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PREFACE




 




Ages ago, when the world was

young, people did not know as much of nature and its secrets as we do now.

Moreover, they did not have the art of writing, or if known to them, it was

used only by a few, and its value for handing down the facts of history was not

clearly understood. Thus, two great fields of knowledge, the world of nature

and the world of history, were known only in a dim and vague way. Yet men and

women were even then anxious to find out the causes of what they saw about them

in nature, as well as to know whence and how they came to their native lands,

through what journeys and labors, who were their ancient leaders in war, the

builders of their cities, the founders of their laws and customs, and the like.






These are some of the causes of

the growth of what we call Myths and Legends. Myths are attempts of early man

to explain the great wonders of our daily life — the blue heavens above us, the

light and the darkness, the bright fire, the swift wind, the rolling waters,

the clouds, and the earth, and the dark world of things that he beneath its

green breast. Myths are only the ideas of men about the causes of those natural

" things which do not now seem wonders to us. There are yet many secrets

in nature that escape the skill of all teachers. How many must there have been

when the first man and woman looked out on the marvels of land and sea, heaven

and -earth, day and night, the seasons and their changes! 




Myths have always been told among

men. The most lovely and humane are those of the Greek people; for instance,

the Myth of Psyche, which is all about the human soul. From the Greeks, by many

ways, most of our Myths have come down to us. But mankind makes up these Myths

forever; even to-day we find such " stories " in all parts of the

world. The Red Men had and have yet many Myths. So, too, have the Bushmen and

the natives of the South Sea Islands. In the pretty stories that the Micmacs of

Nova Scotia tell about their god and good friend, Glooscap, we can see how

peoples of a simple mind, with a weak training, could invent tales that do not

differ from the best Greek stories, except in their ruder language and coarser

form. It is as if we looked at the raw wool being fed to the loom and then saw

the finished fabric in all its beauty. 




If Myths are so old, how have

they come down to us, and how have they gotten into the forms we now see? Many

learned men have written on this subject, but they do not agree. Some think

that Myths are twisted fragments of divine truths that the Creator first made

known to mankind. Others believe that they are owing to the decay, the wear and

tear of an ancient tongue once spoken in the far East, by the men from whom

most of us in this land descend. Still others maintain that all Myths are the

product of a low state of the savage mind, and that this is seen in certain bad

and cruel traits that yet cling even to the finest of them. How closely akin

are the chief Myths of the world may be seen from the stories that were made up

very early about fire, its uses and dangers. Thus, it is the same idea which is

the core of the stories about Agni, the God of Fire in India, and Vesta, the

Goddess of the Common Hearth at Rome; about Vulcan, the Roman God of

Ironsmiths, and the Greek Prometheus (or Forethought) who stole fire from heaven

for the good of mankind. 




Legends, on the other hand, deal

with real actions of men and women. They always have some grains of truth in

them, some facts that have become twisted in the mind of the story-teller; for

legends are only "stories" told by some person for his own pleasure

and that of others, or because it was his office to talk or sing about the past

when his friends and neighbors met in order to provide for the common weal, or

to worship God, or the powers that they loved or feared as their Gods. 




Legends are like the vines and

tendrils that grow up about a tree. These sometimes hide its strength and cause

its death, but they also lend to it a great and varied charm of color and outline.

So Legends sometimes take the place of the real facts of history, but usually

only add to them some touch of pathos or tender human interest. To-day trained

judgment has pruned away many old Legends from the great trunk of history. In

this cleansing process, however, we have learned that Legends, like Myths, have

their uses; that they are often symbols of deep truths that were once known to

all, but in time became changed into new shapes, often through ignorance and

bad passions of the heart and mind. 




Myths and Legends grow up

sometimes on the same spot, and about the same names. Thus, the Romance of King

Arthur may be a great Myth told about the Sun, and as true as the story of the

Four and Twenty Blackbirds. Its many Legends may be no more worthy of belief

than the tales about Jack the Giant Killer, or the Twelve Labors of Hercules.

The bards and the minstrels of the Middle Ages through whom come down many such

old stories, were not very choice in their treatment of them. They were more

anxious to please and surprise than to narrate true history. We must be cautious,

therefore, in dealing with old Myths and Legends; they are the stories of

peoples and races less refined than we are; but in all these stories they have

left some traces of their thoughts, their hopes, their fancies, their faiths

and even their sorrows of mind and body. 




