
Four Curious Girls
Our Lady's Child

From Household Tales (1812) by Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm, Margaret Hunt, translator

Hard by a great forest dwelt a wood-cutter with his wife, who had an only child, a little girl of three years
old. They were, however, so poor that they no longer had daily bread, and did not know how to get food
for her. One morning the wood-cutter went out sorrowfully to his work in the forest, and while he was
cutting wood, suddenly there stood before him a tall and beautiful woman with a crown of shining stars on
her head, who said to him, "I am the Virgin Mary, mother of the child Jesus. Thou art poor and needy,
bring thy child to me, I will take her with me to be her mother, and care for her." The wood-cutter obeyed,
brought his child, and gave her to the Virgin Mary, who took her up to heaven with her. There the child
fared well, ate sugar - cakes, and drank sweet milk, and her clothes were of gold, and the little angels
played with her. And when she was fourteen years of age, the Virgin Mary called her one day and said,
"Dear child, I am about to make a long journey, so take into thy keeping the keys of the thirteen doors of
heaven. Twelve of these thou mayest open, and behold the glory which is within them, but the thirteenth,
to which this little key belongs, is forbidden to thee. Beware of opening it, or thou wilt bring misery on
thyself." The girl promised to be obedient, and when the Virgin Mary was gone, she began to examine the
dwellings of the kingdom of heaven. Each day she opened one of them, until she had made the round of
the twelve. In each of them sat one of the Apostles in the midst of a great light, and she rejoiced in all the
magnificence and splendour, and the little angels who always accompanied her rejoiced with her. Then the
forbidden door alone remained, and she felt a great desire to know what could be hidden behind it, and
said to the angels, "I will not quite open it, and I will not go inside it, but I will unlock it so that we can just
see a little through the opening." "Oh, no," said the little angels, "that would be a sin. The Virgin Mary has
forbidden it, and it might easily cause thy unhappiness." Then she was silent, but the desire in her heart
was not stilled, but gnawed there and tormented her, and let her have no rest. And once when the angels
had all gone out, she thought, "Now I am quite alone, and I could peep in. If I do it, no one will ever
know." She sought out the key, and when she had got it in her hand, she put it in the lock, and when she
had put it in, she turned it round as well. Then the door sprang open, and she saw there the Trinity sitting
in fire and splendour. She stayed there awhile, and looked at everything in amazement; then she touched
the light a little with her finger, and her finger became quite golden. Immediately a great fear fell on her.
She shut the door violently, and ran away. Her terror too would not quit her, let her do what she might,
and her heart beat continually, and would not be still; the gold too stayed on her finger, and would not go
away, let her rub it and wash it ever so much.

It was not long before the Virgin Mary came back from her journey. She called the girl before her, and
asked to have the keys of heaven back. When the maiden gave her the bunch, the Virgin looked into her
eyes and said, "Hast thou not opened the thirteenth door also?" "No," she replied. Then she laid her hand
on the girl's heart, and felt how it beat and beat, and saw right well that she had disobeyed her order and
had opened the door. Then she said once again, "Art thou certain that thou hast not done it?" "Yes," said
the girl, for the second time. Then she perceived the finger which had become golden from touching the
fire of heaven, and saw well that child had sinned, and said for the third time, "Hast thou not done it?"
"No," said the girl for the third time. Then said the Virgin Mary, "Thou hast not obeyed me, and besides
that thou hast lied, thou art no longer worthy to be in heaven."

