderly against his rider's cheek It
was his way of telling him that, though he had wings
and was an immortal horse, yet he would perish, if it
were possible for immortality to perish, rather than
leave Bellerophor ' -hind.

''I thank you, Pegasus," answered BeUerophon.
iNow, then, let us make a dash at the monster !

"

Uttering these words, he shook the bridle ; and Peg-
asus darted down aslant, as swift as the flight of an
arrow, right towards the Chimera's threefold head
which, aU this time, was poking itself as high as it
could into the air. As he came within arm's-length,
IteUerophon made a cut at the monster, but was car-
ried onward by his steed, before he could see whether
the blow had been successful. Pegasus contmued his
course, but soon wheeled round, at about the same dis-
tance from the Chimaera as before. BeUerophon then
perceived that he had cut the goat's head of the
monster ahnost off, co that it dangled downward by
the skm, and seemed quite dead.
But to make amends, the snake's head and the

lion s head had taken all the fierceness of the dead
one into themselves, and spit flame, and hissed, and
roared, with a vast deal more fury than before.
"Never mind, my brave Pegasus! " cried BeUero-

phon. " With another stroke Uke that, we wUl stop
either its hissing or its roaring."
And again he shook the bridle. Dashing aslant-

wise, as before, the winged horse made another arrow-
night towards the Chimfera. nnri T^ll^-^^u^^ _• i

another dowunght stroke at one of the two remaining

ff
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heads, as he shot by. But this time, neither he nor
Pegasus escaped so well as at first. With one of its

claws, the Chimaera had given the young man a deep
scratch in his shoulder, and had slightly damaged the
left wing of the flying steed with the other. On his
part, Bellerophon had mortally wounded the lion's
head of the monster, insomuch that it now hung down-
ward, with its fire almost extinguished, and sending
out gasps of thick black smoke. The snake's head,
however (which was the only one now left), was twice
as fierce and venomous as ever before. It belched
forth shoots of fire five hmidred yards long, and
emitted hisses so loud, so harsh, and so ear-piercing,
that King lobates heard them, fifty miles ofT, and
trembled till the throne shook under him.

" Well-a-day !

" thought the poor king ; " the Chi-
maera is certainly coming to devour me !

"

Meanwhile Pegasus had again paused in the air,

and neighed angrily, while sparkles of a pure crystal
flame darted out of his eyes. How unlike the lurid
fire of the Chimaera ! The aerial steed's spirit was all

aroused, and so was that of Bellerophon.
" Dost thou bleed, my immortal horse? " cried the

young man, caring less for his own hurt than for the
anguish of this glorious creature, that ought never to
have tasted pain. " The execrable Chimaera shall pay
for this mischief with his last head !

"

Then he shook the bridle, shouted loudly, and
guided Pegasus, not aslantwise as before, but straight
at the monster's hideous front. So rapid was the
onset, that it seemed but a dazzle and a flash before
Bellerophon was at close gripes with his enemy.
The Chimaera, by this time, after losing its second

head, had srot into a red.bnf. paaai^n nf nniy, «»^ ^OJUf
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pant rage. It so flounced about, half on earth and
partly in the air, that it was impossible to say which
element it rested upon. It opened its snake-jaws to
such an abominable width, that Pegasus might almost.
1 was going to say, have flown right down its throat
wings outspread, rider and a' I . At their approach itshot out a tremendous bte of its fiery breath, and en^
veloped BeUerophon and his steed in a perfect atmos-
phere of flame, singeing the wings of Pegasus, scorch,
ing off one whole side of the young man's golden
nnglets, mid making them both far hotter than was
comfortable, from head to foot.

But this was nothing to what followed.
When the airy rush of the winged horse had

brought him widiin the distance of a hundred yards,
the Chimaera gave a spring, and flung its huge, awk-
ward, venomous, and utterly detestable carcass right
upon poor Pegasus, clung round him with miglit andmam, and tied up its snaky taU into a knot ! Up
flew the aerial steed, higher, higher, higher, above the
mountain-peaks, above the clouds, and almost out of
sight of the solid earth. But still the earth-bom
monster kept its hold, and was borne upward, along
with the creature of light nd air. BeUerophon, mean-
while, turning about, found himself face to face with
the ugly grimness of the Chunfera's visage, and could
only avoid being scorched to death, or bitten right in
twain, by holding up his shield. Over the upper edge
of the shield, he looked sternly into the savage eyes of
the monster.

But the ChimsBra was so mad and wild with pain,
ttiat It did not guard itself so well as might else have
been the case. Perhaps, after pi\ the best way to fight

-asra ?.^ x:^ getting as ciose w it as you can. In
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its efforts to stick its horrible iron claws into its enemy,
the creature left its own breast quite exposed; and per-
ceiving this, Bellerophon tlirust his sword up to the
hilt into its cruel heart. Immediately the snaky tail
untied its knot. The monster let go its hold of Pega-
sus, and fell from that vast height, domiward ; while
the fire within its bosom, instead of being put out,
burned fiercer than ever, and quickly began to con*
sume the dead carcass. Thus it fell out of the sky, all
Hrflame, and (i being nightfall before it reached the
earth) was mistaken for a shooting star or a comet.
But, at early sunrise, some cottagers were going to
their day's labor, and saw, to their astonishment, that
several acres of ground were strewn with black ashes.
In the middle of a field, there was a heap of whitened
bones, a great deal higher than a haystack. Nothing
else was ever seen of the dreadful Chimsera I

And when Bellerophon had won the victory, he bent
forward and kissed Pegasus, while the tears stood in
his eyes.

" Back now, my beloved steed !
" said he. " Back

to the Fountain of Pirene !

"

Pegasus skimmed through the air, quicker than ever
he did before, and reached the foimtain in a very short
time. And there he found the old man leaning on his
staff, and the country fellow watering his cow, and the
pretty maiden filling her pitcher.

"I remember now," quoth the old man, "I saw this
winged horse once before, when I was quite a lad. But
he was ten times handsomer in those days."

" I own a cart-horse, worth three of him !
" said the

country fellow. " If this pony were mine, the first

thing I should do woujd be to clip his wings !
"

But the poor maiden said nnfliin.T. f«„ oUo, -u^a «i
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"ways the luck to be afraid at the wron^ time. So
p' e ran away, and let her pitcher tumble down, and
broke it.

"Where is the gentle child," asked Bellerophon,
" who used to keep me company, and never lost his
faith, and never was weary of gazing into the foun-
tain ?

"

" Here am I, dear BeUerophon !
" said the child, •

softly.

For the little boy had spent day after day, on the
margin of Pirene, waiting for his friend to come back

;

but when he perceived Bellerophon descending through
the clouds, mounted on tlie winged horse, he had
shrunk back into the shrubbery. He was a delicate
and tender child, and dreaded lest the old man and
the country fellow should see the tears gushing from
his eyes.

" Thou hast won the victory," said he, joyfully, run-
ning to the knee of Bellerophon, who still sat on the
back of Pegasus. " I knew thou wouldst."
"Yes, dear child!" replied Bellerophon, alighting

from the winged horse. " But if thy faith had not
helped me, I should never have waited for Pegasus,
and never have gone up above the clouds, and never
have conquered the terrible Chimaera. Thou, my be-
loved little friend, hast done it all. And now Jet us
give Pegasus his liberty."

So he slipped ofie the enchanted bridle from the head
of the marvellous steed.

"Be free, forevermore, my Pegasus I
" cried he, with

a shade of sadness in his tone. " Be as free as thou
art fleet

!

"

But Pegasus rested hia head on Bellcrophon's shoul-
der, and would not be persuaded to take flight.
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" WeU then," said Bellerophon, caressing the airy
horso, "thou shalt be with me, as long as thou wilt-
and we will go together, forthwith, and tell King lo!
bates that the Chimera is destroyed."
Then Bellerophon embraced the gentle child, and

promised to come to him again, and departed. But, in
after years, that child took higher flights upon the
atrial steed than ever did Bellerophon, and achieved
more honorable deeds than his friend's victory over
the ChimaBra- For, gentle and tender as he waa, he
grew to be a mighty poet I
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AFTER THE 8T0BY.

