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A WONDER-BOOK






. AUTHOR'S PREFACE

Tue aubhor’has long been of opinion that man): of the
classical myths were capable of being rendered’ into
very capital reading for children. In the little volume
here offered to the public, he has worked up half a dozen
of them, with this end in view. A great frcedom of
trcatment was necessary to his plan; but it will be
observed by every one who attempts to render these
legendg malleable in his intellectual furnace, that they
are marvellously independent of all temporary modes
and circumstances. They remain essentially the same,
after changes that wduld affect the identity of almost
anytﬁing else.

He does® got, therefore, plead guilty to a sacrilege,
in having sometimes shaped anew, as his fancy dictated,
th®¥orms tiMat have been hallowed by an antiquity of
two or three thousand years. No epoch of time can-e
claim a copyright in these immortal fables. They seem
heveg to have been made ; and certainly, so long as man,
exists, they can never perish; but, by their indestructi-
bility itself, they are legitimate subjectsefor every age
to clothe with its own garniture of manners and sentiment,
and to imbue with its own morality. In the ﬁresent
version they may have lost much of their classical aspect .
(or, at all events, the author bas not been careful to
preserve it), and hhve, perhaps, assumed.h Gothic or
romantic guisa. ° °

In perfornging this pleasant —for it has been®

sally a task fit for *hot weather, arld one of }he mpst

Breeable, of a literary kind, which he ever undertook
1



12 AUTHOR’'S PREFACE

—2theoauthor has not always thought it necessary to
write downward, in order to meet the comprehension
of children. He has generally suffered the theme to soar,
whenever such was,its tendency, and when he himself
was buoyant enough to follow without an effort. Children
possess an unestimated sensibility to whatevet is déep or
high, ig imagination or feeling, so long as | it is simple,
likewise. It is only the artificial and the complex that
bewiler them.

LeNox, July 15, 1851,



THE .GORGON'S EHEAD

TANGLEWOOD PORCH

INTRODUCTORY TO *‘ THE GORGON'S HEAD " e

BeNEATH the porch of the country-seat called Tanglewood,
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 expedition, and were im-
patiently waiting for the mists to roll 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-coloured woodss There was a prospect of as fine
a ddy as ever gladdened the aspect of this beautiful and
comfortable world. As yet, however, the morning mist
filled up the whole length and breadth of ghe vallgy,
aeve which, on a gently sloping eminence, the mansion
stood.
This body of white vapour extended to within less than
»a hundred yards of the house. It completely hid every-
thing heyond that distance, except a few ruddy or yellow
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 south-
ward, rose the summit of Monument Mountain, and
seemed to be floating on a cloud. Some fifteen miles *
further away, in the same direction, appeased the loftier
Dome of Tacgnics lookng blue and indistirict, and hardly
so substantial as the vapoury'kel that almost rolled t'we;
it. The nefrer hils, which bord®ed the valley, were
half submerged, and were specked .with listle cfud-
: 13 !



16 A WONDER-BOOK

fnates, ‘besought him to relate one of his stories, while
they®were waiting for the mist to clear up.

‘eYes, Cousin Eustace,” said Primrose, who was a
bright girl of twelve, with laughing eyes, and a nose
that turned up a fittle, * the morning is certainly the
best time for the stories with which you so often tire
out our patience. We shall be in less danger of hurting
your feelings, by falling asleep at the most inferesting
poin{s,—as little Cowslip and I did last night!”

“ Naughty Primrose,” cried Cowslip, a child of six
years old; * 1 did not fall asleep, and 1 only shut my
eyes, so as to see a picture of what Cousin Eustace was
telling about. His stories are good to hear at night,
because we dream about them asleep; and good 4n the
morning, too, because then we can dream abou‘. them
awake. So I hope he will tell us one this very minute.”

* Thank you, my little Cowslip,” said Eustace: * cer-
tainly you shall have the best story 1 can think of, if
it were only for defending me so well from that nadghty
Primrose. But, children, I have already teld you so
many fairy tales, that I doubt whether theTe is a single
one which you have not heard at least twice oves> I
am afraid you will fall asleep in reality, if I repeat any of
them again.”

*No, no, no!" cried Blue Eye, Periwinkle, Plantain,e
«and half a dozen others. ** We like a story all the better
for having hea{d it two or three times before.”

And it is a truth, as regards children, that a story seems
often %o deepen its mark in their interest, not merely by
two or three, but by numberless repetitions. But Eustace
Bright, in the exuberance of his resources, scorned to
avail himsel of an advantage which @n older story-teller
would have been glad to grasp at? °

& 1t would be a greanpﬁ!;," said he, * if a man of my
learning (to say nothing of original fancy) &uld not find
a néw story every day, year in and year out, for childrea
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$uch as you. I will tell you one of the nursery tales that
were made for the amusement of our great old gmnd-‘
mother, the Eart, when she was a child in frock and
pinafore. There are a hindred such; and itisa wonder
to me that they have not long ago betn put into picture-
books for little girlsand boys. But, in8tgad of that, old
grey-bearded grandsjres pore over them in musty volumes
of Greeky and puzzle themselves with trying to fiand out
when, and how, and for what, they were made.”

“ Well, well, well, well, Cousin Eustace ! ”* cried afl the
children at once; ‘ talk no more about your stories,
but begin.”

« git down, then, every soul of you,” said Eustace
Brigh#, ‘“and be all as still as so many mice. At the
slightest interruption, whether from great, naughty
Primrose, little Dandelion, or any other, I shall bite the
story short off between my teeth, and swallow the untold
part. But, in the firsy place, do any of you know what
a Gofgonis?"

“ 1 do,” said Primrose.

“Then hold your tonguel” rejoined Eustace, who
haee rather she would have known nothing about thes
matter. “ Hold all your tongues, and I shall tell you
a sweet pretty story of a Gorgon's head.” ‘
. Ax:d so he did, as you may begin to read on the next
page. Yorking up his sophomorical erudition with &
good deal of tact, and incurring great obligations to
Professor Anthon, he nevertheless disregarded all classical
authorities, whenever the vagrant audacity of his ilgagina-
tion impelled him to do so.



THE GORGON’S ‘HEAD

Persmus was the ‘'son of Danag, who was the, daughter
of a king. And when Perseus was a very little 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 uneasy billows tossed it up and down ; while Danaé
clasped her child 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 Tor 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 and dry upon the sand.* The
island was called Seriphus, and it was reigged over by
King Polydectes, who happened to be tife fisherman'’s
ebrother.

This fisherman, I am glad to tell you, was an exceedingly
humane and upright man. He showed great kindness to
Danaé and her little boy; and continued to befriend

othem, until Perseus had grown to be a handsom'e youth,
very strong and active, and skilful in the use of arms.
Long before this time, King Polydectes had seen the
two strangers—the mother and her child—who had
come to his dominions in a floating chest. As he was
not good and kind, like his brother the fisherman,
but extremely wicked, he resolved &0 send Perseus on
a dangerous enterprise, in whith he would probably
bekilled, and then to do®some great mischief to Danaé
herself. So this bagl-hearted king spent aong while in
corfSidering what was the most dangerous thing that a
o 18 o
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young man could possibly undertake to perform. At last,,
having hit upon an enterprise that promised to furn
out as fatally as he degired, he sent for the youtHful
Perseus. '

The young man came to, the pala'ce‘ and found the
king sitting upon his throne.

““ Perseus,” said King Polydectes, smiling craftily upon
him, “ yau art grown up a fine young man. You and
your good mother have received a great deal of kindpess
from myself, as well as from my worthy brother the fisher-
man, and I suppose you would not be sorry to repay some
of it.”

* Please your Majesty,” answered Perseus, “ I would
willingty risk my life to do so.”

“ We]l, then,” continued the king, with a cunning
smile on his lips, ‘“ I have a little adventure to propose
to you ; and, as you are a brave and enterprising youth,
you will doubtless looks upon it as a great piece of good
luck Yo have so rare an opportunity of distinguishing
yourself. Yo:x must know, my good Perseus, 1 think
of getting married to the beautiful Princess Higpodamiaa;
and*t is custémary, 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 plcase a princess of
her exqyjsite taste. But, this morning, I flatter myself,
I have thought of precisely the article.”

“ And can 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 Polydectes, with the utmost
graciousness of manmner. * The bridal gift which I have
set my heart gn presenling to the beautiful Hippodamia
is the head of the Gorgon Medasd with the snaky lockd ;
and I depend%n you? my dear Perseus, to bring it to me.
SY, as I am anxious to settle affairs with the primcess, the
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o Sooner you go in quest of the Gorgon, the better I shall
be pleased.” .
** I will set out to-morrow mgrning," answered Perseus.
“ Pray do so, my gallant youth,” rejoined the king.
* And, Perseus, in cutting off the Gorgon’s head, be
careful to make a clean stroke, so as not to imjure its
appearance. You must bring it hgme in the very best
condgtion, in order to suit the exquisite taste of ¢he beauti-
ful Princess Hippodamia.”
erseus left the palace, but was scarcely out of hean'ng.
before Polydectes burst into a laugh ; being greatly
amused, wicked king that he was! to find how readily
the 'young man fell into the snare. The news quickly
spread abroad, that Perseus had undertaken toecut off
the head of Medusa with the snaky locks. Eyerybody
was rejoiced ; for most of the inhabitants of the island
were as wicked as the king himself, and would have liked
nothing better than to see some emormous mischief happen
to Danaé and her son. The only good man in this®unfor-
tunate island of Seriphus appears to have been the fisher-
man. Ag Perseus walked along, therefore, the people
pointed after him, and made mouths, andewinked te one
another, and ridiculed him as loudly as they dared.
‘“Ho, ho!” cried they; *‘ Medusa's snakes will sting
hitn soundly ! .
Now, there were three Gorgons alive, at thq} p%riod;
and they were the most strange and terrible monsters
that had ever been seen since the world was made, or that
havedeen seen in after-days, or that are likely to be seen
in all time to come. I hardly know what sort of creature
or hobgoblin to call them. They were three sisters, and
seem to have borne some distant resemblance to women,
but were really a very frightful%and mischievous species
of dragon. It is, indeetd, Qifficult to imagine what hideous
beings these threesisters were. Why, ifktead of locks
of*hair, ¥f you can believe me, they had each of them*a
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hundred enormous snakes growing on their heads, alle
alive, twisting, wriggling, curling, and thrusting out their
venomous tongues, with forked stings at the end ! The
teeth of the Gorgons were terribly long tusks ; their hands
were made of brass ; ,and thejr bodies wege all over scales,
which, if not iron, were something as hard and impene-
trable. They had wings, too, and exceedingly splendid
ones, I c#n assure you; for every feather in theth was
pure, bright, glittering, burnished gold, and they logked
very dazzling, no doubt, when the Gorgons were flying
about in the sunshine,

But when people happened to catch a glimpse of their

" glittering brightness, aloft in the air, they seldom stopped

-to gazé, but ran and hid themselves as speedily as they

could. sYou 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 being 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
aboMinable Gorgons was, that, if once a poor mortal

. fixed his eyes full upon one of their faces, he was certain,

that very instant, to be changed from warm flesh and
Blood into cold and lifeless stone!