Then the girl fell into a deep sleep, and when she awoke she lay on the earth below, and in the midst of a
wilderness. She wanted to cry out, but she could bring forth no sound. She sprang up and wanted to run
away, but whithersoever she turned herself, she was continually held back by thick hedges of thorns
through which she could not break. In the desert, in which she was imprisoned, there stood an old hollow
tree, and this had to be her dwelling place. Into this she crept when night came, and here she slept. Here,
too, she found a shelter from storm and rain, but it was a miserable life, and bitterly did she weep when
she remembered how happy she has been in heaven, and how the angels had played with her. Roots and
wild berries were her only food, and for these she sought as far as she could go. In the autumn she picked



up the fallen nuts and leaves, and carried them into the hole. The nuts were her food in winter, and when
snow and ice came, she crept amongst the leaves like a poor little animal that she might not freeze. Before
long her clothes were all torn, and one bit of them after another fell off her. As soon, however, as the sun
shone warm again, she went out and sat in front of the tree, and her long hair covered her on all sides like
a mantle. Thus she sat year after year, and felt the pain and misery of the world. One day, when the trees
were once more clothed in fresh green, the King of the country was hunting in the forest, and followed a
roe, and as it had fled into the thicket which shut in this bit of the forest, he got off his horse, tore the
bushes asunder, and cut himself a path with his sword. When he had at last forced his way through, he
saw a wonderfully beautiful maiden sitting under the tree; and she sat there and was entirely covered with
her golden hair down to her very feet. He stood still and looked at her full of surprise, then he spoke to
her and said, "Who art thou? Why art thou sitting here in the wilderness?" But she gave no answer, for she
could not open her mouth. The King continued, "Wilt thou go with me to my castle?" Then she just nodded
her head a little. The King took her in his arms, carried her to his horse, and rode home with her, and
when he reached the royal castle he caused her to be dressed in beautiful garments, and gave her all
things in abundance. Although she could not speak, she was still so beautiful and charming that he began
to love her with all his heart, and it was not long before he married her.

After a year or so had passed, the Queen brought a son into the world. Thereupon the Virgin Mary
appeared to her in the night when she lay in her bed alone, and said, "If thou wilt tell the truth and
confess that thou didst unlock the forbidden door, I will open thy mouth and give thee back thy speech, but
if thou perseverest in thy sin, and deniest obstinately, I will take thy new born child away with me." Then
the Queen was permitted to answer, but she remained hard, and said, "No, I did not open the forbidden
door"; and the Virgin Mary took the new-born child from her arms, and vanished with it. Next morning,
when the child was not to be found, it was whispered among the people that the Queen was a man-eater,
and had killed her own child. She heard all this and could say nothing to the contrary, but the King would
not believe it, for he loved her so much.

When a year had gone by the Queen again bore a son, and in the night the Virgin Mary again came to her,
and said, "If thou wilt confess that thou openedst the forbidden door, I will give thee thy child back and
untie thy tongue; but if thou continuest in sin and deniest it, I will take away with me this new child also."
Then the Queen again said, "No, I did not open the forbidden door"; and the Virgin took the child out of
her arms, and away with her to heaven. Next morning, when this child also had disappeared, the people
declared quite loudly that the Queen had devoured it, and the King's councillors demanded that she should
be brought to justice. The King, however, loved her so dearly that he would not believe it, and commanded
the councillors under pain of death not to say any more about it.

The following year the Queen gave birth to a beautiful little daughter, and for the third time the Virgin Mary
appeared to her in the night and said, "Follow me." She took the Queen by the hand and led her to
heaven, and showed her there her two eldest children, who smiled at her, and were playing with the ball of
the world. When the Queen rejoiced thereat, the Virgin Mary said, "Is thy heart not yet softened? If thou
wilt own that thou openedst the forbidden door, I will give thee back thy two little sons." But for the third
time the Queen answered, "No, I did not open the forbidden door." Then the Virgin let her sink down to
earth once more, and took from her likewise her third child.

Next morning, when the loss was reported abroad, all the people cried loudly. "The Queen is a man-eater!
She must be judged," and the King was no longer able to restrain his councillors. Thereupon a trial was
held, and as she could not answer, and defend herself, she was condemned to be burnt alive. The wood
was got together, and when she was fast bound to the stake, and the fire began to burn round about her,
the hard ice of pride melted, her heart was moved by repentance, and she thought. "If I could but confess
before my death that I opened the door." Then her voice came back to her, and she cried out loudly, "Yes,
Mary, I did it"; and straightway rain fell from the sky and extinguished the flames of fire, and a light broke
forth above her, and the Virgin Mary descended with the two little sons by her side, and the new-born
daughter in her arms. She spoke kindly to her, and said, "He who repents his sin and acknowledges it, is
forgiven." Then she gave her the three children, untied her tongue, and granted her happiness for her
whole life.