EiTSTACE Bright told the legend of BellerophoTi
with as much fervor and animation as if he had really
been taking a gallop on the winged horse. At the con-
elusion, La was gratified to discern, by the glowing
countenances of his auditors, how greatly they had
been interested. All their eyes were dancing in their
heads, except those of Primrose. In her eyes there
were positively tears ; for she was conscious of some-
thing in the legend which the rest of them were not
yet old enough to feel. Child's story as it was, the
student had contrived to breathe through it the ardor,
the generous hope, and the imaginative enterprise of
youth.

"I forgive you, now, Primrose," said he, " for aU
your ridicule of myself and my stories. One tear pays
for a great deal of laughter.'

"Well, Mr. Bright," answered Primrose, wiping
her eyes, and giving him another of her mischievous
smiles, "it certainly does elevate your ideas, to get
your head above the clouds. I advise you never to
tell another story, unless it be, as at present, from the
top of a mountain."

" Or from the back of Pegasus," replied Eustace,
laughmg. « Don't you think that I succeeded pretty
well in catching that wonder"

"

u
por

It was so like one of your madcap pranks I
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cried Primrose, clapping her hands. " 1 think I see
you now on his baf.K, two miles high, and with your
head downward I It is well that you have not reaUy
an opportunity of trying your horsemanship on any
wilder steed than our sober Davy, or Old Hundred."

" For my part, 1 wish I had Pegasus here, at this
moment," said the student. "I would mount him
forthwith, and gallop about the country, within a cir-

cumference of a few miles, making literary calls on
my Drother-authors. Dr. Dewey would be within my
reach, at the foot of Taconic. In Stockbridge, yonder,
is Mr. James, conspicuous to all the world on his
mountain-pile of history and romance. Longfellow, I
believe, is not yet at the Ox-bow, else the winged
horse would neigh at the sight of him. But, here in
Lenox, I should find our most truthfid novelist, who
has made the scenery and life of Berkshire all her
own. On the hither side of Pittsfield sits Herman
Melville, shaping out the gigantic conception of his
* White Whale,' while the gigantic shape of Graylock
looms upon him from his study-window. Another
bound of my flying steed would bring me to the door
of Holmes, whom I mention last, because Pegasus
would certainly unseat me, the next minute, and claim
the poet as his rider."

" Have we not an author for our next neighbor ? "

asked Primrose. " That silent man, who lives in the
old red house, near Tanglewood Avenue, and whom we
sometimes meet, with two children at his side, in the
woods or at the lake. I think I have heard of his
having written a poem, or a romance, or an arithme-
tic, or a school-history, or some other kind of a book."

*^ Hush, Primrose, hush !
" exclaimed Eustace, in a

thrilling whisper, and putting his finger on his iip.
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lytwT""'
"'""' """ """"• ''^*" »" » Wn-top

! Ifon. babble weie t« reach hU ears, and hapimn not to^ea»e hun he has bnt to fling a quire or tl"o™f ^pe^into the stove, and you. Primrose, and I, and piriwmkle. Sweet Fern, Squaah-BIosson,, Bine e", H^fc

lion, and Buttorcnp,- yes, and wise Mr. Prinrfewith Ins unfavorable criticisms on my lo^endsTd
P«or Mrs Pringle, too, -would all tL "to LTe
"..1 go wh,sk„,g up the funnel ! Our neighbor in the

TuiTr " " '"™'''" ™^ "' P--" enough, foraught I know as concerns the rest of the world /butsomethmg whispers to me that he has a terrible power
over^onrselves, extending to nothing short of ^7^!

we" ""l!d P
''*«^.*»™ t» 'moke, as well aswe

_
asked Periwmkle, quite appalled at the threat-ened destruction. " And what wnnl.i i . „

and Bruin ?
" ^^"'""^ °* J^™

" Tanglewood would remain," replied the student.looking just as it does now, but occupied by an e^tely different family. And Ben and Bruin ^^ouldZ

bWwr, """^^ ""^^ &^«^\.e. veiy comforta-

SLw I r"' ^°'" ^''^ dinner-table, without ever

wSt^elr ^'""' *™^' ^-'"'^ *^^ -" - >-™

With idle chat of this kind, the party had alreadybegun to descend the hiU, and we™ now withies

t^r 1 1 T**"-
^''""'^ gathered some moun!

tainjburel, the leaf ^f which, though of last yea™growth, was stUl as dant and „ia> .. as iit~^l^tand thaw had not alternately tried their force u^n its
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texture. Of thoBe twigs of laurel she twined a wreath,
and took ofif the student's cap, in order to place it on
his brow.

" Nobody else is likely to crown you for your sto-
nes," observed saucy Primrose, " so take this from
me."

" Do not be too sure," answered Eustace, looking
reaUy like a youthful poet, with the laurel among his
glossy curls, " that I shall not win other wreaths by
these wonderful and admirable stories. I mean to
spend all my leisure, during the rest of the vaeation,
and throughout the summer term at college, in writing
them out for the press. Mr. J. T. Fields (with whom
I became acquainted when he was in Berkshire, last
summer, and who is a poet, as well as p, publisher)
will see their unconmion merit at a glance. He will
get them illustrated, I hope, by BUlings, and will
bnng them before the world under the very best of
auspices, through the eminent house of Ticknor &
Co. In about five months from this moment, I make
no doubt of being reckoned among the lights of the
age!"

" Poor boy !

" said Primrose, half aside. " What a
disappointment awaits him !

"

Descending a little lower. Bruin began to bark, and
was answered by the graver bow-wow of the respecta-
ble Ben. They soon saw the good old dog, keeping
careful watch over Dandelion, Sweet Fern, Cowslip,
and Squash-Blossom. These little people, quite recov.
ered from their fatigue, had set about gathering check-
erbernes, and now came clambering to meet their pla •-

fellows. Thus reunited, the whole party went down
through Luther Butler's orchard, and made the best
of their way home to Tanglewood.
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NOTES.

The (ioKooN's Head.
"^

.t I , ^"' '""'"'' """ ''^<'"''»' "liouM meet l,Ud,.„ih

A jisherman. Dictys.

pI^o « I' !
^''^/""•fir"n«. whose guards they were.

HawT ' '^'•«'-^'^^««'' 'f<^- The individnal names which

oltiXeT::rer
"^^^ "™^ ^--^^ -« *- -^«-^

ofPlfto"''
^^^'"^^''/''«^^-- This was the special property

rep^efe'nled th^r
' *^«-«/;^«' -^««rf- The Greek poet Hesiodrepresented the Gorgons as living in the islands of The sea butthe later poets generally gave them a dwelling-place in IThVa

Page 45. A beautiful maiden. Andromeda.An enormous giant. Atlas.

^

Page 48. They whitened into marble. The island of S«r;«l.„-

orzr„fy;"°"' *'' '-'-- -h„u" ti .bt:?;:

The Golden Touch.
Page 56. Sweetest roses. Midas in ..„vi *„ u-_- i,, j .
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An idle ffnn/ about hiit fan. Pan, hnvmg nspirod to rival
Apollo in music, wiia adjiidgj-d vnn(|iii.slic(l ; but Midas nfiiMed
to ucquiL'8ce in thi-i decisic.n, and Apollo therefore changed his
enra to thuae of an &nn, in token of his Htiipidity.

Page CO. The (iolfien Touch. The iiHual story of thp b«.-

stowal of the Golden Touch in as follows: Sileniis, a deauj-od,
who was the preceptor and companion of Bacchus, was in the
habit of visiting (ho rose garden of Midas. At one time Midaa
captured him and detained him for ten days; but at the end of
that time restored him to Hacchus, who was so grateful that he
desired Midas to ask whatever gift he would, and the foolish
king, not realizing what it woidd mean to him, begged that
xrhatever he touched might bo turned to gold.