Thus, as you will easily perccive, it was a very dangerous
adventure that the wicked King Polydegtes had con-
trived for this innocent young man. Perseus himself,
when he had thought over the matter, could not help
seeing that he had very little chance of coming safely
through it, and that he was far jnore likely to become a
stone image than to’bring back the head of Medusa with
the snaky loclks. For, not to ‘peak of other difficulties,
there was one.which it would havk puzzled an older mén
tl.xan Perseus to get Over. Not onlywmust he fight vzith
and slay this golden-winged, iron-scaled, lomg-tusked,
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<brazen-clawed, snaky-haired monster, but he must do
it With his eyes shat, or, at least, without so much as a
glance at the enemy with whom fre was contending. Else,
while his arm was lifted to strike, he would stiffen into
stone, and stand with that, uplifted arm for centuries,
until time, and the wind and weather, should &rumble
him quite away. This would be a very sad thing to befall
a youhg man who wanted to perform a great many brave
deeds, and to enjoy a great deal of happiness, in this
bright and beautiful world. °
So disconsolate did these 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 main
land, 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 lifted his head from his hands, in which he had
hidden it,.and, behold ! all alone as Perseus had supposed
‘ himself to be, there was a stranger in the Solitary pface.
It was a brisk, intelligent, and remarkably shrewd-look-
ing 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 wag 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 mjschievous, into the bargain), that
Perseus could not help feeling his spirits grow livelier, as
he‘ gazed at him. Besides, bei?ig really, a courageous
youth, he felt greatly aShamed that anybo?y should have
found him with tea.s in his eyes, lik& a timid little school-
boy, when, afteroall, perhaps there might be no occasion
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the stranger pretty briskly, putting on as brave a 100k

"as ke could., v

“I am not so very sad,” said he; “only thoughtful
about an adventure that I have undertaken.” ’

“Ohe !’ 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 adventures that
looked difficult enough beforehand. Perhaps you jnay
pave heard of me. 1 have more names than one; but
the name of Quicksilver suits me as well as any other. -
Tell me what your trouble is, and we will talk the matter
over, and see what can be done.”

The *stranger’s words and manner put Perscus into
quite a gifferent mood from his former one. He resolved
to tell 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 advice that would
turn dut well in the end. So he let the stranger know,
in few words, precisely what the case was;—how that
King Polydectes wanted the head of Medusa, with the
sna¥®y locks @s a bridal gift for the beautiful Princess®
Hippodamia, and how that he had undertaken to get it
for him, but was afraid of being turned into stone.

e “ And that would be a great pity,” said Quicksilver,
with his ;mischievous smile. ‘ You would make a very’
handsome marble statue, it is true, and it would be a con-
siderable number of centuries before you crumbled away ;
but, on the whole, one would rather be a young mau for a
few years, than a stone image for a great many.”

“ 0, far rather!’” exclaimed ‘Perseus, with the tears
again standing in his eyes. * And, besides, shat would
my dear mother do, if fier belqved son were turned into
a stone ? ‘

“ Well, well% let ushope that the affair will not turn out
sd very badly,” replied Quicksilver, in‘ an eneouraging
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tone. “I am the very person to help you, if anybody
can My sister and myself will do our utmost to brmg
you safe through the adventure, ugly as it now looks.”

* Your sister ?** repeated Perseus.

“ Yes, my sisfer,” said the stranger. ‘ She is very
wise, I promise you; and as for myself, I generalky have
all my wits about me, such as they are, If you show your-
self bdld and cautious, and follow our advice, ¢/ou 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 consequence
that the shield should be strong enough to defertd him
from the Gorgon’s brazen claws, than that it shpuld be
bright enough to show him the reflection of his face.
However, concluding that Quicksilver knew better than
himself, he immediately set to work, and scrubbed the
shield with so much diligence and goodwill, that it very
quickly shone like the moon at harvest-time. Quick-.
sitver looked at it with a smile, and nodded his approba-
®tion. Then, taking off his own short and cf#ooked swerd,
he girded it about Perseus, instead of the one which he
had before worn.

‘““No sword but mine will answer your purpose,™
*observed he: ‘‘ the blade has a most excellent,, temper,
and will cut through iron and brass as easily as through
the slenderest twig. And now we will set out. The next
thing 1s to find the Three Grey Women, who will tell us
where to find the Nymphs.”

** The Three Grey Women ! ** cried Perseus, to whom
this seemed only a riew difficulty i in the path of his adven-
tuge ‘ pray who may the Thrée Grey Women be? I

¢ never heard of them befbre." ,

“They are three®very strange old ladies;” said Quick-

silver, latighing. 0 * They have but one eye among therh,
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and only one tooth. Moreover, you must find them out,
by starlight, or in the dusk of the evening ; for they ntver
show themselves %y the light either of the sun ®or
moon."’’

*“ But,” said Perseus, *‘ why should I waste my time
with tlrese Three Grey Women ? Would it not be better
to set out at once insearch of the terrible Gorgons ? "’

““ No, mo,” answered his friend. * There are®other
things to be done, before you can find your way to, the
Gorgons. There is nothing for it but to hunt up these
old ledies; and when we meet with them, you may be
sure that the Gorgons are not a great way off. Come,
let us be stirring ! ™’

Perstus, by this time, felt so much confidence in his
companjon’s sagacity, that he made no rhore objections,
and professed himself ready to begin the adventure
immediately. They accordingly set out, and walked at
a pretty brisk pace; so*brisk, indeed, that Perseus found
it ratfier difficult to keep up with his nimble friend Quick-
silver. To say the truth, he had a singular idea that
Quicksilver was furnished with a pair of winged shoes,
whi®h, of couwrse, helped him along marvellously. And
then, too, when Perseus looked sideways at him, out of
the corner of his eye, he seemed to see wings on the side
of hig head ; although, if he turned a full gaze, there were
no such ghings to be perceived, but only an odd kind of"
cap. But, at all events, the twisted staff was evidently
a great convenience to Quicksilver, and enabled him to
proceed so fast, that Perscus, though a remarkably active
young man, began to be out of breath.

*“ Here ! '’ cried Quicksilver, at last—for he knew well
enough, rogue that e was, how hard Perseus found it
to keep pace with him—* take you the staff, for you
need it a great deal more than P Are there no betf¥r
walkers than Yourselfin the island oféSeriphus ?

** I could walk pretty well,” said Perseus, glanéing dyly
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eat his companion’s feet, * if I had only a pair of winge:l
shods.” ' .

* We must see about getting you a pair,”” answered
Quicksilver.

But the staff helped Perggus along so bravely, that he
no longer felt the slightest weariness. In fact, tiie stick
seemed to be alive in his hand, and to lend some of its
life td Perseus. He and Quicksilver now walkod onward
at their ease, talking very sociably together ; and Quick-
silver told so many pleasant stories about his former adven-
tures, and how well his wits had served him on various
occasions, that Perseus began to think him a very wonder-
ful person. He evidently knew the world; and nobody
is so charming to a young man as a friend who has that
kind of knowledge. Perseus listened the more «Lagerly,
in the hope of brightening his own wits by what he
heard.

At last, he happened to recollect that Quicksilver had
spoken of a sister, who was to lend her assistance in the
adventure which they were now bound upons

¢ ** Where is she 2" he inquired. ** Shall we not meet
" her soon ? ot
‘“ All at the proper time,”” said his companion. * But

this sister of mine, you must understand, is quite a different
sort of person from myself. She is very grave and prudent,
seldom smiles, never laughs, and makes it a rule not to
utter a word unless she has something particularly pro-
found to say. Neither will she listen to any but the wisest
conversation.”

‘“Dear me!’ ejaculated Perseus; * I shall be afraid
to say a syllable.” )

“ She is a very accomplished person, I assure you,”’
continued Quicksilver, *‘ and has all the arts and sciences
at her fingers’ ends. ‘In short, she is so immoderately
wise, that many people call her wisdom perSonified. But,
to tell you the t;;'uth, she has hardly vivacity enough for
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my taste; and I think you would scarcely find her so
pleasant a travelling companion as myself. She has‘her
good points, nevertheless H and you will find the benefit
of them, in your encounter with the Gorgons.”

By this time it had grown guite dusk.  They were now
come te a very wild and desert place, overgrown with
shaggy bushes, and ;so silent and solitary that nobody
seemed ewer to have dwelt or journeyed there. AH was
waste and desolate, in the grey twilight, which grew eyery
moment more obscure. Perseus looked about him rather
&isconsolately, and asked Quicksilver whether they had
a great deal further to go.

‘“Hist ! hist!” whispered his companion. *‘ Make no
noise | *This is just the time and place to meet the Three
Grey Wgmen. Be- careful that they do not see you before
you see them ; for, though they have but a single eye
among the three, it is as sharp-sighted as half a dozen
common eyes,’’ »

‘“ Bit what must I do,” asked Perscus, ‘‘ when we meet
them ? .

Quicksilver éxplained to Perseus how the Three Grey
Wormen 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-glass. When one of the
threeYladokept the eye a certain 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 pcep at the visible
world. Thus it will easily be understood that only one
of the Three Grey Women could see, while the other two
were in utter darkness; and, mbrcover, at, the instant
when the eye was passing from hand to hand, neither of
the poor old ladies was able to see'a wink. I have heart
of a great mafly strange things, in my day, and have

witnessed not a few; but none, it seems to me, that cin
G
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* compare with the oddity of these Three Grey Women, all
peepmg through a single eye.

*So thought Perseus likewise, and’ was so astonished
that he almost fancied his companion was joking with -
him, and that there were no,such old women in the world.

. * You will soon find whether I tell the trutheor no,”
observed Quicksilver. ‘““Hark! hush! hist! hist!
Theré& they come, now! "’

- Rerseus looked earnestly through the dusk of the even-
ing, and there, sure enough, at no great distance off, he
descried the Three Grey Women. The light being so
faint, he could not well make out what sort of figures they
were—only he discovered that they had long grey hair;
and, as they came nearer, he saw that two of them had
but the empty socket of an eye, in the middle, of their
foreheads. But, in the middle of the third sister’s fore-
head, there was a very large, bright and piercing eye,
which sparkled like a great diamond in a ring; and so
penetrating did it seem to be, that Perseus could not help
thinking it must possess the gift of seeing in the darkest
snidnight just as perfectly as at noon-day. The sight of
three persons’ eyes was melted and collected intoe that
single one.

Thus the three old dames got along about as com-
fortably, upon the whole, as if they could all se¢ at once.

' She who chanced to have the eye in her forehead led the
other two by. the hands, peeping sharply about her, all the
while ; insomuch that Perseus dreaded lest she should
see right through the thick clump of bushes behind which
he and Quicksilver had hidden themselves. My stars!
it was positively terrible to be within reach of so very
sharp an eye!

But, before they reached the clump of bushes, one of
the Three Grey Woméh spoke :

“ Sister | Sister Scarecrow ! “cried she, * you have
had the eye long enough. Itis my turn now!”
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* Let me keep it a moment longer, Sister nghtmare.
answered Scarecroy. ‘I thought I had a glimpse of
something behind that thjck bush.”

‘“Well, and what of that?' retorted Nightmare,
peevishly. “Can’t I see into a thick bysh as casily as
yourself? The eye is mine, as well as yours ; and I know
the use of it as wellas you, or maybe a little better I
insist upo® taking a peep immediately ! **

But here the third sister, whose name was Shakejqint,
began to complain, and said it was her turn to have the
eye, and that Searecrow and Nightmare wanted to keep
it all to themselves. To end the dispute, old Dame Scare-
crow took the eye out of her forechead, and held it forth
in her hand.

‘“ Take it, one of you,” cried she, ‘‘ and quit this foolish
quarrelling. For my part, I shall be glad of a little thick
darkness. Take it quickly, however, or I must clap it
into my own head agaimr! ”’

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 ®asily find®® where Scarecrow’s hand was ; and Scare-
crow, beirfg now just as much in the dark as Shakejoint
and Nightmare, could not at once meet cither of their
handg, in order to put the eyeintoit. Thus (as you will see
with half,an eye, my wise little auditors), these good old '
dames had fallen into a strange perplexity. . IFor, though
the eye shone and glistened like a star, as Scarecrow held
it out, yet the Grey Women caught not the least -glimpse
of its light, and were all three in utter darkness, from too
impatient a desire to see.

chksnlver was sd much tickled at beholding Shake-
joint ‘and Nightmare both gropijng for the eye, and eac‘l‘l
finding fault K:th Scarecrow and’ one another, that he
could scarcely help latighing aloud.