The study of the old beliefs, old

customs, old memories that have thus floated down among the simple, remote and

unlearned peoples of the world reveals much history that would else be unknown

— the history of the mind of man and its inner secret workings. In certain

early stages of human society the great forces of nature seemed to unlearned

men like real persons, with a will and a mind. They could hear, reason, show

kindness or do much evil, it was thought. So, too, the world of animals seemed

endowed with human sense and gifts. The trees and rivers had their sprites, or

" spirits," that dwelled also in the lakes and mountains. In the

legends of the saints many pretty stories are told of the elves, dragons or

"worms," and serpents that long ago seemed to haunt all the lonely

springs and the wild fens, all the hill-caves, the forest glens, and the sedgy

marshes. By a careful study of these Myths and Legends we learn no little about

the first far-away homes, faith, habits, the customs of war and peace, the

common daily life, of the old peoples from whom most of us draw our descent. 




Without some knowledge of Myths

and Legends we shall not enjoy keenly the beauties of our own tongue. As the

English language is soaked with the spirit and temper of the Bible because of

the countless words and phrases borrowed from it, so it is filled with other

words and phrases borrowed from the Myths and Legends of many peoples. To be a

perfect scholar in all that pertains to the English language requires a knowledge

of such Myths and Legends as are most famous. Thus, the great poet Milton

cannot be truly our delight unless we know something of the many old "

stories " that he has worked into his great poems, always with a meaning.

This is, to say the least, equally true of Shakespeare, whose plays abound with

Myths and Legends that he has painted in such perfect words that they will

never die while the poet's book is read. 




Many ancient Myths had deep moral

meanings. The dangers of Scylla and Charybdis, the evil tempting of the Sirens,

the pleasures of the island of Calypso, the fire stolen from the gods by

Prometheus, the Titans stricken by lightning, the story of Dionysus or Bacchus,

the Blessed Fields, the Happy Islands, the Dark Underworld, had once a real

moral warning attached to them. In the same way the stories of Tannhauser, of

Gudrun, Roland, Olger the Dane, Havelock, and many stories of the

Arthur-Romance, like the tale of Guinevere and Launcelot, had a moral purpose

in them; so that the hearer might shape his conduct according to the lesson

told or sung in the tale. 




Much knowledge of nature was

conveyed to young and old by means of Myths and Legends. Thus the Norse peoples

tell the story of Big Bird Dan, a boat that goes of itself, if you only say

" Boat, boat, go on." It is the same story that the Greek minstrels

sang more than three thousand years ago about the wonderful ships of the good

king Alcinous. In the Odyssey of Homer it is told how they could speak and

hear, and went their way without any human help. In both stories are meant the

self-moving clouds that go always straight to their mark across the blue seas

of heaven. Similarly, the movements and aspects of the Sun were given each some

striking name, that expressed the endless uses and charms of the orb of day.

His conflict with darkness and cold explains many of the fabulous conflicts of

bright heroes with dark demons and monsters, ending in the rescue of some

lovely maiden. Sometimes such Myths remained tame and uncouth; sometimes they

are "touched by the highest human genius," and are thenceforth

counted among the rarest gems of the human mind. But always they acted as a

helpful schooling for whole peoples and races, and epochs of time, when such

ways of forming the mind were the only ones known, or at least, were the most

popular. 


















 




 





THE GOLDEN TOUCH 





 




By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 




 




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 forgotten. So, because I love odd names for little

girls, I choose to call her Mary gold. This King Midas was fonder of gold than

of anything else in the world. He valued his royal crown chiefly because it was

composed of that precious metal. If he loved anything better, or half so well,

it was the one little maiden who played so merrily around her father's

footstool. But the more Midas loved his daughter, the more did he desire and

seek for wealth. He thought, foolish man! that the best thing he could possibly

do for this dear child would be to bequeath her the immensest pile of yellow,

glistening coin, that had ever been heaped together since the world was made.

Thus, he gave all his thoughts and all his time to this one purpose. If ever he

happened to gaze for an instant at the gold-tinted clouds of sunset, he wished

that they were real gold, and that they could be squeezed safely into his

strong box. When little Marygold ran to meet him, with a bunch of buttercups

and dandelions, he used to say, " Poh, poh, child! If these flowers were

as golden as they look, they would be worth the plucking! " 




And yet, in his earlier days,

before he was so entirely possessed of this insane desire for riches. King

Midas had shown a great taste for flowers. He had planted a garden, in which

grew the biggest and beautifullest and sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw

or smelt. These roses were still growing in the garden, as large, as lovely,

and as fragrant, as when Midas used to pass whole hours in gazing at them and

inhaling their perfume. But now, if he looked at them at all, it was only to

calculate how much the garden would be worth if each of the innumerable

rose-petals were a thin plate of gold. And though he once was fond of music (in

spite of an idle story about his ears, which were said to resemble those of an

ass), the only music for poor Midas, now, was the chink of one coin against

another. 