Page 74. The sands of the river sparkled like gold. According
to the old stories it was the river Pactolus in which Midas washed
away the Golden iouch, and its sands thereafter were golden.

The Paradisr of Children.

Page 82. Epimetheus . . . Pandora. With the myth of Epi-
methcua and Pandora, Hawthorne has taken even more liberty
than 18 his wont. In classic mythology, Epimetlieus was the
son of the Titan lapetus and his wife Clymene, and had three
brothers,— Prometheus, Atlas, and Meiia>tiu8. Pandora is the
Greek Eve, the first-creaied woman. Jupiter, being incensed at
Prometheus, who had succeeded in stti'ing fire from heaven
determined to bring trouble upon mai.ii;'i.; 'i o this em. he'

caused a woman to be created who w'.^ uuiv ! with all j,,r„8

and graces (whence the name Pandora, ul.-gifted), but who^had
nevertheless an untruthful and crafty disposition. Mercury
brought her to Epimetheus, who, in spite of the warnings of
Prometheus to accept no gifts from Jupiter, received her and
made her his wife. Prometheus signifies forethought, Epime-
ti^ens, afterthought.

A great box. According to some versions of the tale, the box
was sent <.*h Pandora, as her dowry.

The Three Golden Apples.

Page 109. The garden of the Hesperides. The Hesperides or
" Western Maidens " were three celebrated nymphs whom the
Greek poet Hesiod represents as dwelling " beyond the bright
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ocean," opposite the place where Atlag stood Bupporting the

Page 110. Some beautiful young women. These youug women
were nymphs, daughters of Jupiter and Phei is.

Page 111. A certain king. Kurysthens, king (,f Argos andMycen* to whom, l,y the will of J„piter, Jlercules w,u. subject.
Page 113. Odd race ofpeople, half harm and half men. The

Centaurs. "^

Page 115. The Mory of AiV. adventures. For a none detailed
account of the labors of Herculo« consult uny classical die
tionary.

Pago 110. Old Man of the Sea. Known in m il.ology as
Nereus. II.s daughters are the Nereids or sea-ny, phs. One
ancient writer makes them a hundred in number. P. oteus was
another Old Man of the Sea, of whom similar stories are told.
Menelaus on his return from Troy, encountered Pr,. ous and
held him fast through all his changes of form until he had gained
from him the information which he desired as to his ho.neward

T^'; J}"^
P"''®'' '" ''''*"«« *'»«»•• fo"-™ was a common at ribute

ot the divinities of the sea.

Page 122. Would have been put to death. Egypt ha ^ been
afflicted for several years with a dearth, and a soothsay, had
told the king that in order to restore prosperity he must sn, iflce
a stranger to Jupiter every year. Hercules was seizi d for this
purpose, but slew the king, liusiris, and made his escape.
An immense cup or howl. Hawthorne represents Hercule

bt>ing surprised, yet he had been provided with the golden
of the sun-god once before, in his adventure against Geryon.

1 a S ,
^^f'^^^^'^y^'Ponmyhead. Homer says of at-

las. He knows all the depths of the sea, and keeps the long
pUlars which hold heaven and earth asunder."

aa

up

The Miraculous Pitcher.

Baucis and Philemon are said to have lived in a small town
IQ rnrygia.

Page 147. You must ask the thunder. Thunder and lightninff
are among the emblems of Jupiter.

Page 150 A pitcher, nearly full of milk. In deference to the
tastes of children, Hawthorne has changed the .lassie wiue-bowlmw a waoiesome pitcher of milk.
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Pago 159. Yonder palace. In the ancient story it was a
temple into which the cottage was transformed, and Philemon
and Baucis, at their own desire, served thei'ein as priest and
priestess.

The Chim^era.

Page 166. Her son was killed. Cenchreas, the son of the

nymph Pirene, was accidentally slain by Diana.

Page 167. Pegasus. The winged steed is sometimes repre-

sented as dwelling in the palace of Jupiter, and carrying his

thunder and lightning. He was also a favorite of the Muses,

and his name has been much used in modern literature to sym-
bolize poetical power and achievement. •

Page 173. King lobates, perceiving the courage of his youthful

visitor. The king had another reason than simply to give oppor-

tunity to Bellerophon's courage, for the young man had been

sent hither by an enemy, and was himself the bearer of a sealed

message in " deadly ' characters," requesting lobates to find

means to put him to death. To send him to fight the Chimsera

seemed an easy way to dispose of him.

Page 174. An enchanted bridle. This was the gift of Mi*
nerva.

Page 183. Hippocrene. This spring, the inspiring fountain

of the muses, on Mount Helicon, was created by a blow from the

hoof of Pegasus.

Page 191. Be free, my Pegasus. There are various versions

of the further adventures of Bellerophou and Pegasus, for which

see a classical dictionary.

Page 194. Dr. Dewey. Rev. Dr. Orville Dewey was living

in Sheffield when Hawthorne wrote this.

Mr. James. G. P. R. James, a voluminous English writer

who spent some years in this country as a consul.

Our most truthful novelist. Hawthorne refers to Catherine

Maria Sedgwick.

White Whale. Melville's Moby-Dick, or The White Whale,
was dedicated to Hawthorne.

The door oj Holmes. Oliver Wendell Holmes had a summer
residence in Pittsfield for seven years, and Longfellow also vis-

ited there.
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POEMS AND STORIES
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Classical Sources.— The stories of the Wonder-Book and
Tanglewood Tales originated among the Greeks. Most of them
may be found in the Jliad and the Odyssey of Homer, or in the
Theogony and the Wotlcs and Days of Hesiod ; several are givea
by both these poets. The same legends appear in varying forias
in later Greek authors, and the Latin writers have made i . j

use of them. They have, indeed, become the common property
of all literature, and are, as Hawthorne says, " marvellously
independent of all temporary modes and circumstances,"

The GoRGon'a Head.
Kingsley, Charles.

Perseus. (In The Heroes.)

Morris, William.

The Doom of King Acrisius. (In The Earthly Paradise.^

Rossetti, Danto Gabriel.
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Shelley, Percy Bysshe.

On the Medusa of Leonardo da Vinci. (In Poems.)

Dowden, Edward.

Andromeda. (In Poems.)
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Version of a Fragment of Simonides. [Danae's Lament over
her Child.] (In Poems.)

The Paradise of Children.

Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth.
TLo Masque of Pandora.

Fields, Aunic.

Pandora : A Festival Play. (In Under the Olive.)

Eossetti, Dante Gabriel.

Paadora. (Sonnet.)

The Three Golden Apples.

Morris, William.
' The Golden Apples. (In The Earthly Paradise.}
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INDEX OF MYTHOLOGY.
The following Index includes the names of divinities, persons, and plaooi

vna",","??^ ^?r
Hawthorne's Wonder- Book (Riverside Literature Series!Nos. 17, 18), Hawthorne's Tanalewood Tales (Nos. 22, 23). and iSss Pealbody's OM Greek Folk-StorU^jT^o. 114), as well as such mCial words inthese books as seem to require definition or explanation. Inasmuch ascustom varies in the Greek or the Latin form of certain proper namesboth are here given, the alternative or equivalent form in parenthesis as

K,U'HT/^"'f'i"">-
The. italicized words in parenthesis represent thiinglish translation or equivalent of the Greek word.

in order to facilitate an exact pronunciation of the foreien words the

»tSy£.^a?.;rDailaVy?"-"">^"'='^""^ ^^« .atestedK^oS'Ve^l^

EXPLANATION OF DIACRITICAL MARKS.

A Dash (") above the vowel denotes the long sound, as in fate eve
fime, note, use. ' •

^.^x?.""!®
^'^ ^*'°^® *^® "^^^^ denotes the short sound, as In add, findm, odd, flp.

'

A Circumflex Accent V) above the vowel o denotes the sound of o In
born.