* Now is your time!" he wluspered to Perseus.
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“ Quick, quick | before they can clap the eye into either
of their heads. Rush out upon the old ladies, and snatch
it from Scarecrow’s hand!”

In an instant, while the Three Grey Women were still

scolding each otper, Perseus'jeaped from behind the clump .

of bushes, and made himself master of the prize. The
marvellous eye, as he held it in his hand, shone very
brightly, and seemed to look up into his face with a
kngwing air, and an expression as if it would have winked,
had it been provided with a pair of eyelids for that pur;
pose. But the Grey Women knew nothing of what had
‘happened ; and, each supposing that one of her sisters
was in possession of the eye, they began their quarrel
anew. At last, as Perseus did not wish to put these
respectable dames to greater inconvenience than was really
necessary, he thought it right to explain the matter.

“ My good ladies,” said he, ** pray do not be angry with
one another. If anybody is in fault, it is myself; for I
have the honour to hold your very brilliant and excellent
eye in my own hand 1" .

“You! you have our eye! And who are you then 2’
screamed the Three Grey Women, all in‘@ breath # for
they were terribly frightened, of course, at hearing a
strange voice, and discovering that their eyesight had got
into the hands of they- could not guess whom. “0!
what shall we do, sisters ? what shall we do? We are
all in the dark! Give us our eye! Give us our one,
precious, solitary eye! You have two of your own!
Give us our eyel”

“ Tell them,” whispered Quicksilver to Perseus, ‘“ that
they shall have back the eye as soon as they direct you
where to find the Nymphs who have the flying slippers,
tlle magic wallet, and thebe)met of darkness.”

" ** My dear, good, admirable old ladies,” said Perseus,
nqgressing the Grecy Women, * thére is no occasion for
putting yourselves into such a fright. I am by no means
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a bad young man. You shall have back your eye, safe
and sound, and as bright as ever, the moment you telP’me
where to find the I\"ymphg.” >

* The Nymphs ! Goodness me, sisters! what Nymphs
does he mean? " screamed, Scarecrow. s " There are a

great many Nymphs, people say ; some that go a-hunt-
ing in the woods, angd some that live inside of trees, and
some thatdave a comfortable home in fountains of water.
We know nothing at all about them. We are three unjor-
. tunate old souls, that go wandering about in the dusk,
and never had but one eye amongst us, and that one you
‘have stolen away. O, give it back, good stranger |—who-.
‘ever you are, give it back !

All this while, the Three Grey Women were groping
with thgir outstretched hands, and trying their utmost
to get hold of Perscus. But he took good care to keep
out of their reach.

* My respectable dames,” said he—for his mother had
taught’ him always to use the greatest civility—'* I hold
your eye fastsin my hand, and shall keep it safely for you,
until you please to tell me where to find these Nymphs?
The Nymphs, 3 mean, who keep the enchanted wallet, the
flying slippers, and the—what is it 2—the helmet of invisi-
bility.”

* Mercy on us, sisters! what is the young man talking
about ? ", exclaimed Scarecrow, Nightmare, and Shake-
joint, one to another, with great appearance of astonish-
ment. ‘A pair of flying slippers, quoth he! His heels
would quickly fly higher than his head, if he were silly
enough to put them on. And a helmet of invisibility !
How could a helmet make him invisible, unless it were
big enough for him te hide under it ? And an enchanted
wallet | What sort of a contrivance may that be, I
wonder ? No, no, good stranger ! We can tell you nothin}
of these marveflous things. You havetwo eyes of your
owh, and we but a single one amongst us %hree. You can

3
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-ﬁnd out such wonders better than three blind old creatures,
like us.’

'Perseus, hearing them talk in this way, began really
to think that the Grey Women knew nothing of the matter ;
and, as it grieveg him to have put them to so much trouble,
he was just on the point of restormg their eye, and asking
pardon for his rudeness in snatching it away. But Quick-
silver caught his hand. )

*.Don’t let them make a fool of you ! ”’ said he. *‘ These
Three Grey Women are the only persons in the world
that can tell you where to find the Nymphs ; and, unless
you get that information, you will never succeed in cutting
off the head of Medusa with the snaky locks. Keep fast
hold of the eye, and all will go well.” ©

As it turned out, Quicksilver was in the right, There
are but few things that people prize so much as they.do
their eyesight ; and the Grey Women valued their single
eye as highly as if it had been half a dozen, which was the
number they ought to have had. Finding that there was
no other way of recovering it, they at laststold 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 vacant socket of one of their foreheads,
thanked them for their kindness, and bade them farewell.
Before the young man was out of hearing, however, they
had got into a new dispute, because he happenqd to’have
given the eye to Scarecrow, who had already taken
her turn of it when their trouble with Perseus com-
menced.

It is greatly to be feared that the Three Grey Women
were very much in the habit of disturbing their mutual
harmony by bickerings ‘of this sort which was the more

ity, as they could no} conveniently do without one

nother, and were evillently intended to be wh.ble
companions. As crgeneral rule, I would a
whethef sisters or brothers, old or young, W




THE GORGON’'S HEAD 33

“have but one eye amongst ‘them, to cultivate forbearance,
and not all insist upon peeping through it at once. °

Quicksilver ant’Perseus, in the mean time, were making
the best of their way it quest of the Nymphs. The old
dames had given them such partlcular directions, that
they were not long in finding them out. They proved
to be very different persons from Nightmare, Shakejoint,
and Scagecrow ; for, instead of being old, they were
young and beautiful ; and instead of one eye amongst the
sisterhood, each Nymph had two exceedingly bnght eyes
“ of her own, with which she looked very kindly at Perseus.
. They seemed to be acquainted with Quicksilver; and
when he told them the adventure which Perseus had
undentaken, they made no difficulty about giving him the
valuable articles that were in their custody. In the first
place, they brought out what appeared to be a small
purse, made of deer-skin, and curiously embroidered,
and bade him be sure and keep it safe. This was the
magic wallet. The Nymphs next produced a pair of
shoes, or slippers, with a nice little pair of wings at the
heel of each. >

‘¢ Put theny on, Perseus,” said Quicksilver. * You wilk
find yourself as light- heeled as you can. desire, for the
remainder of our journey.”

So Perseus proceeded to put one of the slippers on,
while he laid the other on the ground by his side. Un+
expecte&y, however, this other slipper spread its wings,
fluttered up off the ground, and would probably have
flown away, if Quicksilver had not made a leap, and
luckily caught it in the air.

‘“ Be more careful,” said he, as he gave it back to
Perseus. * It would frighten the birds, up aloft, if they
should see a flying slipper amongst them.”

When Perseus had got on bsth of these wonderful
slippers, ke wils altogether too buoyass to tread on earth.
Mhking a step or two, lo and behold { upward he popped

82—»
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“into the air, high above the heads of Quicksilver and’
the Nymphs, and found it very difficult to clamber down
again. Winged slippers, and all sucB high-flying con-
trivances, are seldom quite easy to manage until one

' grows a little acgustomed to them. Quicksilver laughed
at his companion’s involuntary activity, and told him
that he must not be in so desperate a hurry, must wait
for the invisible helmet.

The good-natured Nymphs had the helmet, with its
dark tuft of waving plumes, all in readiness to put upon
his head. And now there happened about as wonderful®
an incident as anything that I have yet told you. The
instant before the helmet was put on, there stood Perseus,
a beautiful young man, with golden ringlets and rosy
cheeks, the crooked sword by his side, and the brightly-
polished shield upon his arm—a figure that seemed all
made up of courage, sprightliness, and glorious light.
But when the helmet had descended over his white
brow, there was no longer any Perseus to be Seen!
Nothing but empty air! Even the helmet, that covered
h#m with its invisibility, had vanished ! ‘

“ Where are you, Perseus ? " asked Quicksilver.

- **Why, here, to be surel® answered Perseus, very
quietly, although his voice secemed to come out of the
transparent atmosphere. * Just where I was a moment
*ago. Don’t you see me?” “

* No, indeed!"” answered his friend. o &ou are
hidden under the helmet. *“But, if I cannot see
you, neither can the Gorgons. Follow me, therefore,
and we will try your dexterity in using the winged
slippers.” .

With these words, Quicksilver's cap spread its wings,
as if his head were about {o fly away from, his shoulders ;

¢ bfit his whole figure rofe lightly into the air, and Perseus
followed. By the #ime they had astended & few hundrec
feet, the young man began to, feel what a delightfu
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thing it was to leave the dull earth so far beneath him,
and to be able to flit about like a bird.

It was now deep night. Perseus looked upward.'and
saw the round, bright, silvery moon, and thought that
he should desire nothing bstter than te soar up thither,
and spend his life there. Then he looked downward
again, and saw the earth, with its seas, and lakes, and
the silver courses of its rivers, and its snowy mountain-
peaks, and the breadih of its fields, and the dark cluster
.of its woods, and its cities of white marble; and, with

the moonshine sleeping over the whole scene, it was as
. beautiful as the moon or any star could be. And, among
other objects, he saw the island of Seriphus, where
his dear wmother was. Sometimes, he and Quicksilver
approachgd a cloud, that, at a distance, looked as if
it were made of fleecy silver; although, when they
plunged into it, they found themsclves chilled and
moistened with grey mist. So swift was their flight,
however, that in an instant, they emerged from the
cloud into the moonlight again. Once, a high-soaring
eagle flew right against the invisible Perscus. The
bravest sights were the metcors, that gleamed suddenly’
out, as if a bonfire had been kindled in the sky, and made ,
the moonshine pale for as much as a hundred miles around
them.

As the two companions flew onward, Perseus fancied
that he could hear the rustle of a garmert close by his
side; and it was on the side opposite to the one where
he beheld Quicksilver, yet only Quicksilver was visible.

‘ Whose garment is this,” inquired Perseus, * that
keeps rustling close beside me, in the breeze."”

“Q, it is my sister's!' answered Quicksilver. * She
is coming aloug with us, as Iutold you she would. We
could do nothing without the help of my sister. ou
have no idea how wise she is. She"las such eyes, too!
Why, she can see you, at this moment, just as distinctly
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as if you were not invisible ; and I'll venture to say, she’
will be the first to discover the Gorgong,”

By this time, in their swift yoyage through the air,
they had come within sight of the great ocean, and were
soon flying over if. Far bengath them, the waves tossed
themselves tumultuously in mid-sea, or rolled a°white
surf-line upon the long beaches, or foamed against the
rocky cliffs, with a roar that was thunderous in the lower
world ; although it became a gentle murmur, like the
voice of a baby half asleep, before it reached the ears
of Perseus. Just then a voice spoke in the air close
by him. It seemed to be a woman’s voice, and was
melodious, though not exactly what might be called
sweet, but grave and mild.

* Perseus,” said the voice, ‘‘ there are the Gorgons.

““ Where 2" exclaimed Perseus. ‘“I cannot see
them.”

“ On the shore of that island "beneath you,” rephed
the voice. ‘A pebble, dropped from your hand ‘would
strike in the midst of them.”

°¢ 1 told you she would be the first to dlscover them,”
°said Quicksilver to Perseus. ‘* And there they are! ™™

Straight downward, two or three thousand feet below
him, Perseus perceived a small island, with the sea breaking
Jnto white foam all around its rocky shore, except, orr
one side, where there was a beach of snowy sand. He
descended towards it, and, looking earnestly at a cluster
or heap of brightness, at the foot of a precipice of black
rocks, behold, there were the terrible Gorgons! They
lay fast asleep, soothed by the thunder of the sea; for
it required a tumult that would have deafened every-
body else to lull such fierce creaq.lreﬁ into slumber. The
moonlight glistened on, tkeir steely scales, and on their
o golden wings, which drooped idly gver the sand. Their
brazen claws. horrible to look at, were thrust out, and

clutched“the waye-beaten fragments of rock, while the
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sleeping Gorgons dreamed of tearing some poor mortad
all to pieces. The snakes, that served them instead of
hair, seemed likewise {o be asleep ; although, now and
then, one would writhe, and lift its head, and thrust
out its forked tongue, emijting a drowgy hiss, and then
let itself subside among its sister snakes.