At length (as people always grow

more and more foolish, unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), Midas

had got to be so exceedingly unreasonable, that he could scarcely bear to see

or touch any object that was not gold. He made it his custom, therefore, to

pass a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary apartment, underground,

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 wanted to be particularly happy. Here, after carefully locking the

door, he would take a bag of gold 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 narrow sunbeam that fell

from the dungeon-like window. He valued the sunbeam for no other reason but

that his treasure would not shine without its help. And then would he reckon

over the coins in the bag; toss up the bar, and 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 circumference of the cup; and whisper to himself,

" Midas, rich King Midas, what a happy man art thou! " But it was

laughable to see how the image of his face kept grinning at him, out of the polished

surface of the cup. It seemed to be aware of his foolish behavior, and to have

a naughty inclination to make fun of him. 




Midas called himself a happy man,

but felt that he was not yet quite so happy as he might be. The very tiptop of

enjoyment would never be reached, unless the whole world were to become his

treasure-room and be filled with yellow metal which should be all his own. 




Now, I need hardly remind such

wise little people as you are, that in the old, old times, when King Midas 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 nowadays, which seem not only wonderful to us, but at

which the people of old times would have stared their eyes out. On the whole, I

regard our own times as the strangest of the two; but, however that may be, I

must go 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 gold; 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, with

a cheerful and ruddy face. Whether it was that the imagination of King Midas

threw a yellow tinge over everything, or whatever the cause might be, he could

not help fancying that the smile with which the stranger regarded him had a

kind of golden radiance in it. Certainly, although his figure intercepted the

sunshine, there was now a brighter gleam upon all the piled-up treasures than

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 knew that he had

carefully turned the key in the lock, and that no mortal strength could

possibly break into his treasure-room, he, of course, concluded that his

visitor must be something more than mortal. It is no matter about telling you

who he was. In those days, when the earth was comparatively a new affair, it

was supposed to be often the resort of beings endowed with supernatural power,

and who used to interest themselves in the joys and sorrows of men, women, and

children, half playfully and half seriously. Midas had met such beings before

now and was not sorry to meet one of them again. The stranger's aspect, indeed,

was so good-humored and kindly, if not beneficent, that it would have been

unreasonable to suspect him of intending any mischief. It was far more probable

that he came to do Midas a favor. And what could that favor be, unless to

multiply his heaps of treasure? 
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The stranger gazed about the room;

and when his lustrous smile had glistened upon all the golden objects that were

there, he turned again to Midas. 




" You are a wealthy man,

friend Midas! " he observed. "I doubt whether any other four walls on

earth contain so much gold as you have contrived to pile up in this room."






"I have done pretty well, —

pretty well," answered 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 should be glad to know." 




Midas paused and meditated. He

felt a presentiment that this stranger, with such a golden lustre in his good-humoured

smile, had come hither with both the power and the purpose of gratifying his

utmost wishes. Now, therefore, was the fortunate moment, when he had but to

speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemingly impossible thing, it might

come into his head to ask. So he thought, and thought, and thought, and heaped

up one golden mountain upon another, in his imagination, without being able to

imagine them big enough. At last, 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. 




"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 beholding 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 the shadowy dell, where the yellow autumnal leaves — for so looked the

lumps and particles of gold — lie strewn in the glow of light. 




" 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? "

said Midas. 




" And will you never regret

the possession of it? " 




" What could induce me?

" asked Midas. " I 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 of the stranger then

became exceedingly bright, and Midas involuntarily closed his eyes. On opening

them again, he beheld only one yellow sunbeam in the room, and, all around him,

the glistening of the metal which he had spent his life in hoarding up. 




Whether Midas slept as usual that

night, the story does not say. Asleep or awake, however, his mind was probably

in the state of a child's, 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 dreamed 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, Midas 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

gray of the morning, with but a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky,

where Midas could not see it. 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 astonishment and delight, when he found that this linen fabric had

been transmuted to what seemed a woven texture of the purest and brightest gold!

The Golden Touch had come to him with the first sunbeam! 




Midas started up, in a kind of

joyful frenzy, and ran about the room, grasping at everything that happened to

be in his way. He seized one of the bedposts, and it became immediately a

fluted golden pillar. He pulled aside a window-curtain, in order to admit a

clear spectacle 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 touch it assumed the appearance of such a splendidly bound and gilt-edged

volume as one often meets with, nowadays; 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 hemmed for him.

That was likewise gold, with the dear child's neat and pretty stitches running

all along the border, in gold thread! 




Somehow or other, this last

transformation did not quite please King Midas. He would rather that his little

daughter's handiwork should have remained just the same as when she climbed his

knee and put it into his hand. 




But it was not worthwhile to vex

himself about a trifle. Midas now took his spectacles from his pocket, and put

them on his nose, in order that he might see more distinctly what he was about.

In those days, spectacles for common people had not been invented, but were

already worn by kings; else, how could Midas have had any? to his great

perplexity, 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 metal, and, of course, were worthless as spectacles, though

valuable as gold. It struck Midas as rather inconvenient, that, with all his

wealth, he could never again be rich enough to own a pair of serviceable

spectacles. 