A Dot () above the vowel a denotes the obscure sound of a In nast
abate, America. ^ ^
A Double Dot () above the vowel a denotes the sound of a In father

alms.
*««»ioi,

A Double Dot (..) below the vowel a denotes the sound of a in baU.A Wave (*) above the vowel e denotes the sound of e in li5r.
a sounds like a in senate.
S sounds like e in depend.
S sounds like'o in propose.

8 sounds like z.

g is soft as in gem.
g is hard as in get
9 sounds like s.

In this Index the heavy-face figures refer to numbers of the RIvamMaLiterature Series, and the other figures to page™ Thus 114 52 Ifto?Abydos refers to page 52 of No. 1 14 of the Series. ' ™'

l-by'd6s, a town on the Hellespont,

114, 52.

Achaeans (a-ke'anz), a name of the
Grecian people, 114, 80.

Achilles (arkn'lez),</ie greatest hero
of the Trojan »Far, 28, 180; 114,
79, 83, 101.

Actaeon (ak.te'fln), 114. 3».

Admetus and the Shephbbd,
114,32.

Id-me'tfls, 114,32, 35.

A-do'nTs, 114,56.
Adventures of Odysseus, The.
114. 93.

iEaea (e.e' a), the island of Circe, 23.
107; 114,101,102.

^etes (e«'tez), 23, 131, 205.

iEgeus (e'Jus), 82, 14.

iEglsthus (e.jrs't,l!us), 114. gg.

.«neas (e-ne'as), a Trojan hero, 114,
81, 93.

jEolla (e.o'lI^L), a group of islands
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noHh of Sicily, 28, 107; 114,
99.

^olus (e'6.ias) {The. Changeable),
king of ^'olia and god of the
loinda, 23, 107; 114,99.

^sculaplus (gs-ku-la'pl-ds), a fa-
mous physician, 23, 180.

A'son (e'sOn), 23, 181.

.Ethiopia (e.th!^pr^), an ancient
name of Africa, 114, 29.

iEthon (e'thdn) {The Burning), one
of the Horses of the Sun, 114.
26.

.ffithra (e'thra), 22, 14.

.ffltna (6t'na), Mount, a volcano in
Sicily, 2S,li7; 114,8,24.

Xf'rl^a, 22, 48.

Agamemnon, the Hocse of, 114,
88.

Xg-arm6m'n6n, chief of the Grecian
army against Troy, 114, 80, 88,
101.

Age, The Golden, 17,82, 83 ; 114, 8.

l-ge'n6r, 22, 72.

I'jax, 114, 80, 101.

Al^estis, 114, 36.

Al^^es'tls. 114,33,36.
il-9ln'6.fl3, 114, 104.

Alpheus (ai-fe'fls), o river-god, 114,
38

ll-t'ie'a,114,42.

Im'a-zSng, the, a race of women-
warriors, 18, 114.

Ambrosia (am-bro'zha), the miracu.
lous food of the gods, 18. 168;
134,72.

Amphrysus (Sm-frl'sfls), a river in
I Thessaly, 11^, 32.

Andromache (Sn-drOra'a-kg), the
wife of Hector, 114, 82, 87.

&^r6m'6.da, 114, 29.

Antseus (Sn-te'tls), a (riant, son of
the EaHh, 16, 121 ; 22,48.

in-tig'ii.n6,thedaughter of (EtZipus,

114,62.

Aphrodite (af-ro-df'tfi) {Bom of the
aea^foam, Venus), the goddess of
Love and Beauty, 18, 114; 114,
47,52,56,63,67,74,82.

krS^Vlb, Phoebus (also known as

Phoebus the Bright One and He-
lios, the Sun), the Sungod, and
the divine archer or god of the
bow, presiding over music and
the art of healing, 28, 162; 114,
6, 24, 29, 32, 38, 76.

Apollo's Sister, 114, 38.

Apple of Discord, The, 114, 74.

Apples, The Three Goldkk,
18, 109.

Arachne (a-rfik'ng), 114,49.
Xr^ja'dr-a, a country of Greece, the
favorite home of Pan, 114, 3.

X-re-Op'a-gfls {Mars' Hill), 114, 91.

i'res {Mars), the god of war, 18.
114:23,207; 114.82.

l-re'te, 114, 104.

Ar^thu'sa, a water-nymph, 114,
3&

Xr'giveg, people of Argos, a name
sometimes used for all Greeks,
114,89.

Xr'go, the ship, 23, 193 ; 114, 33.

Argonauts (ar'gS-nats), the voyagers
of the ship Argo, 23, 198 ; 114, 43,
80.

Xr'gds, an ancient city qf Argolis
in G'reece, 114,89.

Xr'gils, (1) the builder of the Argo,
23, 193. (2) A man uHth an hun-
dred eyes, 114, 109. (3) Afamous
hound, 114, 109.

5-rr4d'nS, 22, 36.

Xr'te-mls (Diana), the maiden-god-
dess of the hunt, also of the Moon
(Luna, Selene, Shining One); as
the sister of Phoebus, sometimes
called Phoebe, 18, 166 ; 114, 29, 38,
42, 45, 80, 91.

Is-ty'a-nax ( The City-King), the son
of Hector, 114i, 82.

Atalanta's Race, 114, 46.

It^a-ian'ta, 28, 197 ; 1 14, 38, 43, 46.

i-the'na, Pai'ias (Minerva), goddess
ofwisdom, counsellor in war, and
protectress of household artg^
especially spi'ming and weavints
17, 27, 40, ii.

; 114, 49, 74, 81, 91,
104, 10f».

Xth'cnsj, a city of AUiea, Greece,



^^ for Athma, 22, Ui 114,

It'las, a fftant who became a moun-
toin.17.46; 18.124; 114,8.

AtTO-pfls (Unchangeable), one of
the Three Fates, 114, 42, 69.

^^^^a^acountryineastem Greece,
22, 14.

Aulla (ftlfa), a seaport of Bceotia,
in cyrecce, 114, 80.

Aurora (ft-roTa), goddess of dawn,
114,28.

INDEX OF MYTHOLOGY.
ill

Bab.y.HJ'nr^, a wuntrv of Asia,
114,63.

Bacchus (bSk'fls) (Dionysus), god
qfthe vine, 17, 67, 70; 114, 6.

Baucis (bft'sls), 18, 139.

Beauty, the Goddess of Love and
(Venus, Aphrodite), 18, 114; II4,
47, 62, 66, 68, 67, 74, 82.

Bellerophon (b61.16r'6.f6n), the
slayer of the Chimcera, 18, 166.

Boeotian (be^shfln) ram, the,ufUh
the goldenfleece, 28, 199.

Box, Pftu^o'ra's, 17, 82, 94.
Brass, the man of (Ta'lfls), 82, 32,

46.

Bri4're.fls, a giant viUh an hun-
dred arms, 28, 186.

CBd'mfls, the buUder of Thebes, 22.
72; 114,39,69.

Oftl'y-dfin, o city of JEtolia, in
O'reece, 114,42.

Gu.YDONiAif Hunt, The, 114, 42.
CSr.iyp'sd, a nymph, daughter of
Oc«on, 114, 49,103.

Carthage (kar'thfij). « city on thP
northern coast of Africa, 114
03.

'

Cas^ta'dri, a prophetess, 114, 76,
Off o9a

Casslopaela (kSMi.o.pe'a), 114,

CSs'tfir, a brother of PoUux and
fair Helen, 2Z,\m.

Caucasus (kft'kMfls), the, a range

^mourOainanear the Black Sea,
J

0rieii8(8m),88.166 I

C«n'tftur5, the, a people with the
head and shoulders of a man
joined to the body qf a horse, 28,

Cerberus (sSr'bft-rfls), th0 three-
headed watchdog of the Under-
world, 28, 150.

Ceres (se'rez) (Demeter), goddess oj
the harvest, 88. 142 ; II4, 19, 69.