Cupid and Psyche

From Bulfinch's Mythology

A certain king and queen had three daughters. The charms of the two elder were more than common, but
the beauty of the youngest was so wonderful that the poverty of language is unable to express its due
praise. The fame of her beauty was so great that strangers from neighboring countries came in crowds to
enjoy the sight, and looked on her with amazement, paying her that homage which is due only to Venus
herself. In fact Venus found her altars deserted, while men turned their devotion to this young virgin. As
she passed along, the people sang her praises, and strewed her way with chaplets and flowers.

This perversion of homage due only to the immortal powers to the exaltation of a mortal gave great
offence to the real Venus. Shaking her ambrosial locks with indignation, she exclaimed, "Am I then to be
eclipsed in my honors by a mortal girl? In vain then did that royal shepherd, whose judgment was
approved by Jove himself, give me the palm of beauty over my illustrious rivals, Pallas and Juno. But she
shall not so quietly usurp my honors. I will give her cause to repent of so unlawful a beauty."

Thereupon she calls her winged son Cupid, mischievous enough in his own nature, and rouses and
provokes him yet more by her complaints. She points out Psyche to him and says, "My dear son, punish
that contumacious beauty; give thy mother a revenge as sweet as her injuries are great; infuse into the
bosom of that haughty girl a passion for some low, mean, unworthy being, so that she may reap a
mortification as great as her present exultation and triumph."

Cupid prepared to obey the commands of his mother. There are two fountains in Venus's garden, one of
sweet waters, the other of bitter. Cupid filled two amber vases, one from each fountain, and suspending
them from the top of his quiver, hastened to the chamber of Psyche, whom he found asleep. He shed a few
drops from the bitter fountain over her lips, though the sight of her almost moved him to pity; then
touched her side with the point of his arrow. At the touch she awoke, and opened eyes upon Cupid (himself
invisible), which so startled him that in his confusion he wounded himself with his own arrow. Heedless of
his wound, his whole thought now was to repair the mischief he had done, and he poured the balmy drops
of joy over all her silken ringlets.

Psyche, henceforth frowned upon by Venus, derived no benefit from all her charms. True, all eyes were cast
eagerly upon her, and every mouth spoke her praises; but neither king, royal youth, nor plebeian
presented himself to demand her in marriage. Her two elder sisters of moderate charms had now long been
married to two royal princes; but Psyche, in her lonely apartment, deplored her solitude, sick of that beauty
which, while it procured abundance of flattery, had failed to awaken love.

Her parents, afraid that they had unwittingly incurred the anger of the gods, consulted the oracle of Apollo,
and received this answer: "The virgin is destined for the bride of no mortal lover. Her future husband awaits
her on the top of the mountain. He is a monster whom neither gods nor men can resist."

This dreadful decree of the oracle filled all the people with dismay, and her parents abandoned themselves
to grief. But Psyche said, "Why, my dear parents, do you now lament me? You should rather have grieved
when the people showered upon me undeserved honors, and with one voice called me a Venus. I now
perceive that I am a victim to that name. I submit. Lead me to that rock to which my unhappy fate has
destined me." Accordingly, all things being prepared, the royal maid took her place in the procession, which
more resembled a funeral than a nuptial pomp, and with her parents, amid the lamentations of the people,
ascended the mountain, on the summit of which they left her alone, and with sorrowful hearts returned
home.