The Gorgons were more like an awful, gigantic kind
of insect—immense, golden-winged beetles, or dragon-
flies, or things of that sort,—at once ugly and beaytiful,
_ —than like anything 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 from him
by tHe posture in which they lay ; for, had he but looked
one imstant at them, he would have fallen heavily out
of the air, an image of senseless stone.

““ Now,” whispered Quicksilver, as he hovered by the
side of Perseus, “ not is your time to do the deed !
Be quick ; for, if one of the Gorgons should awake, you are
too late N

« Which shall I strike at?* asked Perseus, drawing
hi$ sword #nd descending a little lower. ‘They al?
_ three look alike. All three have snaky locks. Which

of the three is Medusa ? ”

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

« Be cautious,” said the caljp voice which had before
spoken to him. ®One of the Gorgons is stirring in
her sleep, andeis just about to gurp over. That is Medu.sa.
Do not look gt her 13.The sight would turn you to stone lq
Look at the reflection of her face an® figure in the bgight
niirror of your shield.” -

!’l.
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« Perseus now understood Quicksilver’s motive for so
earndstly exhorting him to polish his shield. In its
surfice he could-safely look at the r.eﬂectfon of the Gorgon’s
face. And there it was,—that terrible countenance,—
. mirrored in the Qrightness of.the shield, with the moon-
light falling over it, and displaying all its horror: The
snakes, whose venomous nature copld not altogether
sleep, kept twisting themselves over the forehead. It
was the fiercest and most horrible face that ever was
seen or imagined, and yet with a strange, fearful, and
savage kind of beauty in it. The eyes were closed, and
the Gorgon was still in a deep slumber ; but there was
an unquiet expression disturbing her features, as if the
monster was troubled with an ugly dream. She gnashed
her white tusks, and dug into the sand with her prazen

claws.

The snakes, too, seemed to feel Medusa’s dream, and
to be made more restless by it. They twined themselves
into tumultuous knots, writhed fiercely, and uplifted
a hundred hissing heads, without opeaing their
eyes.
<~ «Now, now ! * whispered Quicksilver, whe,was growing
impatient. * Make a dash at the monster!”

« But be calm,” said the grave, melodious voice at the
young man’s side. “ Look in your shield, as you, fly
Hdownward, and take care that you do not miss your
first stroke.”

Perseus flew cautiously downward, still keeping his
eyes on Medusa’s face, as reflected in his shield. The
pearer he came, the more terrible did the snaky. visage
and metallic body of the monster grow. At last, when
he found himself hovering over her within arm’s length,
Perseus uplifted his sworg, while at the same instant,
_eath separate snake upon the Gor, on’s head stretched
threateningly upwazd, and Medusa uncloSed her eyes.
But she awoke too late. The sword was sharp; the

[8
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stroke fell like a lightning-flash; and the head o.f the
wicked Medusa tymbled from her body !

« Admirably done ! ”,cried Quicksilver. “ Make haste,
and clap the head into your magic wallet.”

To the astonishment of Pgrseus, the sgnall, embroidered
wallet: which he had hung about his neck, and which
had hitherto been.no bigger than a purse, grew all at
once large enough to contain Medusa’s head. As quick
as thought, he snatched it up, with the snakes still writhing
upon it, and thrust it in.

« Your task is done,” said the calm voice. ‘ Now fly;
for the other Gorgons will do their utmost to take venge-
ance for Medusa’s death.”

It twas, indeed, necessary to take flight; for Perseus
had net done the deed so quietly, but that the clash
of his sword, and the hissing of the snakes, and the thump
of Medusa’s head as it tumbled upon the sea-beaten sand,
awoke the other two ‘monsters. There they sat, for an
instant, sleepily rubbing their eyes with their brazen
fingers, while, all the snakes on their heads reared them-
selves on end with surprise, and with venomous mallce
against they knew not what. But when the Gorgon8
saw the scaly carcass of Medusa, headless, and her golden
wings all ruffled, and half spread out on the sand, it was
°*really awful to hear what yells and screeches they set
up. Amd then the snakes ! They sent forth a hundred-
fold hiss with one consent, and Medusa’s snakes answered
them out of the magic wallet. :

No sooner were the Gorgons broad awake, than they
hurtled upward into the air, brandishing their brass
talons, gnashing their horrible jtusks, and flapping their
huge wings so wildly, jthat some of the golden feathers

. were shaken eut, and floated dovgn upon the shore. nd
there, perhaps, thosg very feathers lie scattered till thise
day. Up rose the Gorgons, as I tell You, staring horgibly
aBout, in hopes of turning somebodx to sténe. Had



40 A WONDER-BOOK

PerseJJs looked them in the face, or had he fallen into
their clutches, his poor mother would pever have kissed .
her boy again! But he took goqd care to turn his eyes
another way ; and, as he wore the helmet of invisibility,
the Gorgons knew not in whgt direction to follow him ;
nor did he fail to make the best use of the winged slippers,
by soaring upward a mile or so. Ate.that height, when
the screams of those abominable creatures ®sounded
faintly beneath him, he made a straight course for the
island of Seriphus, in order to carry Medusa’s head to , -
King Polydectes.

I have no time to tell you of several marvellous things
that befell Perseus on his way homeward ; such as his
killing a hideous sea-monster, just as it was on the ‘Point
of devouring a beautiful maiden; nor how he changed
an enormous giant into a mountain of stone, merely by
showing him the head of the Gorgon. If you doubt this
latter story, you may make a vbyage to Africa some
day or other, and see the very mountain, which is still
known by the ancient giant’s name. . "

Finally, our brave Perseus arrived at the island, where
fie expected to see his dear mother. Bu¢ during his

sabsence, the wicked king had treated Danaé so very ill,
that she was compelled to make her escape, and had
taken refuge in a temple, where some good old prigsts*
were extremely kind to her. These praiseworthy gpriests,
and the kind-hearted fisherman, who had first shown
hospitality to Danaé and little Perseus when he found
them afloat in the chest, seem to have been the only
persons on the island who cared about doing right. All
the rest of the people, as well as King Polydectes himself,
were remarkably ill-behaved, anpd deserved no better
destiny than that which was now to happen.

o Not finding his mother at home, Perseus yent straight
to the palace, and®was jmmediately ushered into the
presence bf the king. Polydectes was by no meanls
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rejoiced to see him; for he had felt almost certain, ire
his own evil ming, that the Gorgons would have® torn
the poor young man tg pieces, and have eaten him up
out of the way. However, seeing him safely returned,
he put the best face he could upon the rpatter, and asked
Perseus how he had succeeded.

“ Have you performed your promise ? ”’ inquired he.
“ Have gou brought me the head of Medusa with the
snaky locks ? If not, young man, it will cost you gear ;
for I must have a bridal present for the beautiful Princess
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 all!l”

« Indeed! Pray let me see it,” quoth King Polydectes.
« It must be a very cufious spectacle, if all that travellers
tell about it be true!”

“ Your Majesty is right,” replied Perseus. “It is
really an object that will be pretty certain to fix the
regards of 28l 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
%elgld this wonderful curiosity. Few.of them, I imagine,
have segen a Gorgon’s head before, and perhaps neverl
may again!”

The king knew well that 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 advice,
and sent out heralds and mesgengers in all directions,
to blow the trumpet gt the street-corners, and in the
market-placesy and wherever tyo oads met, and summon
everybody to.court. R Thither, accordingly, came a gre%t N
multitude of good-for-nothing vagabends, all of whpm,
ot of pure love of mischief, would have be¢h glad if
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Perseus had met with some ill’hap, in his encounter with
the &orgons. If there were any better people in the
island (as I really hope there may have been, although
the story tells nothing about any such), they stayed quietly
at home, minding their own, business, and taking care
of their little children. Most of the inhabitants, -at all
events, ran as fast as they could to the palace, and shoved,
and pushed, and elbowed one another, in their eager-
ness Jo get near a balcony, on which Perseus showed
himself, holding the embroidered wallet in his hand.

On a platform, within full view of the balcony, sat
the mighty King Polydectes, amid his evil counsellors,
and with his flattering courtiers in a semi-circle round
about him. Monarch, counsellors, courtiers, and subjects,
all gazed eagerly towards Perseus.

« Show us the head! Show us the head !’ shouted
the people; and there was a fierceness in their cry, as
if they would tear Perseus to pieces, unless he should
satisfy them with what he had to show. * Show u$ the
head of Medusa with the snaky locks!”

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

. "0 King Polydectes,” cried he, * and ye, many people,
1 am very loth to show you the Gorgon’s head 1"’

« Ah, the villain and coward | ”’ yelled the people, more-
fiercely than before. « He is making game of ys! He
has no Gorgonss head ! Show us the head:if you have
it, or we will take your own head for a foot-ball 1 *

The evil counsellors whispered bad advice in the king’s
ear; the courtiers murmured with one consent that
Perseus had shown disregspect to their royal lord and
master; and the great King Polydevtes himself waved
his hand, and ordered him,with the stern, deep voice of
_awfhority, on his peril, t produce the head.

“ Show me the Gorgon’s head, or I will®cut off your
ownl” *
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And Perseus sighed. N

« This instant, repeated Polydectes, ** or you die 1

« Behold it, then!¥ cried Perseus, in a voice like
the blast of a trumpet.

And, suddenly holdingeup the head, not an eyelid
had fime to wink before the wicked King Polydectes,
his evil counsellors, and all his fierce subjects, were no
longer ahything but the mere images of a monarch and
his people. They were all fixed, for ever, in. the look
and attitude of that moment! At the first glimpse of
the terrible head of Medusa, they whitened into marble |
And Perseus thrust the head back into his wallet, and
went to tell his dear mother that she need no longer be
afraid of the wicked King Polydectes.



TANGLEWOOD PORCH
AFTER THE STORY '

« Was not that a very fine story 2" asked Eustace.

“Q, yes, yes!” cried Cowslip, clapping her hands. _
« And those funny old women, with only one eye amongst
them ! I never heard of anything so strange.”

« Ag to their one tooth, which they shifted about,”
observed Primrose, *‘ there was nothing so very wonderful
in that. I suppose it was a false tooth. But think of
your turning Mercury into Quicksilver, and talking about
his sister ! You are too ridiculous! ”

« And was she not his sister ? * asked Eustace Bright.
« If T 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
%o have driven away the mist.”

And, indeed, while the tale was going forward, the
vapours had been quite exhaled from the landscape.
A scene was now disclosed which the spectators might
almost fancy as having been created since they had
Jast 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 perfect image of its own
wooded banks, and of the summits of the more distant
hills. It gleamed in glassy tranquillity, without the trace
of a winged breeze on any part of.its gosom. Beyond its
fapthest shore was Monyment Mountain, i’ a recumbent

cposition, stretching almost across the valley. Eustace

Bright compared it’to a huge, headless sphinx, wrapped

in a Persian sh@yl; and, indeed, so rich and diversified
' 44



TANGLEWOOD PORCH 45

was the autumnal foliage of its woods, that the ‘simife
of the shawl was by no means too high-coloured fof the
reality. In the lowersground, between Tanglewood and
the lake, the clumps of trees and borders of woodland
were chiefly golden-leaved or dusky brown, as having
suffered more from frost than the foliage on the hill-sides.