Ceatus (ses'tfls). the magical girtUe
ofrenua,U,lU; 114, 7fli

Ceyx (sell), 114, fj,

Charon (ka'rfln). the ferrymm qfthe Hver Styx, 1 14, la
Charybdis (ka-rlb'dls), a nhirlpool
onthe coast of Sicily, opposite the
whirlpool of Scylla, on the coast
of Italy, 114, 102.

Chimaeka, The (kl-me'ra), a mon.
ater with the heads of a lion, a
goat, and a dragon, 18, 166.

Chlmborazo
(chIm.b6.ra'2o). n

mountain in South America, 18

CWron (jatUn), the wisest of the

S^^/V^*"^"^^ ^'^''«^)' 28. 107.

,n! ^,^!l^*^'
«" enchantress, 8a

107; 114,100.
*•"*

Clty-Klng, the (Astyanax). the son
of Hector, 1U,S2.

Clashing Rocks, the (sym-pie^i.
aes), two perilous floating is.
?an*., 114, 102.

Clo'tho (I spin), one of the Three
J^ates, 114, 42, B9.

I

Clym'e-nS, 114,24.

I

Ciyf-€ni.n6s'tra, sister of Fair Helen
and wife ofAgamemnon, 114,88.

Cmt-$, a maiden who became a
sunflower, 114,3

Colchis (kSl'krs), a country in Asia
whither the Argonauts went f
seek the Golden Fleece. 28, 199.

r)"^' S^^kWnz). thep^opu ofColchis, 28, 199.
*- ^ "y
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CrSte, an island south of Greece, the
home of King Minos and the Min-
otaur, 22, 29; 114, 21, 78.

CcpiD AND Psyche (Love and the
Soul), 114, ea

Cupid (Eros, Love), god of Love and
son of Venus, 114, 63, 72.

CuKSE OF Polyphemus, The
(pdl.r.fe'mfls). 114,93.

Cy-clo'pes, the, a race of one-eyed
giants, 23, 108 ; 114, 32, 94.

Jy'clOps, the, Polyphemus, a son of
Poseidon, 1 14, 94.

Qy'prfls, an island south qf Mia
Minor, 114, 62, 66.

Cyzl-cus, 23, 200.

Daedalus (ded'4-Ifls), a wonderful
architect, 22, 3B; 114, 2L

Dan'S-i*. 17, 21.

Dan'S-Qs, tTie daughters of (Da-naT-
deg), punished in the Underworld
for the murder of their husbands,
114, 19.

Daphne (dftf'nS), a nymph who be-

came a laurel-tree, 114, 3, 38.

Death, overcome by Heracles, 114,
36.

Delphobus (de-Ifo-bfls), 114, 81.

De'lOs, an island east of Greece,
sacred as the birthplace of Apollo
and Diana, 114, 30.

Delphi (dei'fi), the most famous
oracle of Apollo, at the foot of
Mt. Parnassus, 22. 90; 114, W,
91.

Deluge, The, 114, la
DS-ine'ter (Ceres), goddess of the
harvest, 23, 142 ; 114, 19, 69.

Demophoon (dS-in0f'6.6n), 23, 167.

Deucalion (du-ka'll-fin), 114, 14.

Diana and Actaeon, 114,38.
Diana and Endymion, 114, 40.

Di-Sn'a (Artemis), goddess of the
huntand ofthe Moon, alsoknown
as Luna, Selene, and Phoebe, 18,
166 ; 114, 29, 38, 42, 46, 80, 91.

Di'do, queen of Carthage, 114, 93.

Df-S-rae'deg, 114, 80.

Di-iny'sfls (Bacchus), god qf the
vine, 17, 57, 10', 114,6.

DIs (Pluto), god of the Underworld
an.f' king of the Shades of the
dead, 28, 147; 114,18.

Discord (Erls), goddess of strife,

114, 74.

Discord, The Apple of, 114,
74.

Do-do'na, a toivn of Epirus, Greece,

famous for the Speaking Oak,
23, 189, 192.

Dragon's Teeth, The, 22, 72.

Dragon's teeth, sown as seed, 22,
72 ; 23, 213.

Dry'ads, Dry'a-deg, wood-nymphs
who lived as long as the forests
were their home, 114, 1, 3, 38.

Dry'6-p6, a woman who became a
lotus-tree, 114,2.

Earth, Mother, 22, 48, 68; 114, 16,

28.

Echo, a wood-nymph who faded
into a voice. 114,2.

E-16c'tra, 114, 88.

Eleusls (e-lu'sis), a district in At-
tica, Greece, sabred to the goddess
of the harvest, 23, 166.

fin-961'a-du3, a giant bound under
Mt. uEtna in Sicily, 114, 8.

fiu-dyni'r-6n, a youth beloved by the
Moon, 114,40.

fin'na, a pleasant plain in Sicily,

23,147; 114,19.
E-o'tls (Early), one of the Horses qf
the Sun, 114, 26.

Epaphus (ep'a-fus), an earthly son
of Zeus, 114, 2i.

Epimetheus (6p-I-me'thus), a bro-

ther of Prometheus, 17, 82 ; 114,
14.

E'ris (Discord), goddess of strife,

114, 74.

E'rds (Love, Cupid), god of Love and
son of Venus, 114, 63, 72.

Eumajus (fl.me'fls), afaithful svdne-
herd, 114, 108.

Eu.iienides (u-mSnl-dez), the (Erin'-

f.e§, lories), goddesses of ven-

geance, who punished the guilty
in the Underworld anci on tsarUt,

114,18,9a
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Europa (u-ro'pa), a maiden who
waa carried away by a miracu-
Imta trull,from the ahore of Phw^
nicia to the shore of Europe,
afterwards called by her iianie,

22, 72.

Euryclela (u-rT-kle'ji), 114, 110.

Eurydlce (u-rlU'I-sfi), the wife
Orpheiia, 114, 17.

Euiylochus (u-rIl'6.kQs), 23, 113.

Eurystheus (u-rls'tbus), 22, tiO.

of

Fair Helen, Helen of Troy, daugh-
ter of Queen Leda and wife of
Menelaua, king of Sparta; fa'
moua as thefairest woman in the
world and the cause of the Trojan
War, llA, 77, 81, 82, 87.

Fates, the (Parcae, Molrae (mol're)),

three divine sisters, Clotho, Lache-
ais, and Atropoa, who spun the
th ^ead of human life and decreed
the destinies of men and godst
114,42,69.

Fauns, the, wood/o?* andfollowera
of Pan; they were like men with
goats* legs, horns, and pointed
cnns, 23, 158 ; 114, 1,6, .38.

Fleece, Golden, 23, 180; 114, 70.

Flying Slippers, the, or winghl
sandala of QuickaUver, 17, 35, 38

;

18,144; 114,46.
Fountain of PIreue (Pi-re'nS), the, at
Corinth, 18, 166, 168.

Furies, the (Eumenides, Erinnyes),
goddesses of vengeance who pun.
ished the guilty on earth and in
the Underworld, 114, 18, 90.

Gai-a-te'4, a miraculous statue,
114,56.

Gan-J-me'dS, a cup-bearer to the
f;orfs, 114,76.

6e'ry^n, a giant with six legs, 18,
114.

Giants: Antaeus, 18, 121; 22, 48;
Atlas, 17, 45; 18, 124; 114, 8;
Brlareus, 23, 185; Cyclopes, the,

23,108; 114,32; Knceladus, 114,
8; Geryoii, ig, ii4; LaBstrygo-
Diaus, the, 23.107, 108; Polyphe-

mus, 114, 94; Talus, 22, 33; TU
tans, the, 114,8.

Girdle of HIppolyta, the. 18, 114.
ttirdle of Veuus, the (Cestus). 11.

114; 114,76.
^

GIaucu8(glft'i<as), 114,81.
Gods, the

; alt the powers of earth,
sea, and air, named and divided
into kingdoms; Poseidon (or
Neptune) controlled the sea,
Pluto the Underworld and the
abode of the dead. Pan was god
of all things in the woods and
Jielda, and Zeus, on Mount Olynu
pus, ruled over all aa King of
goda and men, 114, 1, 8, 13, 18, 63.
72, 74, 81, 104.