While Psyche stood on the ridge of the mountain, panting with fear and with eyes full of tears, the gentle
Zephyr raised her from the earth and bore her with an easy motion into a flowery dale. By degrees her
mind became composed, and she laid herself down on the grassy bank to sleep. When she awoke
refreshed with sleep, she looked round and beheld near by a pleasant grove of tall and stately trees. She
entered it, and in the midst discovered a fountain, sending forth clear and crystal waters, and fast by, a



magnificent palace whose august front impressed the spectator that it was not the work of mortal hands,
but the happy retreat of some god. Drawn by admiration and wonder, she approached the building and
ventured to enter. Every object she met filled her with pleasure and amazement. Golden pillars supported
the vaulted roof, and the walls were enriched with carvings and paintings representing beasts of the chase
and rural scenes, adapted to delight the eye of the beholder. Proceeding onward, she perceived that
besides the apartments of state there were others filled with all manner of treasures, and beautiful and
precious productions of nature and art.

While her eyes were thus occupied, a voice addressed her, though she saw no one, uttering these words:
"Sovereign lady, all that you see is yours. We whose voices you hear are your servants and shall obey all
your commands with our utmost care and diligence. Retire, therefore, to your chamber and repose on your
bed of down, and when you see fit repair to the bath. Supper awaits you in the adjoining alcove when it
pleases you to take your seat there."

Psyche gave ear to the admonitions of her vocal attendants, and after repose and the refreshment of the
bath, seated herself in the alcove, where a table immediately presented itself, without any visible aid from
waiters or servants, and covered with the greatest delicacies of food and the most nectareous wines. Her
ears too were feasted with music from invisible performers; of whom one sang, another played on the lute,
and all closed in the wonderful harmony of a full chorus.

She had not yet seen her destined husband. He came only in the hours of darkness and fled before the
dawn of morning, but his accents were full of love, and inspired a like passion in her. She often begged him
to stay and let her behold him, but he would not consent. On the contrary he charged her to make no
attempt to see him, for it was his pleasure, for the best of reasons, to keep concealed. "Why should you
wish to behold me?" he said; "have you any doubt of my love? have you any wish ungratified? If you saw
me, perhaps you would fear me, perhaps adore me, but all I ask of you is to love me. I would rather you
would love me as an equal than adore me as a god."

This reasoning somewhat quieted Psyche for a time, and while the novelty lasted she felt quite happy. But
at length the thought of her parents, left in ignorance of her fate, and of her sisters, precluded from
sharing with her the delights of her situation, preyed on her mind and made her begin to feel her palace as
but a splendid prison. When her husband came one night, she told him her distress, and at last drew from
him an unwilling consent that her sisters should be brought to see her.

So, calling Zephyr, she acquainted him with her husband's commands, and he, promptly obedient, soon
brought them across the mountain down to their sister's valley. They embraced her and she returned their
caresses. "Come," said Psyche, "enter with me my house and refresh yourselves with whatever your sister
has to offer." Then taking their hands she led them into her golden palace, and committed them to the
care of her numerous train of attendant voices, to refresh them in her baths and at her table, and to show
them all her treasures. The view of these celestial delights caused envy to enter their bosoms, at seeing
their young sister possessed of such state and splendor, so much exceeding their own.

They asked her numberless questions, among others what sort of a person her husband was. Psyche
replied that he was a beautiful youth, who generally spent the daytime in hunting upon the mountains. The
sisters, not satisfied with this reply, soon made her confess that she had never seen him. Then they
proceeded to fill her bosom with dark suspicions. "Call to mind," they said, "the Pythian oracle that declared
you destined to marry a direful and tremendous monster. The inhabitants of this valley say that your
husband is a terrible and monstrous serpent, who nourishes you for a while with dainties that he may by
and by devour you. Take our advice. Provide yourself with a lamp and a sharp knife; put them in
concealment that your husband may not discover them, and when he is sound asleep, slip out of bed, bring
forth your lamp, and see for yourself whether what they say is true or not. If it is, hesitate not to cut off
the monster's head, and thereby recover your liberty."