Over all this seene there was genial sunshine, inter-
mingled*with a slight haze, which made it unspeakably soft
and tender. O, what a day of Indian summer 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 outdoing all their antics,
and performing several new capers, which none of them
could sever hope to imitate. Behind went a good old
dog, whose name was Ben. He was one of the most
respectable and kind-hearted of quadrupeds, and pro-
bably felt it to be his duty not to trust the children away
from their parents without some better guardian than
this feathet-hrained Eustace Bright.
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SHADOW BROOK
INTRODUCTORY 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 of the stream
upward, were thickly set with trees, chiefly walnuts and
chestnuts, among which grew a few oaks and maples.
In the summer time, the shade of so many clustering
branches, meeting and intermingling across the rivulet,
was deep enough to produce a noontide twilight. Hence
came the name of Shadow Brook. But now, ever since
autumn had crept into this secluded place, al the dark
verdure was changed to gold, so that it really kindled
fip the dell, instead of shading it. The bright yellow
leaves, even had it been a cloudy day, would have seemed
*to keep the sunlight among them ; and enough of them
had fallen to strew all the bed and margin of the brook
with sunlight, too. Thus the shady nook, where gummer
had cooled herself, was now the sunniest spot anywhere to
be found.

The little brook ran along over its pathway of gold,
here pausing to form a pool, in which minnows were
darting to and fro; and then it hurried onward at a
swifter pace, as if in haste to re,agh fhe lake; and, for-
getting to look whither it went, it tumbled pver the root
\of"é tree, which stretchéld quite across its current. You
would have laughed: to hear how noisily it babbled about
this accident. And even after it had run onward, the
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" 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 nderri-
ment of so many chlltfren So it stole away as quickly
as it could, and hid itself in the lake.

In the dell of Shadow Brook, Eustace Bright and his
little friends had gaten their dinner. They had brought
plenty of good things from Tanglewood, in their baskets,
and had spread them out on the stumps of trees, apd on
mossy trunks, and had feasted merrily, and made a very
nice dinner indeed. After it was over, nobody cared
to stir.

‘“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 ‘foreiroon. Dandelion, Clover, Cowslip,
an.d' Buttercup, were almost persuaded that he had
winged slippers, like those which the Nymphs gave
Perseus; so often had the student showed himself* at
the tiptop of a nut-tree, when only a moment before
he had been standing on the ground. And then, whati
showers of nuts had he sent rattling down upon their
hegds, for their busy little hands to gather into the baskets !
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.

But children have no mercy nor consideration for any-
body’s weariness; and if you had but a single breath
left, they would ask you to spend it in telling them a
story.

* Cousin Eustace,” said Cogvsllig), ‘“ that was a very nice
story of the Gorgons Head. o you think you cdtild,
tell us anotHer as good ?” R

® ¢ Yes, child,” said Eustace, pulling the brin? of his cap
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\)ver his eyes, as if preparing for a nap. *“I can tell youa
dozen, as good or better, if I choose.”

*0, Primrose and Periwinkle, do you hear what he
says ? " cried Cowslip, dancing W1th delight. * Cousin
Eustace is going fo tell us a dgzen better stories than that
about the Gorgon’s Head | ”

“I did not promise you even one, you foolish little
Cowslip | ” said Eustace, half-pettishly. ‘ Hewever, I
suppgse you must have it. This is the consequence of
having earned a reputation! I wish I were a great deal
duller than I am, or that I had never shown half the bright
qualities with which nature has endowed me ; and then I
might have my nap out, in peace and comfort ! ”

But Cousin Eustace, as I think I have hinted Before,
was as fond of telling his stories as the children of kearing
them. His mind was in a free and happy 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 intellect
from the trained diligence of maturer years, when toil has
peéthaps grown easy by long habit, and the day s work may
have become essential to the day’s comfort, @lthough the
...Test of the matter has bubbled away ! This remark, how-
ever, is not meant for the children to hear. ’

Without further solicitation, Eustace Bright proceeded*
to tell the following 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 trans-
muted every one of its green leaves into what resembled
the purest gold. And this change, which we have all of
us witnessed, is as wonderful as anythmg that Eustace
told about, in the story of Midas.
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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 myself ever heard of, and
whose name I either never knew, or have entirely for-
. gotten. So, because I love odd names for little girls, I
choose to call her Marygold.

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything else
in theoworld. He valued his royal crown chiefly because
it was composed of that precious metal. If he loved any-
thing better, or half so well, it was the one little maiden who

. played so merrily around her father’s footstool. But the
moré 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 child
would be tos bequeath her the immensest pile of yellows
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 foy an instant at the gold-tinted clouds of sunset, ke
wished that they were real gold, and tha} they could be
squeezed safely into his strong box. When little Mary-
gold 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 yet, ip his earlier dayyg, }3efore he was so entirely
possessed of this insane desire for riches, King Midas Rad,
shown a great taste for flowers. He bad planted a garden,
i which grew the biggest and beautifullest ard sweetest.
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roses that any mortal ever saw or smelt. These roses were

still §rowing in the garden, as large, as lovely, and as
fragf'ant, as when Midas used to pass the 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 thre garden would be worth, if each of the innumer-
able rose-petals were a thin plate of gold. And though
he once was fond of music (in spite of an idle story about
his egys, 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 grow more and more foolish,
unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), Midas had
got to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that he tould
scarcely bear to see or touch any object that was nat 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 palace. It was here that
he kept his wealth. To this dismal hole—for it was little
better than a dungeon—Midas betook himself, whenever he
wahted to be particularly happy. Here, after carefully
Tocking the door, he would take a bag of godd coin, or a

. gold cup as big as a wash-bowl, 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 narggw
stinbeam that fell from the dungeon-like window. He
valued the surbeam 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 catch it as it came down; sift the gold-dust
through his fingers ; look at the funny image of his own
face, as reflected in the burnished citcumference of the
cup ; and whisper to himself, ‘* O Midas, rick King Midas,
~wHat a happy man art thou!” But Jt was laughable to
see how the image of his face kept grinning at him, out
of the polithed surface of the cup. It seemed to be awafe
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of his foolish behaviour, and to have a naughty inclination
to make fun of him.

Midas called himself 2 happy man, but felt that he was
not yet quite so happy as he might be. The very tiptop
of enjoyment would never be reached, unless the whole
world were to become his trcasure-room, and be filled
with yellow metal which should be all his own.

Now, ? need hardly remind such wise little people as
you are, that in the old, old times, when King Midag» was
,alive, a great many things came to pass which we should
consider wonderful if they were to happen in our own
day and country. And, on the other hand, a great many
things take place now-a-days, which seem not only wonder-
ful to‘us, but at which the people of old times would have
stared stheir eyes out. On the whole, I regard our own
times as the strangest of the two ; but, however that may
be, I must go on with my story.

Midas was enjoying ‘himself in his treasure-room, one
day, ‘as usual, when he perceived a shadow fall over the
heaps of guld; and, looking suddenly up, what should
he behold but the figure of a stranger, standing in the
bright and narrow sunbeam ! It was a young man, withe
cheerful and ruddy face. Whether it was that the imagin-
ation of King Midas threw a yellow tinge over everything,
or,gyhatever the cause might be, he could not help fancy-
ing thaf, the smile with which the stranger regarded hini
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 before.
Even the remotest corners had their share of it, and were
lighted up, when the stranger smiled, as with tips of flame
and sparkles of fire.

As Midas Fnew that he hag carefully turned the key
in the lock, and that no mortal 'strength could possibly
break into his treasure-room, he, of ccurse, concluded that
hi% visitor must be something more than mortal. It is
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%o matter about telling you who he was. In those days,
wheﬁ the earth was comparatively a pew affair, it was .
sup'posed to be often the resort of beings endowed with
supernatural powers, and who used to interest themselves
in the joys and sgrrows of mep, 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-hum8ured and
kindly, if not beneficent, that it would have been unreason-
able to suspect him of intending any mischief. It was far,
more probable that he came to do Midas a favour. And
what could that favour be, unless to multiply his heaps
of treasure ?

The stranger gazed about the room; and whén his
lustrous smile had glistened upon all the golden ©wbjects
that were there, he turned again to Midas.

« You are a wealthy man, friend Midas 1** he observed.
T doubt.whether any other four"walls on earth contain
so much gold as you have contrived to pile up in this
room.” CC

a1 have done pretty well—pretty well,” answered
Midas, in a discontented tone. « But, after all, it is but

. a trifle, when you consider that it has taken me my whole
life to get it together. If one could live a thousand years,
he might have time to grow rich!” -
© «What!” exclaimed the stranger. “Then you are
not satisfied ? '

Midas shook his head.

“ And pray what would satisfy you?” asked the
stranger. * Merely for the curiosity of the thing, I shoulc
be glad to know.” °

Midas paused and meditated. Je ‘“felt a presenftmen
that this stranger, with sueh a golden lustre in his good

 hffnoured smile, had come hither with both the powe
and the purpose of sgratifying his utmost wishes. Now
therefore. Swas the fortunate moment, when he had but t
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speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemingly impos<
sible 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, with-
out being able to imagine them big enpugh. Atlast, a
bright idea occurred 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. i

““ 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 behold-
ing the heap so diminutive after I have done my best. I
wish everything that I touch to be changed to gold ! ™

The stranger’s smile grew so very broad, that it seemed
to fill the room like an®outburst of the sun gleaming into
a sha.ldowy dell, where the yellow autumnal leaves—for
so looked the lumps and particles of gold—lie strewn in
the glow of liéht.

““ The Golden Touch |’ exclaimed he. *‘ You certainly
deserve credit, friend Midas, for striking out so brilliant a
conception. But are you quite sure that this will satisfy
‘you? ”’

““ How could it fail 2 ”* said Midas.

“ And will you never regret the possession of it 2 ”’

“ What could induce me?” asked Midas. “1I ask
nothing else to render me perfectly happy.”

“ Be it as you wish, then,” replied the stranger, waving
his hand in token of farewell. , ¢ To-morrow, at sunrise,
you will find yourself gifted with the Golden Touch.”

The figure sof the stranger, then became exceedingly
bright, and Midas  involuntarily closed his eyes. ®n,,
opening them again, he beheld only ene yellow sunbeam
in the room, and, all around him, the glistentng of the
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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 prob-
ably in the state of a child’g, to whom a beautiful 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 within 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 grievously disappointed to perceive
that they remained of exactly the same substance as Before.
Indeed, he felt very much afraid that he had only d-eamed
about the lustrous stranger, or else that the latter had been
making game of him. And what a miserable affair would
it be, if, after all his hopes, Mida3 must content himself
with what little gold he could scrape together by ordinary
means, instead of creating it by a touch | .

All this while, it was only the grey of the morning, with
put a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky, where

Midas could not seeit. He lay in a very disconsolate mood,

regretting the downfall of his hopes, and kept growing
sadder and sadder, until the earliest sunbeam shone
through the window, and gilded the ceiling over his head.
It seemed to Midas that this bright yellow sunbeam was
reflected in rather a singular way on the white covering
of the bed. Looking more closely, what was his astonish-
ment and delight, when he found that this linen fabric had
been transmuted to what seemed a woven texture of the
purest and brightest gold ! The Golden Touch had come
to him, with the first sunbeam !

‘Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran
aboyt the,room grasping at everything that happened
to be in lus way. He seized one of the bed-posts, and it
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became immediately a fluted golden pillar. He pulled '
aside a window-curtain, in order to admit a clear spedtacle
of the 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 touc], it assumed the
appearance of such a splendidly-bound and gilt-edged
volume as one often meets with now-a-days; but, on
running his fingers through the leaves, behold ! it was a
bundle of thin golden plates, in which all the wisdom of the
,book had grown illegible. 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
hemmad 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 waswnot 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 b$
kings ; else, how could Midas have had,any ? To his
great perplexity, however, 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 off, the transparent crystals turned out to be
plates of yellow métal,,,and, of course, were worthless as
spectacles, though valuable as gold. It struck Midas
as rather inconvenieglt, that with all his wealth, he cof®d .
never again Be rich enough tp own @ pair of serviceable
sPectacles.
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¢« It is no great matter, nevertheless,” said he to him-
self, Very philosophically. “ We cannot expect any great
gooa, without its being accompanied with some small
inconvenience. The Golden Touch is worth the sacrifice
of a pair of spectacles, at leagt, if not of one’s very eye-
sight. My own eyes will 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 fortune,
that ghe palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to contain
him. He therefore went downstairs, and smiled, on
observing that the balustrade of the staircase 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 golden when his fingers quitted it}, and
emerged into the garden. Here, as it happened, he found
a great number 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
seém 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.
évery individual flower and bud, and even the wprms at
the heart of sonme 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 aking’s breakfgst,‘in the days of Midas,
I really do not know, and cannot stop ngw {o investigate.
.78 the best of my belief, however, on(tlgi's particular morn-
ing, the breakfast consisted of hot cakes, some nice little
brook-trofit, roasted potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and
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coffee, for King Midas himself, and a bowl of bread and”
milk for his daughter Marygold. At all events, this is a
breakfast fit to be set bgfore a king ; and, whether he had
it or not, King Midas could not have had a better.