Golden Age, the, 17, 82, 83; 114, 8.

Golden Aitles, The Three, 18.
109.

Golden Fleece, The, 23, isa
Golden Touch, The, 17, 53.
Gorgon's Head, The, 17, 2L
Gorgons, the, three marvellous ata.

ters, with snaky locks and brazen
claws, 17,4^1; 114,29.

Graces, the, three goddesses pre-
sidiw/ over the feast and the
dance, 114,66.

Gray Women, the (GriEaB (gre'e)),
three marvellous old sisters, 17,
98.

Grecian Heroes, the, the young
men of Greece tvhojoined the three
great undertakings of the age,
(1) the quest of the Golden Fleece,
(2) the Calydonian Hunt, (3) the
Rescue of Fair Helen in the Tro-
jan War, 23, 196; 114, 42, 77,78,
80.

Greece (Hfil'las), the most famoua
home offolk-stories, 18, 166

; 114,
77. 78.

Grove of Mars, the, 23, 207.

Hft'de?, the Underworld, Mngdom
of Pluto and abode of the Shades,
23, 150; 114. 18, 36, 56, 71, 100.

Hai-?y'8-n$. a qu^en who hecame a
bird, 114. 52,

Ham'a4ry.adg, Hfim^-dry'a^deg,
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trtMiympKa, who grew and died
with the trees that were their
homes, 28, 167 ; 114, 2, 27, 28, 38.

Har-mo'iil-a, 22, lOti.

Har'ples, tlie, three momtrous sis-
ters, half woman and half vul-
ture, 23, 201, 202.

He'b6 (Hygela hi-Je'a)), dawjhter
of Zeus and Hera (Juno), yoddess
€tf health, aiul cup-bearer to the
Corfa, 114,46, 72, 101.

HSc'a-tfi, a mysterious goddess of
the Underworld, 23, 168.

Hfic'tflr, the greatest hero of the
Trojans, 114,76,81.

HCc'Q-ba, queen of Troy, 114, 76.

Helen, Fair Helen, or Heten of
Troy, daughter of Queen Leda,
and wife of Menelaus; famous
as thefairestwoman in the world
and the cause of the Trepan War,
114,77,81,82,87.

H61'6.nfl8, 114, 76.

Hellades (he-li'a-dez), the {Daugh-
ters of Helios, the Sun), 114, 24
28.

HeiT-cSn, Mount, in Bceotia (be-6'-
sha), Greece, 18, 1C6.

He'U^s ( The Sun, Phoebus Apollo),
the Sungod, 88. 162; 114, 6, 24,
29, 32, 38, 76.

Hfil'ie, 23, 199.

H61'16s.p6nt, the, a narrow strait
between Asia and Europe named
after Helle, 23, 199 ; 114, 62.

Helmet of darkness, the, 17, 36, 38.

Hephaestus (hg-fSs'tus) (Vulcan),
the smith of the gods, 22, 33; 23,
206; 114,24,32,83.

He'ra (Juno), wife of Zeus and
Queen of gods and men, 23, 183,

184,186; 114,2,74,81.
H6r'arCleg (Hercules), an earthly
son of Zeus, famous for his
strength, 18, 110 ; 22, 60 ; 23, 196

;

114, 11, 36.

Hgr'cii-les. See Heracles.
H?r'me§ (Mercury, Quicksilver), the
messenger of the gods, 17, 26, 8B;
18, 143, 147 ; 23, 131, 170; 114, 72,
104.

Hero and Leander, two /amou$
lovers, lit, 62.

Heroes, the, (l) of the Argonautlo
expedition, 28, 1U«; (2) of the
Calydonlan Hunt, 114, AZ j (3) of
the Trojan War, 114, 77, 78, 80.

Hkroe.s, Thk Rouhi: (; of the.
114,78.

Hesione (he-si'fi-nS), l;i, 77.

U«s-p6r'I.des, Applea q', Jg, 109.
120; 114,47,74.

Hesporldea, the Garden of, 18, 109.

HIp.ptM:re'nS (The Horse's Spring),
18, 18.-i.

Hippodaniia (hlp-pckla-ini'a), 17,
22.

HIp-p61'j?.ta, queen of the Amazon$,
18, 114.

Hlp-pivnd.nes, 114, 46.

HoMK-CiyMiNo, The, 114, J05.
Hope, 17, 99.

Horse, the winged, Pegasus, 18.
167.

Horse, The Wooden, 114, 82, 105.
Horses of the Sun, the, Pyrols, EoUa,

iEtlion, and Phlegon, 114, 26.

House of Agamemnon, The, 1 14»
88.

Hunt, Ths Calydonian, 114, 42.

Hy^-^In'tlnls, a youth who became
a flower, 114,3.

Hy'dra, the, a monster with an
hundred heads, 18, 113.

I-caM-A, an island east of Greece.
114, 23.

icABus AND Daedalus, 114, 21.

Ida, Mount, near ancient Troy in
Asia. Minor, 114, 75.

in-flm (Ill^s, Troy), the capital of
Troas, near the Hellespont, which
was the scene of the Trojan War,
28,107; 114,75,82,87.

I-ob'a-teg, 18, 173.

lolchlans (i-dl'kl^nz), people of
lolchos, 23, 187.

lolchos (f-61'kfis), a city of Thessrlyt
Greece, 23, 180, 187.

I'»-l§,114,2.

IphiKenia (Tf.rji».nf'R), .-fanghter qf
King Agamemnon, 114, 81, 91.

f
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Is'ma-rfls, a district of Th/raoe,

lorthiant of (Irnece, 114, 1)4.

Italy, 18, 110; 114,03.
Ithaca, an island -west of Greece,

the kingdom of Odysseus.

Jft'sfin, the chief hero of tht Argo-
nauts, 23, 180.

Jo^ifls'ta, 114, 50.

Jove (Jupiter, Zeu?), King of gods
and men and lord of the thunder-
bolts, 18, 146; 23, \n\ 114, 8, IJ,

24, 28, 32, 76, 104.

JUDQMEMT OF MiDAH, The, 114,6.
Ju'no (Hera), ivife of Zcua and
Queen of goils and men, 23, 183,

184,185; 114,2,74,81.
Ju'pl-ter (Zeus, Jove), king of gods
and men and lord of the thunder-
bolts, 18, 146; 28. 192; 114, 8, 13,

24, 28, 32, 76, 104.

Lflb'y-rlnth, a wonderful building
planned by Dcedalusfor the Min-
o<o«r, 22, 38; 114,21.

Lachesis (lak'S-sIs) (Destiny), one
of the Three Fates, 114, 42, 59.

La-5r'tej, the father of Odysseus,
114,98,106.

Laestrygouians (LSs-trl-go'iit^), the,

a race of giants in Sicily, 28, 107,

108; 114,100.
La1-Q», a king of Thebes, 114, 69.

La-6c'd-6n, 114, 85.

Laplthae (iap'I-th5), a people of
Thessaly, Greece, 114, 11.

Lat'mSs, Mount, in Carta, Asia
Minor, 11^, M.

Larto'na (I^'to), the mother of
Apollo and Diana, 114, 29, 30.

Le-an'der, a youth uhoawam across
the Hellespont, 114, 52.

Le'dii, a queen of SpaHa, mother
of Helen, ClytemneMra, Castor,
and Pollux, 114, 77.

Lg'thg ( Forgetfulness), a river in the
Underworld, 23, 151 ; 114, 18, 103.

Lo'tfls, the, a miraculotis plant,
114, 94.

Lotus-Eaters, a people whose only
food tuat the lotus, Hi, 94. 1

Love, the god of (Eros, Cupid), «on
of Venus, 114,03,72.

Love, the goddcMs of (Venus, Aphro-
dite), 18, 114; 114,47,62,60,63,67,
74, 82.