Psyche resisted these persuasions as well as she could, but they did not fail to have their effect on her
mind, and when her sisters were gone, their words and her own curiosity were too strong for her to resist.
So she prepared her lamp and a sharp knife, and hid them out of sight of her husband. When he had fallen
into his first sleep, she silently rose and uncovering her lamp beheld not a hideous monster, but the most



beautiful and charming of the gods, with his golden ringlets wandering over his snowy neck and crimson
cheek, with two dewy wings on his shoulders, whiter than snow, and with shining feathers like the tender
blossoms of spring. As she leaned the lamp over to have a nearer view of his face a drop of burning oil fell
on the shoulder of the god, startled with which he opened his eyes and fixed them full upon her; then,
without saying one word, he spread his white wings and flew out of the window. Psyche, in vain
endeavoring to follow him, fell from the window to the ground. Cupid, beholding her as she lay in the dust,
stopped his flight for an instant and said, "O foolish Psyche, is it thus you repay my love? After having
disobeyed my mother's commands and made you my wife, will you think me a monster and cut off my
head? But go; return to your sisters, whose advice you seem to think preferable to mine. I inflict no other
punishment on you than to leave you forever. Love cannot dwell with suspicion." So saying, he fled away,
leaving poor Psyche prostrate on the ground, filling the place with mournful lamentations.

When she had recovered some degree of composure she looked around her, but the palace and gardens
had vanished, and she found herself in the open field not far from the city where her sisters dwelt. She
repaired thither and told them the whole story of her misfortunes, at which, pretending to grieve, those
spiteful creatures inwardly rejoiced. "For now," said they, "he will perhaps choose one of us." With this
idea, without saying a word of her intentions, each of them rose early the next morning and ascended the
mountains, and having reached the top, called upon Zephyr to receive her and bear her to his lord; then
leaping up, and not being sustained by Zephyr, fell down the precipice and was dashed to pieces.

Psyche meanwhile wandered day and night, without food or repose, in search of her husband. Casting her
eyes on a lofty mountain having on its brow a magnificent temple, she sighed and said to herself, "Perhaps
my love, my lord, inhabits there," and directed her steps thither.

She had no sooner entered than she saw heaps of corn, some in loose ears and some in sheaves, with
mingled ears of barley. Scattered about, lay sickles and rakes, and all the instruments of harvest, without
order, as if thrown carelessly out of the weary reapers' hands in the sultry hours of the day.

This unseemly confusion the pious Psyche put an end to, by separating and sorting everything to its proper
place and kind, believing that she ought to neglect none of the gods, but endeavor by her piety to engage
them all in her behalf. The holy Ceres, whose temple it was, finding her so religiously employed, thus
spoke to her: "O Psyche, truly worthy of our pity, though I cannot shield you from the frowns of Venus, yet
I can teach you how best to allay her displeasure. Go, then, and voluntarily surrender yourself to your lady
and sovereign, and try by modesty and submission to win her forgiveness, and perhaps her favor will
restore you the husband you have lost."

Psyche obeyed the commands of Ceres and took her way to the temple of Venus, endeavoring to fortify her
mind and ruminating on what she should say and how best propitiate the angry goddess, feeling that the
issue was doubtful and perhaps fatal.

Venus received her with angry countenance. "Most undutiful and faithless of servants," said she, "do you at
last remember that you really have a mistress? Or have you rather come to see your sick husband, yet laid
up of the wound given him by his loving wife? You are so ill-favored and disagreeable that the only way
you can merit your lover must be by dint of industry and diligence. I will make trial of your housewifery."
Then she ordered Psyche to be led to the storehouse of her temple, where was laid up a great quantity of
wheat, barley, millet, vetches, beans, and lentils prepared for food for her pigeons, and said, "Take and
separate all these grains, putting all of the same kind in a parcel by themselves, and see that you get it
done before evening." Then Venus departed and left her to her task.

But Psyche, in a perfect consternation at the enormous work, sat stupid and silent, without moving a finger
to the inextricable heap.

While she sat despairing, Cupid stirred up the little ant, a native of the fields, to take compassion on her.
The leader of the ant hill, followed by whole hosts of his six-legged subjects, approached the heap, and
with the utmost diligence, taking grain by grain, they separated the pile, sorting each kind to its parcel; and
when it was all done, they vanished out of sight in a moment.