" It is no great matter,

nevertheless," said he to himself, very philosophically. " We cannot

expect any great good, without its being accompanied with some small

inconvenience. The Golden Touch is worth the sacrifice of a pair of spectacles,

at least, if not of one's very eyesight. 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 the palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to contain

him. He therefore went down-stairs, 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 doorlatch (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 tranquility,

did these roses seem to be. 




But Midas knew a way to make them

far more precious, according to his way of thinking, than roses had ever been

before. So he took great pains in going from bush to 'bush, and exercised his

magic touch most indefatigably; until every individual flower and bud, and even

the worms at the heart of some of them, were changed to gold. By the time this

good work was completed. King Midas was summoned to breakfast; and as the

morning air had given him an excellent appetite, he made haste back to the

palace. 




What was usually a king's

breakfast in the days of Midas, I really do not know, and cannot stop now to

investigate. To the best of my belief, however, on this particular morning, the

breakfast consisted of hot cakes, some nice little brook-trout, roasted

potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, and 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 set before a king; and, whether he had it or not. King Midas could not

have had a better. 




Little Mary gold had not yet made

her 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

morning on account of the good fortune which had befallen him. It was not a

great while before he heard her coming along the passageway crying bitterly.

This circumstance surprised him, because Mary gold was one of the cheerfulest little

people whom you would see in a summer's day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of

tears in a twelvemonth. When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to put little

Mary gold 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

opened 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? " 




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 gather some roses for you; because I know you like them

and like them the better when gathered by your little daughter. But, oh dear,

dear me! What do you think has happened? Such a misfortune! All the 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 fragrance! What can have been the matter with them? " 




" Poh, my dear little girl,

— pray don't cry about it! " said Midas, who was ashamed to confess that

he himself had wrought 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 Mary gold, tossing it contemptuously away. "

It has no smell, and the hard petals prick my nose! " 




The child now sat down to table,

but was so occupied with her grief for the blighted roses that she did not even

notice the wonderful transmutation of her China bowl. Perhaps this was all the

better; for Marygold was accustomed to take pleasure in looking at the queer

figures, and strange trees and houses, that were painted on the circumference

of the bowl; and these ornaments were now entirely lost in the yellow hue of

the metal. 




Midas, meanwhile, had poured out

a cup of coffee, and, as a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever metal it

may have been when he took it up, was gold when he set it down. He thought to

himself, that it was rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a king of his

simple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold, and began to be puzzled with

the difficulty of keeping his treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen

would no longer be a secure place of deposit for articles so valuable as golden

bowls and coffee-pots. 




Amid these thoughts, he lifted a

spoonful of coffee to his lips, and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive

that, the instant his lips touched the liquid, it became molten gold, and, the

next moment, hardened into a lump! 




" Ha! " exclaimed

Midas, rather aghast. 




"What is the matter,

father?" 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 immediately transmuted from an admirably fried

brook-trout into a goldfish, though not one of those gold-fishes which people

often keep in glass globes, as ornaments for the parlor. No; but it was really

a metallic fish and looked as if it had been 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 real trout in his dish than this

elaborate and valuable imitation of one. 




" I 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 cruel mortification, though, a

moment before, it had been of the whitest wheat, it assumed 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 cake. The egg, indeed, might have been mistaken

for one of those which the famous goose, in the storybook, was in the habit of

laying; 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 Marygold, who was now eating her bread and milk with great satisfaction.

" Such a costly breakfast before me, and nothing that can be eaten! "






Hoping that, by dint of great

despatch, 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, jumping 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, dolefully, " I don't know 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 nothing. The poorest laborer, sitting down to his

crust of 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 dinnertime? And

how ravenous would be his appetite for supper, which must undoubtedly consist

of the same sort of indigestible dishes as those now before him! How many days,

think you, would he survive a continuance of this rich fare? 




These reflections so troubled

wise King Midas, that he began to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one desirable

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

consideration as a breakfast. Just imagine what a price for one meal's victuals!

It would have been the same as paying millions and millions of money (and as

many millions more as would take forever to reckon up) for some fried trout, an

egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a cup of coffee! 




"It would be quite too

dear," thought Midas. 




Nevertheless, so great was his

hunger, and the 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 moment the lips of Midas touched

Marygold' s forehead, a change had taken place. Her sweet, rosy face, so full

of affection as it had been, assumed a glittering yellow color, with yellow

teardrops congealing on her cheeks. Her beautiful brown ringlets took the same

tint. Her soft and tender little form grew hard and inflexible within her

father's encircling arms. Oh, terrible misfortune! The victim of his insatiable

desire for wealth, little Marygold, was a human child no longer, but a golden

statue! 