Loves, the (Cuphles, Cupids), little

mingid boys attending Venus,
114,50.

LfrTia (Sil-kViift, Phonbe, Artemis,
Diana), goddess of the Moon, 18,
UJC ; 114, 29, 38, 42, 45, 80, 91.

LyV'I4, a country of Asia Minor,
18, 173.

Ly-co-me'deg, 114, 80.

lydl-a, a country of Asia Minor,
114,49.

Lynceua (iln'sus), an Argonaut, 23,
196.

Man of Brass, the (Talus), 28, 32,

45.

Marg (Ares), the god of war, 18,
114; 28,207; 114,82.

Medea (mS^le'A), an enchantress,
22, 21 ; 28, 186, 208.

Me'dfls, 22, 21.

Me-du'sa, mostfamous ofthe snaky-
haired Gorgons, 17, '9.

Me-le-a'g5r, the hero of the Calydo-
nianHunt, 114,42.

MSn-g-la'fls, king of Sparta, and
husband of Fair Helen, 114, 77,

82, 84, 87.

Mgr'cu-ry (Hermes.^MicAwttver), the
messenger of the gods, 17, 26, 85;
18, 143, 147 ; 28, 131, 170 ; 114, 72,
104.

M6r'6.pf, 114,60.
Met-A-ni'ra, 23, 16a
Midas, the Judgment of, 114,5.
MI'dAs, a wealthy kitty, 17, 66;
114,5.

MT-ner'va (Pallas Athena), goddess
of visdom, counsellor in war, and
protectress of household arts, 17,
27, 40, 41; 114, 49, 74, 81, 91, 104,
108.

Mi'nSs, king of Crete, 22, 29; 114,
21.

MiNOTAtm (mln'5-tar), The (The
Man-Bull), 22, 14.
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M1KACULOU8 PiTCHEB, The. 18.

139.

Mo'iy, thename ofa magicalflower,
28, 132.

Moon, KO(l;leHs of the (Luna, Selene,
Phoebe, Artemis, Diana), II, 1(H) j

114,20,38,42,46,80,91.
Mother Earth, 22, 48, 68; 114, 18,

28.

MountPln-nymphs (Oreades), 114,6.
Mycena? (lii-ne'iiS), o wealthy city
in Orcece, 114, 80.

Naiads (nft'yAds), nymphs of the
aprinffsand rivers, 28, 157; 114,
4, 14, 27, 70.

Nar-^Is'srts, n yoxUh who become a
flower, 114,2.

Nauslcaa (n}v.slk'^), a Phceaoiam,
princess, Xi^, 104.

NCc'tar, a miraculous drink of the
gods, 18, 168.

KCp'tune (Poseidon), god of the
Sea, 28, 187 ; 114, 60, 82, 85, 93.

NSs'tflr, an Argonaut who lived to
see the Trojan War, 114, 43, 80.

Ni'ntts, a Hng of Babylon, 114, 63.

NioBE (ni'6-b6), 114, 20.

No-man (Outis), a name of Odysseus
or Ulysses, 114,97.

North Wind, Sons of tho. 23, 197.

Nymphs, the : (l) Ih-yaaea, living
in the woods, (2) Hamadryndea,
the spirits of trees, (3) Naiades,
living in the wells and rivers, (4)

Oceanides, daughters of the Sea,
(6) Oreades, living in the mmin-
tains, 17, 36 ; 28, 121, 143, 167 ; 1 14,
2. 11, 14, 27, 38, 49.

fEneu9(«'nS.n9). 114,TB.
CEnoue (c-no'n<^), a mountain.
nymph, 114, 76.

Ogykl-u, the Ulandttf Calypso, 114,
103.

Old Man of the Sen. the (Protmw
(pro'tus)), a strange water-god,
18, 110, 118.

O-iym'pas, Mount, in norilnrn
Greece, the home of Zeus and the

I

heaveiUy gods, 28, 182 1 114, 17,
72.

Or'a-cle, a divine voire, 22, 90; 28(
192; 114,3,69,04, 76, Ul.

0'r6-ad8 (O-rc'tdiis), mountain.
nymphs, 114,6.

O-rSs'teg, son of Agamemnon and
Clytemnestra, 114, 8h.

0-ri'6n, hunter who was set among
the stars, 114,40.

Orpheus (or'fus) and Eurydice.
114, 17.

Orpheus, a wonderful singer, 28,
197; 114,17.

Oak, the Speaking, an oracle of
Zeus, at Dodona, 28, 192.

(^frdnl-deg, the {daughters of Oce-
anus), sea-nymphs, 114. 11, 14.

Odysseus (d-dls'sus), The Adven-
TUBES OF, 114,93.

Odysseus, The Wandering of.
114, 99.

Odysseus (Ulysses), king of rthaca,
28, 107 ; 114, 79, 80, 82, 84, 93.

Pai-a-me'dej, 114, 79.

Pai'ias A-tluVna (ftllnerva), goddess
of irlsdom, counsellorin war, and
protectress of household arts, 17,
27, 40, 41 ; 114, 40, 74, 81, 91, 104,
108.

pan (AU-Things), god of all things
in nature, king of the woods and
fields, 2S,im; 114,1,3,6.

Pftn-do'ra, thefirst girl in the world,
17, 82.

Pandora's Box, 17, 86.

Paradise of Children, The,
17, 82.

Parc» (par's*), the (Molrae, Fates),
three divine sisters, Clotho, Lache-
sis, and Atropos, who spun the
thread of human life and decreed
the destinies of men and gods,
114,42,69.

Paris, a shepherd^rince who stole
away Fair Helen, 114, 75, 83.

Par-nas'sfls, a sacred mountain in
Phocis, Greece, 114, 14.

PfiK'a-sfls, the uHngid horse, 18, 16T.

PelsUs (pu'lus), iius'oana qf the sear
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nymph T/ietla, and father ctf
AvklUca, 114,74.

ri:"ir4s,23, i8i,i88j 114.33.
P6.n61'6.pe, the faithful mlfe of
OdysMiis (UlygavH), 114, id, 70,
100.

Perseus (pffr'sus), the slayer of the
~^or!/on, It, 21; 114, '.".).

Persephone (pffr-sfifo-nS) (Proser-
pina), the daughter of the harvcnt-
goddess, stolen hy Pluto to he
tfuecn of the Underworld, 28, U'J •

114, 19, 71.

I'hioaclttiis (fc^'shOnz), the, „ pro.
pie dear to the gods, 114, tm, 105.

PlIAETHON (fii'S-thdn), 114, 24.

Philemon (n-lo'niOn), 18, lt;».

Phlloctetes (ni-ok-te'tez), 23, 180.
Phlneus (fi'nus), a king tormented
by the Ifarptes, 28, 201.

Phlegon (flo'KOii) (Flaming), one of
the Iforsrs of the Sun, 114, 2G.

Phlexlppus (fliJx-Ip'pns), 114, 43.
Pliocis (fd'sis), a country of Greece,
114,89,

PhoDbo (fe'bS), a name of the Moon-
goddess, as sister of the Sun-god
Phcrhus, 114,40.

Phoebus Apollo (fe'bfls a-p01'16)
(Hollos), the Sunrgod, god of the
how, of music, and the aH of
healing, 28, 102; 114,0,24,29,32,
38, 70.

Phoenicia, a country in Asia Minor.
22, 72.

Phoenix (fe'nTx), 22, 72.

Phrlxus (frlx'ils), 23, 199.

Pi'Cvls, a king who became a Irird,
23, 131, 140.

Pi-rtl'nS, a fountain in Greece. 18
106.

'

Plttheus (pit'thus), 22, 14.

Plu'to (Di.s), godofthe Undenvorld
and king of the Shades, 28, 147 •

114, 18.

Pftl'lflx, twinJrrother to Castor, 23
196.

POl'y-bfls, 114, 60.

Pai-y-d6c'tej, 17, 21,

Polyphenols (pOl-r-fe'mflsV n. n«^
eyed gUint, 28, 112 ; 114, 93.