Venus at the approach of twilight returned from the banquet of the gods, breathing odors and crowned with
roses. Seeing the task done, she exclaimed, "This is no work of yours, wicked one, but his, whom to your
own and his misfortune you have enticed." So saying, she threw her a piece of black bread for her supper
and went away.

Next morning Venus ordered Psyche to be called and said to her, "Behold yonder grove which stretches
along the margin of the water. There you will find sheep feeding without a shepherd, with golden-shining
fleeces on their backs. Go, fetch me a sample of that precious wool gathered from every one of their
fleeces."

Psyche obediently went to the riverside, prepared to do her best to execute the command. But the river
god inspired the reeds with harmonious murmurs, which seemed to say, "O maiden, severely tried, tempt
not the dangerous flood, nor venture among the formidable rams on the other side, for as long as they are
under the influence of the rising sun, they burn with a cruel rage to destroy mortals with their sharp horns
or rude teeth. But when the noontide sun has driven the cattle to the shade, and the serene spirit of the
flood has lulled them to rest, you may then cross in safety, and you will find the woolly gold sticking to the
bushes and the trunks of the trees."

Thus the compassionate river god gave Psyche instructions how to accomplish her task, and by observing
his directions she soon returned to Venus with her arms full of the golden fleece; but she received not the
approbation of her implacable mistress, who said, "I know very well it is by none of your own doings that
you have succeeded in this task, and I am not satisfied yet that you have any capacity to make yourself
useful. But I have another task for you. Here, take this box and go your way to the infernal shades, and
give this box to Proserpine and say, 'My mistress Venus desires you to send her a little of your beauty, for
in tending her sick son she has lost some of her own.' Be not too long on your errand, for I must paint
myself with it to appear at the circle of the gods and goddesses this evening."

Psyche was now satisfied that her destruction was at hand, being obliged to go with her own feet directly
down to Erebus. Wherefore, to make no delay of what was not to be avoided, she goes to the top of a high
tower to precipitate herself headlong, thus to descend the shortest way to the shades below. But a voice
from the tower said to her, "Why, poor unlucky girl, dost thou design to put an end to thy days in so
dreadful a manner? And what cowardice makes thee sink under this last danger who hast been so
miraculously supported in all thy former?" Then the voice told her how by a certain cave she might reach
the realms of Pluto, and how to avoid all the dangers of the road, to pass by Cerberus, the three-headed
dog, and prevail on Charon, the ferryman, to take her across the black river and bring her back again. But
the voice added, "When Proserpine has given you the box filled with her beauty, of all things this is chiefly
to be observed by you, that you never once open or look into the box nor allow your curiosity to pry into
the treasure of the beauty of the goddesses."

Psyche, encouraged by this advice, obeyed it in all things, and taking heed to her ways travelled safely to
the kingdom of Pluto. She was admitted to the palace of Proserpine, and without accepting the delicate
seat or delicious banquet that was offered her, but contented with coarse bread for her food, she delivered
her message from Venus. Presently the box was returned to her, shut and filled with the precious
commodity. Then she returned the way she came, and glad was she to come out once more into the light
of day.

But having got so far successfully through her dangerous task, a longing desire seized her to examine the
contents of the box. "What," said she, "shall I, the carrier of this divine beauty, not take the least bit to put
on my cheeks to appear to more advantage in the eyes of my beloved husband!" So she carefully opened
the box, but found nothing there of any beauty at all, but an infernal and truly Stygian sleep, which being
thus set free from its prison, took possession of her, and she fell down in the midst of the road, a sleepy
corpse without sense or motion.

But Cupid, being now recovered from his wound, and not able longer to bear the absence of his beloved
Psyche, slipping through the smallest crack of the window of his chamber which happened to be left open,
flew to the spot where Psyche lay, and gathering up the sleep from her body closed it again in the box,
and waked Psyche with a light touch of one of his arrows. "Again," said he, "hast thou almost perished by



the same curiosity. But now perform exactly the task imposed on you by my mother, and I will take care of
the rest."