Yes, there she was, with the

questioning look of love, grief, and pity, hardened into her face. It was the

prettiest and most woeful sight that ever mortal saw. All the features and

tokens of Marygold were there; even the beloved little dimple remained in her

golden chin. But, the more perfect was the resemblance, the greater was the

father's agony at beholding this golden image, which was all that was left him

of a daughter. It had been a favorite phrase of Midas whenever he felt

particularly fond of the child, to say that she was worth her weight in gold.

And now the phrase had become literally true. And now, at last, when it was too

late, he felt how infinitely a warm and tender heart, that loved him, exceeded

in value all the wealth that could be piled up betwixt the earth and sky! 




It would be too sad a story, if I

were to tell you how Midas, in the fulness of all his gratified desires, began

to wring his hands and bemoan himself; and how he could neither bear to look at

Marygold, nor yet to look away from her. Except when his eyes were fixed on the

image, he 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 piteous and tender, that it seemed as if

that very expression must needs soften the gold, and make 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-color to his dear child's face. 




While he was in this tumult of

despair, he suddenly beheld a stranger standing near the door. Midas bent down

his head, without speaking; for he recognized the same figure which had

appeared to him, the day before, in the treasure-room, and had bestowed on him

this disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch. The stranger's countenance still

wore a smile, which seemed to shed a yellow lustre all about the room, and

gleamed on little Marygold's image, and on the other objects that had been

transmuted by the touch of Midas. 




" Well, friend Midas,"

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






Midas shook his head. 




"I am very miserable,"

said he. 




"Very miserable,

indeed?" exclaimed the stranger. "And how happens that? Have I not

faithfully kept my promise with you? Have you not everything that 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 yesterday? " 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? " 




"Blessed water! "

exclaimed Midas. " It will never moisten my parched throat again! " 




" 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 Mary gold, warm, soft, and loving

as she was an hour ago? " 




" 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 a

solid lump of gold! " 




" You are wiser than you

were, King Midas! " said the stranger, looking seriously at him. "

Your own heart, I perceive, has not been entirely changed from flesh to gold.

Were it so, your case would indeed be desperate. But you appear to be still

capable of understanding that the commonest things, such as lie within

everybody's grasp, are more valuable than the riches which so many mortals sigh

and struggle after. Tell me, now, do you sincerely desire to rid yourself of

this Golden Touch?" 




" It is hateful to me!

" replied Midas. 




A fly settled on his nose, but

immediately fell to the floor; 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. Take likewise a vase of the same water and sprinkle it over any object

that you may desire to change back again from gold into its former substance.

If you do this in earnestness and sincerity, it may possibly repair the

mischief which your avarice has occasioned." 




King Midas bowed low; and when he

lifted his head, the lustrous stranger had vanished. 




You will easily believe that

Midas lost no time in snatching up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas me! it

was no longer earthen after he touched it) and hastening to the riverside. As

he scampered along, and forced his way through the shrubbery, it was positively

marvelous to see how the foliage turned yellow behind him, as if the autumn had

been there, and nowhere else. On reaching the river's brink, he plunged

headlong in without waiting so much as to pull off his shoes. 




"Poof! poof! poof!"

snorted King Midas, as his head emerged out of the water. " Well; this is

really a refreshing bath, and I think it must have quite washed away the Golden

Touch. And now for filling my pitcher! " 




As he dipped the pitcher into the

water, it gladdened his very heart to see it change from gold into the same

good, honest earthen vessel which it had been before he touched it. He was

conscious, also, of a change within himself. A cold, hard, and heavy weight

seemed to have gone out of his bosom. No doubt, his heart had been gradually

losing its human substance, and transmuting 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 delicate flower retained its purple hue, instead of undergoing a

yellow blight. The curse of the Golden Touch had, therefore, really been

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

their royal master so carefully bringing home an earthen pitcher of water. But

that water, which was to undo all the mischief that his folly had wrought, was

more precious to Midas than an ocean of molten gold could have been. The first

thing he did, as you need hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by handfuls over

the golden figure of little Marygold. 




No sooner did it fall on her than

you would have laughed to see how the rosy color came back to the dear child's

cheek! and how she began to sneeze and sputter! — and how astonished she was to

find herself dripping wet, and her father still throwing more water over her! 




" Pray, do not, dear father!

" cried she. " See how you have wet my nice frock, which I put on

only this morning! " 




For Mary gold did not know that

she had been a little golden statue; nor could she remember anything that had

happened since the moment when she ran with outstretched 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, he led little

Mary gold into the garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder of the water

over the rosebushes, and with such good effect that above five thousand roses

recovered their beautiful bloom. There were two circumstances, however, which,

as long as he lived, used to put King Midas in mind of the Golden Touch o 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 never observed in it

before she had been transmuted by the effect of his kiss. This change of hue

was really an improvement and made Marygold's hair richer than in her babyhood.