Little Marygold had no{ yet made SJher appearance.
Her father ordered her to be-called, and, seating himself at
table, awaited the child’s coming, in order to begin his
own breakfast. To do Midas justice, he really loved his
daughter, and loved her so much the more this ngorn-

.ing, on account of the good fortune which had befallen
him. It was not a great while before he heard her coming
‘along the passage crying bitterly. This circumstance
surprised him, because Marygold was one of the cheer-
fulles? little people whom you would see in a summer’s
day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelve-
month. When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to
put little Marygold into better spirits, by an agreeable
surprise ; so, leaning Across the table, he touched his
daughter’s bowl (which was a china one, with pretty figures
all around it), and transmuted it to gleaming gold.

Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately open&d

the door, and showed herself with her apron at her eyes,*
_still sobbing as if her heart would break. )

“ How now, my little lady !> cried Midas. “ Pray
what is the matter with you, this bright morning 2’

Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes,’
held out her hand, in which was one of the roses which
Midas had so recently transmuted.

« Beautiful | ” exclaimed her father. * And what is
there in this magnificent golden rose to make you cry ? "

“ Ah, dear father!” answered the child, as well as her
sobs would let her;’ * it is not beautiful, but the ugliest

' flower that ever grew! As soon as I was dressed, I ran

" into the garden to-ggther some roses for you; because®™ -
know you life them, and like thera the better when
gathered by your little daughter. But, oh dear,”dear me !
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*What do you think has happened ? Such a misfortune !
Allc{'he beautiful roses, that smelled so sweetly and had
so many lovely blushes, are blighted and spoilt! ' They
are grown quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no
longer any fragrgnce! Wha} can have been the matter
with them ?

‘“ Poh, my dear little girl,—pray den’t cry, about it!”
said Midas, who was ashamed to confess that Re himself
had awvrought the change which so greatly afflicted her.
““ Sit down and eat your bread and milk! You will find
it easy enough to exchange a golden rose like that (which

~will last hundreds of years), for an ordinary one, which
would wither in a day.”

‘I don’t care for such roses as this ! »* cried Marygold,
tossing it contemptuously away. ‘It has no sm~ll, and
the hard petals prick my nose !

The child now sat down to table, but was so occupied
with her grief for the blighted rosés that she did not even
notice the wonderful transmutation of her china bowl.
Perhaps this was all the better ; for Marygold was accus-
témed to take pleasure in looking at the qu%er figures and

“strange trees and houses, that were painted on the circum-
ference of the bowl; and those 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 keen when he took it up, was gold when he
set it down. He thought to himself, that it was rather
an extravagant style of splendour, 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 woyld ho longer be a secure
place of deposit for artic\;es so valuable as gol'den bowls and

. evffee-pots. .

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to

his lips, und, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that,
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the instant his lips touched the liquid, it became molten"
gold, and, the next moment, hardened into a lump | *

“Hal" exclaimed Midas, rather aghast.

‘“ What is the matter, father 2 *° asked little Marygold,
gazing at him, with 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 immecdiately transmuted from an admir-
ably-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 parlour. No; but it was really a
metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cunningly
made by the nicest goldsmith 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 all the delicate, 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
moment, would much rather have had a rcal trout in kis
dish than this elaborate and valuable imitation of one.

“1 don’t quite see,”” thought he to himself, ‘“ how I
am to get any breakfast!”

He took one of the smoking hot cakes, and had scarcely
broken it, when, to his crucl mortification, though, &
moment before, it had been of the whitest wheat, it as-
sumed the yellow 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 solidity
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 chke. The egg, indcee,
might have Meen mistaken for one nf those which the
fdmous goose, in the story-book, was in the habit of

?
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'layirfl ; but King Midas was the only goose that had had
anything to do with the matter.

““Well, this is a quandary ! thought he, leaning back
in his chair, and looking quite enviously at little Mary-
gold, who was new eating hep bread and milk with great
satisfaction. ‘ Such a costly breakfast before me, and
nothing that can be eaten!” .

Hoping that, by dint of great dispatch, he might avoid
what he now felt to be a considerable inconvenience, King
Midas next snatched a hot potato, and attempted to cram,
it into his mouth, .and swallow it in a hurry. But the
Golden Touch was too nimble for him. He found his .
mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid metal, which - '
so burnt his tongue that he roared aloud, and, jumptng up
from the table, began to dance and stamp about the room,
both with pain and affright.

*“ Father, dear father!” cried little Marygold, who
was a very affectionate child, ‘* pray what is the matter ?
Have you burnt your mouth ? ” )

* Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, dolef}}l}y, “1 don’t
kfow what is to become of your poor father!”

® And, truly, my dear little folks, did you ever hear of
~ such a pitiable case in all your lives ? Here was literally
the richest breakfast that could be set before a king, and
its very richness made it absolutely good for nothjng
The poorest labourer, sitting down to his crust ef bread
and cup of water, was far better off than King Midas,
whose delicate food was really worth its weight in gold.
And what was to be done ? Already, at breakfast, Midas
was excessively hungry. Would he be less so by dinner-
time ?. And how ravenpus would be his appetite for
supper, which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort
of indigestible dishes as those now before him»! How many
Cﬁys, think_you, would he survive a continuance of this
rich, fare ? ]
These teflections so troubled wise King Midas, that he

~
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began to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one desir-*
) able thing in the world, or even the most desirable. *But
this was only a passing thought. So fascinated was Midas
with the glitter of the yellow metal, that he would still have
refused to give up the Golden Touch for,so paltry a con-
sideration as a breakfast. Just imagine what a price for
one meal’s victuals,! It would have been the same as
paying ntillions and millions of money (and as many
millions more as would take for ever to reckon up) for gome
Jried 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 perplexity
of his° situation, that he again groaned aloud, and very
grievously too. Our pretty Marygold could endure it no
longer. She sat a moment gazing at her father, and trying,
with all the might of her little wits, to find out what was
the matter with him. ‘Then, with 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 bent down 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! " cried he.
» But Marygold made no answer.

Alas, ;,what had he done? How fatal was the gift
which the stranger bestowed! The momant 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 yeHow colour, 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 1nﬂex5ble within her father’s
encircling arms. O, terrible misfortune! The victita
of his insatiaBle desire for wealth, litale Marygold was a "
himan child no longer, but a golden statue! o
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Ygs, there she was, with the q}lestioning" look of love,
grigf, and pity, hardened into her face. It was the prettiest -
and most woful sight that evegy mortal saw. All the
features and tokens of Marygold were there; even the
beloved little dimple remaingd 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 lgft him of a daughter. It htd been a
favourite 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 v
all the wealth that could be piled up betwixt the earth
and sky ! -2

It would be too sad a story if T 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 image,
_hé could not possibly believe 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 pitcous and tender, that it seemed as if that
yery expression must needs soften the gold, and makg it
flesh again. This, however, 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 the loss of all his wealth
might bring back’ the faintest rose-colour to his dear
child’s face.

While he was in this.tumult of despair, he suddenly
beheld a stranger, standing neaxr the door. Midas bent
down his head, withou} speaking ; for he recognised the
, Same figure which had appeared to him the day before in
the treasure-room, fnd had bestowed on him this disastrous
faculty of the Golden Touch. The stranger’scountenance
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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.

** T am very miserable,” said he.

“ Very miiserable, indeed !” exclaimed the stragger.
““And how happens that? Have I not faithfully kept
‘my promise with you? Have you not everything that
[your heart desired ? *’

‘“ Gold is not everything,” answered Midas. *“ And I
have lost all that my heart really cared for.”

“Ah!' So you have made a discovery since yester-
day ?” observed the stranger. *‘“Let us see, then.
Which of these two things do you think is really worth
the most,—the gift of the Golden Touch, or one cup of
clear cold water ?

“0, blessed water!” exclaimed Midas. ‘It will
never moisten Iy parched throat again!* K

“The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, “or a '
crust of bread ?

‘““ A piece of bread,” answered Midas, ““is worth all
the gold on earth!”

‘“’The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, * or your
own little Marygold, warm, soft, and loving, as she was
an hour ago?”

0, my child, my dear child!™ cried poor Midas,
wringing his hands. ‘I would not have given that one
small dimple in her chin for the power of changing this
whole big earth into % solid lump of gold ! ”

*You are wiger than you were, King Midas1” said
the stranger, looking‘ seriously at him. * Your own™
heart, I percefve, has not been entiraly changed frqm
fliesh to gold. Were it so, your case would intleed be
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. Qesggi'ate. But you appear to be still capable of under-
standing that the comntonest things, such as lie within
everybody’'s grasp, are more valuable than the riches
which so many mortals sigh and Struggle after. Tell me,
now, do you singerely desire to rid yourself of this Golden

> Touch 2’ ‘

“ It is hateful to me ! ”’ replied Midas.

A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the
floog; for it, too, had become gold. Midas shuddered.
» « Go, then,” said the stranger, “ and plunge into the
river that glides past the bottom of your garden. Také
likewise a vase of the same water, and sprinkle it ovexany
object that you may desire to cliange back again from .
gold into its former substance. If you do this in earnest-
ness and sincerity; it may possibly repair the r;rxischief
which your avarice has occasioned.” *

f*King Midas bowed low ; and when he lifted his head,
the lustrous stranger had vanished.

You will easily believe that Midas lost no time &n
snatching up a great @arthen pitcher (but,.alas! it was
1o longer earthen after he touched it), aud hastening to
the river-side. As he scampered along, and forced his
way through the shrubbery, it was positively marvellous
to see how the foliage turned yellow behind him, as if
the autumn had been there, and nowhere else. On reach-

"ing the river’s brink, he jjunged headlong in, without
waiting so much as to pulgi‘.;ﬁ his shoes. “

«“Ppof 1 poof! poof 1’ snorted King Midas, as his
head emerged out of the water. ‘“ Well; this is *ally a
refreshing bath, and I think it must have quite washed
away the Golden Touch. And now for filling my pitcher!”
. As hg dipped the pitcher into the water, it gladdened
His very heart to see it change from gold into the same

<«ood, honest earthen Vessel which it had been before he

ltﬂquched -it. He was conscious, ,aISo, of & change within

«

himselfs A cold, hard and heavy weight seemed torheve:

-
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gong, put of his bosom. No- doubt, his heart had been
gradullly losing its human subsiance, and transmutipg.
itself into insensible metal, but had now softened back
again into flesh. Perceiving a violet, that grew on the
.bank of the river, Midas touched it with his finger, and
was overjoyed to find that the d8licate flover retained its
purple hue, instead of undergoing a yellow blight. The
curse of the Golden”Touch had, therefore, really bcen
removed from him.

" King Midas hastened back to the palace : and I suppose,
the servants*knew not what to make of it when they saw
theirwroyal master so carefully bringing home an earthen
pitcher of water. But that water, which was to undo all
the misghief that his folly-had wrought, was more precious
to Midas than an ocean of molten gold could have been.
The first tlhng he did, as you need hardly be told, was to
sprmkle it by handfuls over the golden figure of little

gold.

gy sooner did it fall on ‘her than you would have laughed
to see how the rosy colour came back to the dear child’s
cheek —and hew she began to sneeze and splutter !—ang‘

ow astonished she was to find herself dripping wet, an
‘her father still throwing more water over her !