POMEOKANATK SEEDB, ThE, 23,
142.

PoselUou (po-si'dOn) (Neptune),
god of the Hea, 28, 1H7

; 114, 60,
82, 86, 03.

Pri'am, king of Troy, 114, 76, 81, 83.
80.

Pru^jraa'tej, a highwayman, 22.
l!i.

PronicthuuH (pro-me'thus), a Titan
who gavejlrv to mankind, 114, a

l'r6.ser'pl.ntt (I'ersephone), the
daughter of Demetcr (Ceres), car-
ried away to the Underworld, 28,
142; 114,19,71.

Psyche (si'kS) (The Soul), the bride
o/Z,oi;c, 114, «), 60.

Pygmalion (prR-ma'lI.On) and
Oalatea, 114, Wi.

Pyomies (plK'mlz), The, a Uttlt
people, 22, 48.

Pyi'ii-dog, a famous friend, 114.
90.

PYnAMiT8(prr'4-mas) and Thisbe,
114, r,o.

Py'ro-ls (Fiery), one of the HoraeM
of the Sun, 114t, 26.

Pyr'rha,114,14.

Py'thSn, the, a monstrous serpent
slain by Apollo, 114, 30.

Quicksilver (Hermes, MercunO, the
messenger of the gods, 17, 20, 86;
18, 143, 147 ; 28, 131, 170 ; 114, 72.
104.

•

Rousing of the Heeoes, The.
114, 78.

Sar-pe'dfln, an earthly son of Zeus,
114, 81.

Satyrs (sa'terz), the, rude wood-folk
with horns, hoofs, and pointed
eans, 28, 158; 114, 1,6, .38.

Sca^man'der, a river near Troy,
114,83.

Scinis (si'nla), a highwayman, 22,
It'a

Scylla (sn'Ia), a maiden changed
-""O a six-headed monsii/r. 114.
102.

^
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Scyros (si'rCs), an iaiand east «>/

Greece, 114, 80.

Scythia (si'thl-a), a namefor north-
em Europe, 114, 81. 91.

Sea, god of the (Poseidon, Neptune),
23,187; 114,60,82,85,93.

Sea, Old Man of the (Proteus), 18,
116.

Searnymphs (Oceanides), 23, 143;
114, 10, 11, 14, 27, 29.

Seriphus (sS-ri'tfls), an island east
of Greece, 17, 21.

SSs'tSs, a toum on the Hellespont,
opposite Abydos, 114, 52.

Shades, the spirits of the dead in
the Underworld, 114, 18, 56, 100.

8I'9Mjf (Thrlnacia, Trl-iia'crl-a),

country of Proserpina, the Cy-
clopes, and the Cattle of tlie Sun,
23,147; 114,23,94,101.

SI'nSn, afamous spy, 114, 85.

Si'rfins, the, three sisters who
charmed men to death with their
singing, 23, 120 ; 114, 101.

Sisyphus (sisl-ffls), a king punished
in the Underworld, 114, 18.

Spar'ta, 114, 77,87.

Speaking Oak, the (or Talking
Oak), an Oracle of Zeus, 23, 189,

192.

Speaking Oak, Daughter of the, an
oracle of Athena, 23, 194, 203.

Sphinx, the, a creature, halfwoman
and half lion, that killed all men
who failed to guess her riddle,

114,61.

Stable, the, of King Au'ge4s, 18,
115.

Staff, the winged (Ca-du'^e-ils), of
Quicksilver, 17, 26, 85 ; 18, 145, 149,

155; 23,130.

Stories of the Trojan War,
114.74.

Strophius (stro'fl-fls), 114, 89.

Styx, the, a sacred river in the Un-
dem'orld, 114, 18, 26, 38, 80.

Suitors of Penelope, the, 114, 106.

Sun, the (Helios, Phoebus Apollo),

23, 162 ; 114, 5, 24, 29, 32, 38, 76.

Sun, daughters of the (Heliadea^.

114,24,28.

Sun, horses of the, 114, 26.

Sun, kiue of the, 114, 101, 103.

Sun, palace of the, 114, 24.

Swollen-Foot (CEdlpus), 114, 69.

Sy'rinx, a wood-nymph who became
a reerf, 114,3,38.

Talking Oak, the, an oracle of Zeus,
23, 189, 192.

Talking Oak, Daughter of the, an
oracle of Athena, 23, 194, 203.

Ta'lfls, the Man of Brass, 22, 32, 46.

Tan'ta-lfls, a king punished in the
Underworld, 114, 19.

Tar'ta-rtls, a part of the Under-
world, 114,8.

Tftu'rls, a country in Scythia, 114,
81, 91.

Telemachus (t«l.€m'a-kn8), smi of
Odysseus ( Ulysses), 114, 79, 106.

T61-6-phas'sa, 22, 78.

Tha'sfls, 22, 78.

Thebes (thebz), an ancient city of
Bneotia, Greece, founded by Ca^
mus, 114,29,59.

Theseus (the'sus), a Grecian Hero,
slayer of the Minotaur, 22, 14;

23,196; 114,43.

Th6s'sa-iy, a country of northern
Greece, 114, 11, 32,52.

The'tis, a sea-nymph, mother of
AchillcF, 114, 10, 74, 79.

ThIs'bS, 114,53.

Tho'as,114,91.

Thrace (tliras), a country northeast
of Greece, 23. 201.

Three Golden Apples, The,
18, 1.19.

Thrl-na'9l-a (Tr!-na'crr4, Sicily),

114,101.

Tlphys (tl'fls), helmsman of the

Argo, 23, 197.

Tl-re'sl-as, a famous prophet, 114,
100.

Ti'tans, the, a race of giants, 1 14, 8.

Tmolus (mo'lfls), a mountain in
Lydia, Asia Minor, 114, 6.

Toxeus (tSx'us), 114, 43.

Tree-nymphs (Hamadryades), 28,
157; 114.2,27 28, .'A

Tbial of PsTCHX, The, 114. 68.
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Troezene (tre-ze'ng), « tovm of Ar.

golis, Greece, 22, 14.

Trojun War, the, 114, 74.

Tro'jaiig, the people of Trov, 114
76, 81, 93.

'

Troubles, t/ie contents of Pandora's
Box, 17, 83, 95.

Troy (Ilios, Ilium), an ancient city
of Troas, in Asia Minor, the
scene of the Trojan }Far,23, 107

;

114,75,81,83,87.
Tya'da-rds, 114, 77.

t-lys'se? (Odysseus), king of Ithaca,
23,107; 114,70,80,82,84,93.

Underworld, the (Hades), kingdom^ Pluto and abode of the Shades,
83,150; 114,18,30,56,71,100.

Ve'nfls (Aphrodite), goddess of Love
a7id Beauty, 18, 114; 114,47,52.
56, 63, 67, 74, 82.

Vulcan (Hephaestus), the smith of
the gods, 28. 33 i 28, 206 ; 114, 24,

Wallet, the magic, 17, 35, 38, 44.
Wandeking Of Odysseus. The
114, 99.

'

Water-nymphs (Naiades; Oce.
auldes), 28, 157; 114,4.11,14.27,

West^wind, the (Zephyr), 114 65
Wuig^d Horse, the (I'egasus), 18,

IGO.

Winged Sandals, the, or the Flying
Slippers of Quicksilver, 17, 35, 38

;

18, 144; 114,46.
Wing6d staff, the (ca-du'9e.i1s), of
Quicksilver, 17, 26, 85; 18, 145
149,155; 23,130.

'

WooD-FoLK, The, 114, 1.

Wood-nymphs (Dryades). 114,1.3
38.

'

Wooden Hokse, The, 114, 82.

Zephyr, the West-wind, 114, 65.
Zeus (zus) (Jupiter, Jove), king of
gods ami men, and lord of the
thunderbolts, 18, 146; 23, 192-

114,8,13,24,28,32,75,104.