When King Midas had grown quite

an old man, and used to trot Marygold's children on his knee, he was fond of

telling them this marvelous story, pretty much as I have now told it to you.

And then would he stroke their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their hair,

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






" And to tell you the truth,

my precious little folks," quoth King Midas, diligently trotting the

children all the while, ever since that morning, " I have hated the very

sight of all other gold, save this! " 


















 




 




THE PARADISE OF CHILDREN




 




By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 




 




LONG, long ago, when this old

world was in its tender infancy, there was a child, named Epimetheus, who never

had either father or mother; and, that he might not be lonely, another child,

fatherless and motherless like himself, was sent from a far country, to live

with him, and be his playfellow and helpmate. Her name was Pandora. 




The first thing that Pandora saw,

when she entered the cottage where Epimetheus dwelt, was a great box. And

almost the first question which she put to him, after crossing the threshold,

was this, — 




"Epimetheus, what have you

in that box? " 




'' My dear little Pandora,"

answered Epimetheus, " that is a secret, and you must be kind enough not

to ask any questions about it. The box was left here to be kept safely, and I

do not myself know what it 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. " I wish the great ugly box were out

of the way! " 




" Oh come, don't think of it

anymore," 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, nowadays, is a very different

sort of thing from what it was in their time. Then, everybody was a child.

There needed no fathers and mothers to take care of the children; because there

was no danger, nor trouble of any kind, and no clothes to be mended, and there

was always plenty to eat and drink. Whenever a child wanted his dinner, he

found it growing on a tree; and, if he looked at the tree in the morning, he

could see the expanding blossom of that night's supper; or, at eventide, he saw

the tender bud of to-morrow's breakfast. It was a very pleasant life indeed. No

labor to be done, no tasks to be studied; nothing but sports and dances, and

sweet voices of children talking, or caroling like birds, or gushing out in merry

laughter, throughout the livelong day. 




What was most wonderful of all,

the children never quarreled among themselves; neither had they any crying fits;

nor, since time first began, had a single one of these little mortals ever gone

apart into a corner, and sulked. Oh, what 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 on the earth. It is

probable that the very greatest disquietude which a child had ever experienced

was Pandora's vexation at not being able to discover the secret of the

mysterious box. 




This was at first only the faint

shadow of a Trouble; but, every day, it grew more and more substantial, until,

before a great while, the cottage of Epimetheus and Pandora was less sunshiny

than those of the other children. 




" Whence can the box have

come? " Pandora continually kept saying to herself and to Epimetheus.

" And what in the world can be inside of it? " 




" Always talking about this

box! " said Epimetheus, at last; for he had grown extremely tired of the

subject. " I wish, dear Pandora, you would try to talk of something else.

Come, let us go and gather some ripe figs, and eat them under the trees, for

our supper. And I know a vine that has the sweetest and juiciest grapes you

ever tasted." 




" Always talking about

grapes and figs! " cried Pandora, pettishly. 




" Well, then," said

Epimetheus, who was a very good-tempered child, like a multitude of children in

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

playmates." 




" I am tired of merry times,

and don't care if I never have any more! " answered our pettish little

Pandora. " And, besides, I never do have any. This ugly box! I am so taken

up with thinking about it all the time. I insist upon your telling me what is

inside of it." 




"As I have already said,

fifty times over, I do not know! " replied Epimetheus, getting a little

vexed. " How, then, can I tell you what is inside? " 




" You might open it,"

said Pandora, looking sideways at Epimetheus, " and then we could see for

ourselves." 




" Pandora, what are you

thinking of? " exclaimed Epimetheus. 




And his face expressed so much

horror at the idea of looking into a box, which had been confided to him on the

condition of his never opening it, that Pandora thought it best not to suggest

it any more. Still, however, she could not help thinking and talking about the

box. 




" 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 put it 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 like two serpents twisting

around a stick, and was carved so naturally that I, at first, thought the

serpents were alive." 




" I know him," said

Pandora, thoughtfully. " Nobody else has such a staff. It was Quicksilver;

and he brought 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 something 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 out without asking Pandora to accompany him. He

went to gather figs and grapes by himself, or to seek whatever 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 perseveringly as she did

babble about this one thing! The box, the box, and nothing but the box! It

seemed as 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 likewise, 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 as a far bigger one would in our own times. 




After Epimetheus was gone,

Pandora stood gazing at the box. She had called it ugly, above a hundred times;

but, in spite of all that she had said against it, it was positively a 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

polished that little Pandora could see her face in it. As the child had no

other lookingglass, 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 beauty. 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 other that was disagreeable, and which stole the beauty out of all

the rest. Nevertheless, on looking more closely, and touching the spot with her

finger, she could discover nothing of the kind. Some face, that was really

beautiful, had been made to look ugly by her catching a side way 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 looked almost as if it needs must burst out of the carved lips, and utter

itself in words. 