Then Cupid, as swift as lightning penetrating the heights of heaven, presented himself before Jupiter with
his supplication. Jupiter lent a favoring ear, and pleaded the cause of the lovers so earnestly with Venus
that he won her consent. On this he sent Mercury to bring Psyche up to the heavenly assembly, and when
she arrived, handing her a cup of ambrosia, he said, "Drink this, Psyche, and be immortal; nor shall Cupid
ever break away from the knot in which he is tied, but these nuptials shall be perpetual."

Thus Psyche became at last united to Cupid, and in due time they had a daughter born to them whose
name was Pleasure.

The fable of Cupid and Psyche is usually considered allegorical. The Greek name for a butterfly is Psyche,
and the same word means the soul. There is no illustration of the immortality of the soul so striking and
beautiful as the butterfly, bursting on brilliant wings from the tomb in which it has lain, after a dull,
grovelling, caterpillar existence, to flutter in the blaze of day and feed on the most fragrant and delicate
productions of the spring. Psyche, then, is the human soul, which is purified by sufferings and misfortunes,
and is thus prepared for the enjoyment of true and pure happiness.

In works of art Psyche is represented as a maiden with the wings of a butterfly, along with Cupid, in the
different situations described in the allegory.

Milton alludes to the story of Cupid and Psyche in the conclusion of his "Comus":

        "Celestial Cupid, her famed son, advanced,
          Holds his dear Psyche sweet entranced,
          After her wandering labors long,
          Till free consent the gods among
          Make her his eternal bride;
          And from her fair unspotted side
          Two blissful twins are to be born,
          Youth and Joy; so Jove hath sworn."

The allegory of the story of Cupid and Psyche is well presented in the beautiful lines of T. K. Harvey:

        "They wove bright fables in the days of old,
              When reason borrowed fancy's painted wings;
          When truth's clear river flowed o'er sands of gold,
              And told in song its high and mystic things!
          And such the sweet and solemn tale of her
              The pilgrim heart, to whom a dream was given,
          That led her through the world,  - "Love's worshipper,  - "
              To seek on earth for him whose home was heaven!

        "In the full city,  - "by the haunted fount,  - "
              Through the dim grotto's tracery of spars,  - "
          'Mid the pine temples, on the moonlit mount,
              Where silence sits to listen to the stars;
          In the deep glade where dwells the brooding dove,
              The painted valley, and the scented air,
          She heard far echoes of the voice of Love,
              And found his footsteps' traces everywhere.

        "But nevermore they met since doubts and fears,
              Those phantom shapes that haunt and blight the earth,
          Had come 'twixt her, a child of sin and tears,



              And that bright spirit of immortal birth;
          Until her pining soul and weeping eyes
          Had learned to seek him only in the skies;
          Till wings unto the weary heart were given,
          And she became Love's angel bride in heaven!"

The story of Cupid and Psyche first appears in the works of
Apuleius, a writer of the second century of our era. It is
therefore of much more recent date than most of the legends of the
Age of Fable. It is this that Keats alludes to in his "Ode to
Psyche":

        "O latest born and loveliest vision far
              Of all Olympus' faded hierarchy!
          Fairer than Phoebe's sapphire-regioned star
              Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky;
          Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none,
              Nor altar heaped with flowers;
          Nor virgin choir to make delicious moan
              Upon the midnight hours;
          No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet,
              From chain-swung censor teeming;
          No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat
              Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming."

In Moore's "Summer Fete" a fancy ball is described, in which one of the characters personated is Psyche  - "

        "  -  not in dark disguise to-night
          Hath our young heroine veiled her light;  - "
          For see, she walks the earth, Love's own.
              His wedded bride, by holiest vow
          Pledged in Olympus, and made known
              To mortals by the type which now
              Hangs glittering on her snowy brow.
          That butterfly, mysterious trinket,
          Which means the soul, (though few would think it,)
          And sparkling thus on brow so white
          Tells us we've Psyche here to-night."