‘“Pray do not, dear father!’ cried she. *‘ See how
you have wet my nice frock, whlch I put on only this
morhing ! ”’ ' .,

For Marygold did not know that she had been a little
golden statue; nor could she remember anything that
had hgppened since the moment when she ran, with out-
stretched arms, to comfort poor King Midas.

Her father did not think it necessary to tell his beloved
child how very foolish he had been, but contented himself
with showing how much’ wiser he had now grown. For
this purpose, fe led little Marygold into the garden
where he sprinkled all'the remainder of the water over the
rose’Pushes, and with such good effect that ab,ove ﬁ»ve

82—d



66 A WONDER-BUULK
'y

thousand roses recoveted their beautiful bloom. Therg were
twp circumstances, however, which, as long as he lived,
uged to put King Midas in mind of the Golden Touch.
One was, that the sands of the river sparkled like gold ; the
other, that little Marygold’s hair had now a golden tinge,
which he had mever observed in it "before she had Been
transmuted by the effect of his Kiss. This change of hue
was really an improvement, and madé Marygold’s hair
richer than in her babyhood. Y

When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and
used to trot 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, likewjse, 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 this 1 ”



SHhAiDOW BROOK®
AFTER THE STORY

¥ WELL, children,” inquired Eustace, who was very fond
of ehc1tmg’a definite opinion from his auditors, ** did you
‘ever, in all your lives, listen to a better story than this of
“ The Golden Touch’?

“Why, as to the story of King Midas,” said saucy
Primrose, ‘it was a famous one thousands of years before
Mr. Eugtace 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,” and make every-
thing dull and heavy that they lay their fingers upon.”

* You are a smart child, Primrose, to be not yet in your
teens,” said Eustace, taken rather aback by the piquancy

. of her criticisth. ‘‘ But you well know, in your naughdy
little heart, that I have burnished the old gold of Midas all,
over anew, and have made it shine as it never shone before.
And then that figure of Marygold! Do you perceive no
aice workmanship in that? And how finely I have
brought out and deepened the moral! What say yous
Sweet Fern, Dandelion, Clover, Periwinkle? Would any
of you, after hearing this story, be so foolish as to desire
the faculty of changing things to gold ? ”

* I should like,” said Periwinkle, a girl of ten, * to have
the power of turning everything to gold with my right fore-
finger ; but, with may left forefinger, I should want the
power of changging it back again, if the first change did
not please me. And I know whit I would do, this vesg,
afternoon | ’® X

*“* Pray tell me,” said Eustace,

. 67
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*“ Why,"” answered Periwinkle, * I would touch every
oneof these golden leaves on the trees with my left fore-
finger, and make them all green agam ; so that we mlght
have the supmer back at once, with no ugly winter in the
meantime.”’ : 3

* 0, Periwinkle!” cried 'Eustace Bright, there you
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 Amenca, and
changed the dusky autumn, such as it is in other countries, -
into the burnished beauty which it here puts on? He
gilded the leaves of the great volume of Nature.”

‘“ Cousin Eustace,” said Sweet Fern, a good little boy,
who was always making particular inquiries about the
precise height of giants and the littleness of fairies, ‘ how
big was Marygold, and how much did she weigh after she
was turned to gold ? **

“ She was about as tall as you are,” replied Eustace,

“and, as gold is very heavy, she weighéd at least two.
thousand pounds, and might have been coined into thirty
or forty thousand gold dollars. I wish Primrose 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 beyond
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 the surrounding hill-
sides, like golden wine out of a bowl. It was such a day,
‘that you could not help saying of it, * There never was such
a day before!” although yesterday was just such a day,
and to-niorrow will be just such another. ~Ah, but there
sre very few of them ifh.afwelvemonth’s circle! It is a
remarkable peculiagity of these Ocfober ddys, that each
of fhem teems to occupy-a great deal of space; although
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the sun rises rather tardily at that season of the year, and
goes to bed, as little children ought, at sober six o’chbek,
or even earlier. We cannot, therefore, call the days lodg ;
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 baskets ;
,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, I am sorry to tell you, had
been 8itting on a chestnut-bur, and was stuck as full as a
pincushion of its prickles. Dear me, how uncomfortable
he must have felt !



THE PARADISE. OF CHILDREN

TANGLEWOOD PLAY-ROOM

INTRODUCTORY TO ‘‘ THE PARADISE OF CHILDREN ”

)

FHE golden days of October passed away, as so many
syther Octobers have, and brown November likewise, and
‘he greater part of chill December, too. At last came
nerry Christmas, and Eustace Bright along with it,’ mak-
ng 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,
arid 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 margin of Shadow Brook, where it glides out of
the dell. '
* But no more green grass 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 atmo-
sphere. It seemed as if the hills were giants, and were
flinging monstrous handfuls of snow at one another, in
their enormous sport. $o thick were the fluttering snow-
<akes, that even the trees mid-way down the valley were
hidden by them thesgreater part of the time. Sometimes,
it is true,°the little prisoners of Tanglewood could discern
70
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a dim outline of Monument Mountain, and the smooth .
whiteness of the frozen lake at its base, and the black or
grey 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 Qver head into its highest drifts, and
flinging stow at one another, as we have just fancied the
Berkshire mountains to be doing. And now they had come
Jback 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
family of wooden, waxen, plaster and china dolls, besides
rag-bahies; and blocks enough to build Bunker Hill
Monument, and nine-pins, and balls, 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 children liked the snow-storm
better than them all. It suggested so many brisk enjoy-
ments for to-morrow, and all the remainder of the wintor.
The sleigh-ride; the slides down hill into the wvalley ;e
the snow images that were to be shaped out; the snow-
fortresses that were to be built; and the snowballing to
Ye carried on !

So thg little folks blessed the snow-storm, and were
glad to see it come thicker and thicker, and watched hope-
fully the long drift that was piling itself up in the avenue,
and was already higher than any of their heads.

' 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 quife cgvered up! The little red house
down yonder will be buried up to its eaves.’

“You silly children, what do you want with mosg
spow ? ask&8d Eustace, who, tired #f some novel that
he was skimming through, had strolled into ¢he play-
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'room. * Ithas done mischief enough already, by spoiling
the%nly skating that I could hope for through the winter.
‘We shall see nothing more of thetlake till April ; and this
was to have been my first day upon it! Don’t you pity
me, Primrose ? ] .

“QOh, to be sure!” answered Primrose, laughing.
* But, for your comfort, we will listep 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 now, when there is nothing to do, than while there
were nuts to be gathered, and beautiful weather to
enjoy.” . 0
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 admiration of the small
people, skipped three times backwards and forwards over
the top of a chair, in order, as he explained to them, to
set his wits in motion.
¢ Well, well, children,” said he, after these preliminaries,
v* 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
g1l old times, when the world was as new as Swegt 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 mortals, and that was child-
hood.”
« T never heard of that before,” said Primrose.
* Of ‘tourse you never did,” gnsvb‘ered Eustace. “ It
shall be a story of what nobody but myself ever dreamed
esf—a Paradise of Children,—and hoyy, by the naughtiness
of just such a little imp as Primrose here, %t all came oto
nothing.’?
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So Eustace Bright sat down in the chair which he,
had just been skipping over, took Cowslip upohy his
knee, ordered silence throughout the auditory, and began
a story about a sad haughty child, whose name was
Pandora, and about her playfellow Epimetheus. You
may read it, word for word, i the pages that come next.



THE PARADISE .OF CHILDREN

Long, long ago, when this old world was in its tender
infancy, there was a child, named Epimetheus, who never
had &ither father or mother; and that he might not be
lonely, another child, fatherless and motherless like him-*
self, 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 gregt box.
And almost the first question which she put to him, after
crossing the threshold, was this :

“ Epimetheus, what have you ir that box ?”

“ My dear little Pandora,” answered Epimetheus, *“ that
is a secret, and you must be kind enough nof to ask any
questions about it. The box wasleft here tobe kept safely,
and I do not myself know what it contains.”

“ 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. “Iwish the great ugly box were out of the way | ”

“ 0 come, don’t think of it any more,” cried Epimetheus.
“ Let us run out of doors, and have some nice play with
the other children.”

It is thousands of years since Epimetheus and Pandora
were alive ; and the world, now-a-days, is a very different
sort of thing from what it was in their time.. Then, every-
Ledy was a child. Thete needed no fathers and mothers

* {0 take care of the children ; because'there was no danger
or tfouble of any kind, and no clothes to be mended, artd
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there was always plenty to eat and drink. Whenever a
child wanted his dinner, he found it growing on a ¢ree:
and, if he looked at the tree in the morning, he could see
the expanding blossom 3f that night’s supper ; or, at even-
tide, he saw the tender bud of to-morrow’s breakfast. It
was a very pleasant life inleed. No labour to be done,

no tasks to be studled nothing but sports and dances, and
sweet voices of children talking, or carolling like birds,
or gushing out in merry laughter, throughout the livelong
day.

‘What was most wonderful of all, the children never
quarrelled among themselves ; neither had they any crying
fits ; nor since time first began, had a single one of these
littleemortals ever gone apart into a corner and sulked.
O, whgt a good time was that to be alive in! The truth
is, those ugly little winged monsters, called Troubles,
which are now almost as numerous as mosquitoes, had
never yet been seen onsthe earth. It is probable that the
very greatest disquietude which a child had ever experi-
enced was .Pandora’s vexation at not being able to
discover the skcret 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 Pandora was less sunshiny than those of the other

children,

** Whence can the box have come ? '’ , Pandora con-
tinually kept saying to herself and to Epimetheus. ‘ And
what on earth can be inside of it 2 ™’

‘ Always talking about this box !’ said Epimetheus
at last; for he had grown extremely tired of the subject.
‘1 wish, dear Pandora, you would try to talk of some-
thing else. Cpme, let us go and gather some ripe figs, and
eat them under the trees, for our supper. And I knowag,
vgne that has the sWeetest and juicigst grapes you ever
tasted.”
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« 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 play-
mates.”

« 1 am tired of merry times, and don’t care if I never
have any more !’ answered out petfish little Pandora.:
« And, besides, I never do have any. This ugly box!
I am' so taken up with thinking about it all the time.
1 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 2 ”’

“ You might open it,” said Pandora, looking sideways
at Epimetheus, ‘‘ and then we could see for ourselves.”

“ Pandora, what are you thinking of 2" exclaimed
Epimetheus. -

And his face expressed so much horror at the idea of
looking into a box which had been confided ta him on the
condition of his never opening it, that Pardora thought
it best not to suggest it any more. Still, however, she
could not help thinking and talking about the box.

o ¢ At least,” said she, ‘“ you can tell me how it came
here.” .
< It was left at the door,” replied Epimetheus, ““ just
before you came, by a person who looked very smiling and
intelligent, and who could hardly forbear laughing as he
putit down. He was dressed in an odd kind of a cloak, and
had on a cap that seemed to be made partly of feathers,
so that it looked almost as if it had wings.”

« What sort of a staff had he ? ’ asked Pandora.

“ Oh, the most curious staff you ever saw!” cried
Epimetheus. ‘It was ke two serpents twisting around

? a stick, and was carved so naturally that I, atdirst, thought
the Serpents were alive.” : ¢
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* I know him,” said Pandora, thoughtfully. * Nobody
else has such a staff. It was Quicksilver ; and he erught
me hither, as well as the box. No doubt he intended it
for me ; and most probably, it contains pretty dresses for
me to wear, or toys for you and me to play with, or some-
thing very nice for us both to eat!”

“ Perhaps so,” answered Epimetheus, turning away.
“ But, until Quicksilver comes back and tells us so, we have
neither of us any right to lift the lid of the box.”