Had the mouth spoken, it would

probably have been something like this: 




" Do not be afraid, Pandora!

What harm can there be in opening the box? Never mind that poor, simple

Epimetheus! You are wiser than he and have ten times as much spirit. Open the

box and see if you do not find something very pretty! " 




 




The box, I had almost forgotten

to say, was 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 skilfulest fingers to disentangle them.

And yet, 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 or 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, after undoing it. There would be no harm in that,

surely. Even Epimetheus would not blame me for that. I need not open the box,

and should not, of course, without the foolish boy's consent, even if the knot

were untied." 




It might have been better for

Pandora if she had had a little work 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 fife, before any Troubles came into the world, that they had

really a great deal too much leisure. They could not be forever playing at

hide-and-seek among the flower-shrubs, or at blind-man's-buff, with garlands

over their eyes, or at whatever other games had been found out, while Mother

Earth was in her babyhood. When life is all sport, toil is the real play. There

was absolutely nothing to do. A little sweeping and dusting about the cottage,

I suppose, and the gathering of fresh flowers (which were only too abundant

everywhere), and arranging them in vases, — and poor little Pandora's day's

work was over. And then, for the rest of the day, there was the box. 
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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 to

listen! When she was in good humor, she could 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

mischievous 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 were 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 you were left alone with the box, might you not

feel a little tempted to lift 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 convinced that there was something very beautiful and

valuable in the box; and therefore she felt just as anxious to take a peep as

any of these little girls, here around me, would have felt. And, possibly, a

little more so; but of that I am not quite so certain. 




On this particular day, however,

which we have so long been talking about, her curiosity grew so much greater

than it usually was, that, at last, she approached the box. She was more than

half determined to open it, if she could. Ah, naughty Pandora! 




First, however, she tried to lift

it. It was heavy; quite too heavy for the slender strength of a child, like

Pandora. She raised one end of the box a few inches from the floor, and let it

fall again, with a pretty loud 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 did 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

without 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 likewise the merry voices of the children, playing at a

distance, and perhaps the voice of Epimetheus among them. Pandora stopped to

listen. What a beautiful day it was! Would it not be wiser, if she were to let

the troublesome knot alone, and think no more about the box, but run and join

her little playfellows, and be happy? 




All this time, however, her

fingers were half unconsciously 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

how can I possibly tie it up again? " 




She made one or two attempts to

restore the knot, but soon found it quite beyond her skill. It had disentangled

itself so suddenly that she could not in the least remember how the strings had

been doubled into one another; and when she tried to recollect the shape and

appearance 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. 




" 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. Oh, very naughty and very

foolish Pandora! You should have thought only of doing what was right, and of

leaving undone what was wrong, and not of what your playfellow Epimetheus would

have said or believed. And so perhaps she might, if the enchanted face on the

lid of the box had not looked so bewitchingly persuasive at her, and if she had

not seemed to hear, more distinctly than before, 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. " Is 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 possibly be any harm in just one

little peep! " 




But it is now time for us to see

what Epimetheus was doing. 




 




This was the first time, since

his little playmate had come to dwell with him, 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 overripe, and so sweet as to be cloying. There was no

mirth in his heart, such as usually made his voice gush out, of its own accord,

and swell the merriment of his companions. In short, he grew so uneasy and

discontented, that the other children could not 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 body, since these children were

first sent to enjoy themselves on the beautiful earth, had ever been sick or

out of sorts. 




At length, discovering that,

somehow or other, he put a stop to all the play, Epimetheus judged it best to

go back to Pandora, who was in a humor 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 orange-blossoms, and a great many more, which left the

trail of fragrance behind, as Epimetheus carried them along; and the wreath was

put together with as much skill as could reasonably be 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, although

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 treading 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 purpose. 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

inside. Perceiving that Pandora was resolved to find out the secret, he

determined that his playfellow should not be the only wise person in the

cottage. And if there were anything pretty or valuable in the box, he meant to

take half of it to himself. Thus, after all his sage speeches to Pandora about

restraining her curiosity, Epimetheus turned out to be quite as foolish, and

nearly as much in fault, as she. So, whenever we blame Pandora for what

happened, we must not forget to shake our heads at Epimetheus likewise. 