““What a dull boy he is!” muttered Pandora, as
Epimetheus left the cottage. * I do wish he had a little
more enterprise | *’

For the first time since her arrival, Epimetheus had
gone%ut without asking Pandora to accompany him. He
went to gather figs and grapes by himself, or to seek what-
ever amusement he could find, in other society than his
little playfellow’s. He was tired to death of hearing about
the box, and heartily wished that Quicksilver, or whatever
was the messenger’s name, had left it at some other child’s
door, where'Pandora would never have set eyes on it. So
persevermgly as she did babble about this one thirfg!
The box, the box, and nothing but the box! It seemed a¢
if the box were bewitched, and as if the cottage were not
big enough to hold it, without Pandora’s continually
*stumbling over it, and making Epimetheus stumble over
it likewijse, and bruising all four of their shins.

Well, it was really hard that poor Epimetheus should
have a box in his ears from morning till night ; especially
as the little people of the earth were so unaccustomed to
vexations, in those happy days, that they knew not how
to deal with them. Thus a small vexation made as much
disturbance, then, és'a far bigger one would, in our own
times.

After Epimetheus yvas gone, Pandora stood gazing at the
bpx. She hall called it ugly, above a Rundred times ; but,
in spite of all that she had said against it, it was‘posmvely
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2 very handsome article of furniture, and would have been
quite an ornament to any room in which it should be
placed It was made of a beautiful kind of wood, with
dark and rich veins spreading over its surface, which was
so highly polisheq that little 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 women, and the prettiest

children ever seen, reclining or sporting amid a profusion
of flowers and foliage ; and these various objects 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 beautye But
here and there, peeping forth from behind the carved
foliage, Pandora once or twice fancied that she saw a face
not so lovely, or something or othet that was disagreeable,
and which stole the beauty out of all the rest. Neverthe-
less, on looking more closely, and touchma the spot with
het finger, she could discover nothing of thé kind. Some
Yace, that was really beautiful, had been made to look ugly
by her catching a sideway glimpse at it.

The most beautiful face of all was done in what is called

high relief, in the centre of the lid. There was nothing*

else, save the dark, smooth richness of the polished wood,
and this 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 smile if
it liked, or be grave when it chose, the same as any living
mouth. The features indeed, all wore a very lively and
rather mischievous expression, which Yooked almost as if
it needs must burst out pf the carved lips, and utter itself
M words.
- Had the mouth #poken, it would probabe have beep
something like this :
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“ Do not be afraid, Pandora! What harm can there
be in opening the box ? Never mind that poor, siftnple
Epimetheus | You are wiser than he, and have ten titnes
as much spirit. Open the box, and see if you do not find
something very pretty ! ”

The box, I had almost forfrotten to say, was fastened ;
not by a lock, nor by any other such contrivance, but by
a very intricate knot of gold cord. There appeared to
be no end to this knot, and no beginning. Never )

,was a knot so cunningly twisted, nor with so many
ins and outs, which roguishly defied the skilfullest
fingers to disentangle them. And yect, by the very
difficulty that there was in it, Pandora was the more
tempted to examine the knot, and just see how it was made.
Two og three times, already, she had stooped over the box,
and taken the knot between her thumb and forefinger, but
without positively trying 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, aftereundoing it. There could be no harm in that,
surely. Ever Epimetheus would not blame me for that.
I need not open the box, and should not, of courses
without the foolish boy’s consent, even if the knot were
untied.”

It might have becn better for Pandora if she had had
a little york to do, or anything to employ her mind upon,
so as not to be so constantly thinking of this one subject.
But children led so easy a life before any troubles came into
the world, that they had really a great deal too much
leisure. They could not be for ever playing at hide-and-
seck among the flower-shrubs, or at blind-man’s-buff with
garlands over their'eyes, or at whatever other games had
been found oyt, while Mother Earth was in her babyhood.
When life is all sport, toil is the real play. There was
absolutely n8thing fo do. A little sweeping and dusting
about the cottage, I suppose, and the gathering of resh
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«flowers (which were only too abundant everywhere),
and®arranging them in vases,—and poor little Pandora’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 such a
variety of ideas to think of, and to talk about, whenever
she had anybody tolisten! When she wasin good humour,
she ¢ould admire the bright polish of its sides, and the
rich border of beautiful faces and foliage that ran all
around it. Or, if she chanced to be ill-tempered, she *
could give it a push, or kick it with her naughty little
foot. And many a kick did the box (but it was a mis-
chievous box, as we shall see, and deserved all it got)—
many a kick did it receive. But, certain it is, if it had not
been for the box, our active-minded little Pandora would
not have known half so well how to spend her time as she
now did. ‘ '

For it was really an endless employment to guess what
was inside. What could it be, indeed ? Just imagine,

. my little hearers, how busy your wits would be, if there

svere a great box in the house, which, as you might have
reason to suppose, contained something new and pretty
for your Christmas or New Year’s gifts. Do you think
that you should be less curious than Pandora? If youe
were left alone with the box, might you not fec] a little
tempted to lifta the lid ? But you would not do it. Oh,
fie. No, no! Only, 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 made, probably,
in those days, when the world itself was one great plaything
for the children that dwelt upon it. But,Pandora was
.onvmced that there was something very beautiful and
valuable in the box p and therefore she felt j#fst as anxious
to take a peep, as any of these little girls here around me,
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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 16ng
been talking about, her curiosity grew so much greater
than it usually was, that, at last, she approached the box.
She was more than half detefmined to open it, if she could.
Ah, naughty Pandora !

First, however, she tried to lift it. It was heavy;
much 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
thump. A moment afterwards, she almost fancied that
she heard something stir, inside of the box. She applied
her ear as closely as possible, and listened. Positively,
there ¢id seem to be a kind of stifled murmur, within.
Or was it merely the singing in Pandora’s ears? Or
could it be the beating of her heart ? The child could 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 ingenious person who 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 the golden knot in her fingers, and pried
into its intricacies as sharply as she could. Almost with-
out intending 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 lik&wis.e the merry voices of the children,
playing at a gistance, and perhaps, the voice of Epime-
theus among them. Pandora stopped to listen. What g
b.eautiful daywit was! Would it not pe wiser, if she were
to let the troublesome knot alone, and think no more about
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« the box, but run and join her little playfellows, and be
happy ?

All this time, however, her fingers were half uncon-
sciously busy with the knot; and happening to glance
at the flower-wreathed face on the lid of the enchanted
box, she seemed to perceive‘it slyly grinning at her.

** That face looks very mischievous,” thought Pandora.
‘ I wonder whether it smiles because I am doing wrong !
I have the greatest mind in the world to run away ! >’

But, just then, by the merest accident, she gave the
knot 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 fastening.

“This is the strangest thing I ever knew!’% said
Pandora. * What will Epimetheus say ? And Row can
I possibly tie it up again ?

She made one or two attempts to restore the knot,
but soon found it quite beyonds her skill. It had dis-
entangled itself so suddenly that she could not in the
least remember how the strings had been doubled into one
amother ; and when she tried to recollect*the shape and

eappearance of the knot, it seemed to have gone entirely
out of her mind. Nothing was to be done, therefore, but
to let the box remain as it was, until Epimetheus should ’
come in. .
e ‘““But,” said Pandora, ‘ when he finds the knot untied,
he will know that I have done it. How shall I make him
believe that I have not looked into the box ? *

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 well do so at once. O,
very naughty and very foolish Parfdora! You should
have thought only of do.ing what was right,and of leaving

<aindone what was wrong, and not. of what your play-
" fellow Epimetheus gvould have said or belioved. And so
perﬁaps she might, if the enchanted face on the lid of the

~
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box had not looked so bewitchingly persuasive at her, and -
if she had not seemed to hear, more distinctly than befbre,
the murmur of small voices within. She could not tell
whether it was fancy or no; ; but there was quite a little
tumult of whispers in her ear—or else it was her curiosity
that whispered, .

“ Let us out, dear, Pandora—pray let us out! We will
be such nice pretty playfellows for you! Only let us
out!”

‘“ What can it be?” thought Pandora. *1Is there
something alive in the box ? Well |—yes |—I am resolved
to take just one peep! Only one peep; and then the lid
shall be shut down as safely as ever! There cannot
possibty be any harm in just one little peep ! ”

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

This was the first time since his little playmate had
come to dwell with himsg that he had attempted to enjoy
any pleasure in which she did not partake. But nothing
went right ; nor was he nearly so happy as on other days.
He 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-ripe, 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
merrimept of his companions. In short, he grew so uneasy
and discontented, that the other children coud not imagine
what was the matter with Epimetheus. Neither did he
himself know what ailed him, any better than they did.
For you must recollect that, at the time we are speaking of,
it was everybody’s nature and constant habit to be happy.
The world had not Yet learned to be otherwise. Not a
single soul or hody, since these children were first sent to
en]oy themselves on the beautiful earth, had ever beenss

or out-of8orts.

At length, discovering that, somehow or other, he put
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- a stop to all the play, Epimetheus judged it best to go
badk to Pandora, who was in a humour better suited to his
own. But, with a hope of giving her pleasure, he gathered
some flowers, and made them into a wreath, which he
meant to put upon her head. The flowers were very lovely
—roses and lilies, and orangé'-blossoms, and a great many
more, which left a trail of fragrance behind, as Epimetheus
carried them along ; and the wreath was put together with
as rpuch skill as could reasonably bé expected of a boy.
The fingers of little girls, it has always appeared to me, are
the fittest to twine flower-wreaths ; but boys could do it
in those days rather better than they can now.

And here I must mention that a great black cloud had
been gathering in the sky for some time past, altheugh it
had not yet overspread the sun. But, just as Epimetheus
reached the cottage-door, this cloud began to intercept the
sunshine, and thus to make a sudden and sad obscurity.

He entered softly ; for he meant, if possible, to steal
behind Pandora and fling the wreath of flowers over her
head before she should be aware of his approach. But, as
it happened, there was no need of his trtading so very

~lightly. He might have trod as heavily as he pleased—as
heavily as a grown man,—as heavily, I was going to say,
as an elephant,—without much probability of Pandora’s
hearing his footsteps. She was too intent upon her pure
pose. At the moment of his entering the cottage, the
naughty child had put her 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

~einside. Perceiving that Pandora was resolved to find out
the secret, he determined that his playfelldw should not

be fhg only wise person in the cottage. And if there were
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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 restraining her curiosity, Epimetheus
turned out to be quite &5 foolish, and nearly as much in
fault, as she. So, whenever we blame Pandora for what
happened, we must not forget to shak® 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 mutter- -
-ing, which all at once broke into a heavy peal of thunder.
\But Pandora, heeding nothing of all this, lifted the lid
nearlys upright, and looked inside. It seemed as if a
sudden ,swarm of winged creatures 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 ! ”’ cried he. *“ Iamstung! Naughty
Pandora! why have you opened this wicked box 2
Pandora let fall the lid, and starting up, looked about '
her, to see what had befallen Epimetheus. The thunder-,
cloud had so darkened the room that she could not very
"clearly discern what was in it. But she heard a dis-
agreeable buzzing, as if a great many huge flies, or gigantic
mosquito.es, or those insects which we call dor-bugsy
and pinching-dogs, were darting about. JAnd, as her
eyes grew more accustomed to the imperfect light, she
saw a crowd of ugly little shapes, with bats’ wings, looking
abominably spiteful, and armed with terribly long stings
in their tails. It was one of these that had stung
Epimetheus. Nor was it a great while before Pandora
. herself began to scream, in no less pain and affright than
* her playfellow, and making a vhst deal more hubbub,,
about it. Am odiou8 little monster pad settled on her
fofehead, 'and would have stung her I know cnot Row
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deeply, if Epimetheus had not run and brushed it!
away.

‘Now, if you wish to know what these ugly things might
be which had made their escape’ out of the box, I must
tell you that they were the whole family of earthly
Troubles. There were evil Passions ; there were a great
many species of Cares; there were more than a hundred
and fifty Sorrows ; there were Diseases, in a vast number
of miserable 