As Pandora raised the lid, the

cottage grew very dark and dismal; for the black cloud had now swept quite over

the sun and seemed to have buried it alive. There had, for a little while past,

been a low growling and muttering which all at once broke into a heavy peal of

thunder. But Pandora, heeding nothing of all this, lifted the lid nearly

upright, and looked inside. It seemed as if a sudden swarm of winged 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. " I am stung! Naughty Pandora! why have you opened this wicked

box? " 




Pandora let fall the lid, and,

starting up, looked about her, to see what had befallen Epimetheus. The

thundercloud had so darkened the room that she could not very clearly discern

what was in it. But she heard a disagreeable buzzing, as if a great many huge

flies, or gigantic mosquitoes, or those insects which we call dorbugs, and

pinching-dogs, were darting about. And, 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: sting-s 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 vast deal more hubbub about it. An odious little

monster had settled on her forehead and would have stung her I know not how

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

and painful shapes; there were more kinds of Naughtiness than it would be of

any use to talk about. In short, everything that has since afflicted the souls

and bodies of mankind had been shut up in the mysterious box and given to

Epimetheus and Pandora to be kept safely, in order that the happy children of

the world might never be molested by them. Had they been faithful to their

trust, all would have gone well. No grown person would ever have been sad, nor

any child have had cause to shed a single tear, from that hour until this

moment. 




But — and you may see by this how

a wrong act of any one mortal is a calamity to the whole world — by Pandora's

lifting the lid of that miserable box, and by the fault of Epimetheus, too, in

not preventing her, these Troubles have obtained a foothold among us, and do

not seem very likely to be driven away in a hurry. For it was impossible, as

you will easily guess, that the two children should keep the ugly swarm in

their own little cottage. On the contrary, the first thing that they did was to

fling open the doors and windows, in hopes of getting rid of them; and, sure

enough, away flew the winged Troubles all abroad, and so pestered and tormented

the small people, everywhere about, that none of them so much as smiled for

many days afterwards. And, what was very singular, all the flowers and dewy

blossoms on earth, not one of which had hitherto faded, now began to droop and

shed their leaves, after a day or two. The children, moreover, who before

seemed immortal in their childhood, now grew older, day by day, and came soon

to be youths and maidens, and men and women by and by, and aged people, before

they dreamed of such a thing. 




 




Meanwhile, the naughty Pandora,

and hardly less naughty Epimetheus, remained in their cottage. Both of them had

been grievously stung, and were in a good deal of pain, which seemed the more

intolerable to them, because it was the very first pain that had ever been felt

since the world began. Of course, they were entirely unaccustomed to it, and

could have no idea what it meant. Besides all this, they were in exceeding bad

humor, both with themselves and with one another. In order to indulge it to the

utmost, Epimetheus sat down sullenly in a corner with his back towards Pandora;

while Pandora flung herself upon the floor and rested her head on the fatal and

abominable box. She was crying bitterly, and sobbing as if her heart would

break. 




Suddenly there was a gentle

little tap on the inside of the lid. 




" What can that be? "

cried Pandora, lifting her head. 




But either Epimetheus had not

heard the tap, or was too much out of humor to notice it. At any rate, he made

no answer. 




" You are very unkind,''

said Pandora, sobbing anew, " not to speak to me! " 




Again the tap! It sounded like

the tiny knuckles of a fairy's hand, knocking lightly and playfully on the

inside of the box. 




" Who are you? " asked

Pandora, with a little of her former curiosity. " Who are you inside of

this naughty box? " 




A sweet little voice spoke from

within, — 




" Only lift the lid, and you

shall see." 




" No, no," answered

Pandora, again beginning to sob, " I have had enough of lifting the lid!

You are inside of the box, naughty creature, and there you shall stay! There

are plenty of your ugly brothers and sisters already flying about the world.

You need never think that I shall be so foolish as to let you out! " 




She looked towards Epimetheus, as

she spoke, perhaps expecting that he would commend her for her wisdom. But the

sullen boy only muttered that she was wise a little too late. 




"Ah," said the sweet little

voice again, "you had much better let me out. I am not like those naughty

creatures that have stings in their tails. They are no brothers and sisters of

mine, as you would see at once, if you were only to get a glimpse of me. Come,

come, my pretty Pandora! I am sure you will let me out!" 




And, indeed, there was a kind of

cheerful witchery in the tone, that made it almost impossible to refuse

anything which this little voice asked. Pandora's heart had insensibly grown

lighter, at every word that came from within the box. Epimetheus, too, though

still in the corner, had turned half rounds and seemed to be in rather better

spirits than before. 




"My dear Epimetheus,"

cried Pandora, "have you heard this little voice? " 




" Yes, to be sure I

have," answered he, but in no very good-humor as yet. " And what of

it? " 




" Shall I lift the lid again?

" asked Pandora. 




" Just as you please,"

said Epimetheus. " You have done so much mischief already, that perhaps

you may as well do a little more. One other Trouble, in such a swarm as you

have set adrift about the world, can make no very great difference." 




" You might speak a little

more kindly! " murmured Pandora, wiping her eyes. 
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