Pandora and Epimetheus

from A Wonder Book for Girls & Boys, by Nathaniel Hawthorne, Illustrated by Walter Crane

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 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, 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 carolling 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 just 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 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 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 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 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 skillfullest
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 life, 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!

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 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 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 a 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 thunder-cloud 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 dor-bugs, 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 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 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



exceedingly 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 round, and seemed to be
in rather better spirits than before.

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

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

"Shall I lift the lid again?" asked Pandora.

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

"You might speak a little more kindly!" murmured Pandora, wiping her eyes.

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

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



"And as the lid seems very heavy," cried Epimetheus, running across the room, "I will help you!"

So, with one consent, the two children again lifted the lid. Out flew a sunny and smiling little personage,
and hovered about the room, throwing a light wherever she went. Have you never made the sunshine
dance into dark corners, by reflecting it from a bit of looking-glass? Well, so looked the winged cheerfulness
of this fairy-like stranger, amid the gloom of the cottage. She flew to Epimetheus, and laid the least touch
of her finger on the inflamed spot where the Trouble had stung him, and immediately the anguish of it was
gone. Then she kissed Pandora on the forehead, and her hurt was cured likewise.

After performing these good offices, the bright stranger fluttered sportively over the children's heads, and
looked so sweetly at them, that they both began to think it not so very much amiss to have opened the
box, since, otherwise, their cheery guest must have been kept a prisoner among those naughty imps with
stings in their tails.

"Pray, who are you, beautiful creature?" inquired Pandora.

"I am to be called Hope!" answered the sunshiny figure. "And because I am such a cheery little body, I was
packed into the box, to make amends to the human race for that swarm of ugly Troubles, which was
destined to be let loose among them. Never fear! we shall do pretty well in spite of them all."

"Your wings are colored like the rainbow!" exclaimed Pandora. "How very beautiful!"

"Yes, they are like the rainbow," said Hope, "because, glad as my nature is, I am partly made of tears as
well as smiles."

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

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

"Oh, tell us," they exclaimed, - "tell us what it is!"

"Do not ask me," replied Hope, putting her finger on her rosy mouth. "But do not despair, even if it should
never happen while you live on this earth. Trust in my promise, for it is true."

"We do trust you!" cried Epimetheus and Pandora, both in one breath.

And so they did; and not only they, but so has everybody trusted Hope, that has since been alive. And to
tell you the truth, I cannot help being glad - (though, to be sure, it was an uncommonly naughty thing for
her to do) - but I cannot help being glad that our foolish Pandora peeped into the box. No doubt - no doubt
- the Troubles are still flying about the world, and have increased in multitude, rather than lessened, and
are a very ugly set of imps, and carry most venomous stings in their tails. I have felt them already, and
expect to feel them more, as I grow older. But then that lovely and lightsome little figure of Hope! What in
the world could we do without her? Hope spiritualizes the earth; Hope makes it always new; and, even in
the earth's best and brightest aspect, Hope shows it to be only the shadow of an infinite bliss hereafter.



Adam and Eve

from the Revised Standard Version (RSV) of the Holy Bible, Genesis 2:4-3:24

(Genesis, Book 2)

4 These are the generations of the heavens and the earth when they were created.

Another Account of the Creation

In the day that the LORD God made the earth and the heavens, 5 when no plant of the field was yet in the
earth and no herb of the field had yet sprung up - for the LORD God had not caused it to rain upon the
earth, and there was no man to till the ground; 6 but a mist[a] went up from the earth and watered the
whole face of the ground - 7 then the LORD God formed man of dust from the ground, and breathed into his
nostrils the breath of life; and man became a living being. 8 And the LORD God planted a garden in Eden, in
the east; and there he put the man whom he had formed. 9 And out of the ground the LORD God made to
grow every tree that is pleasant to the sight and good for food, the tree of life also in the midst of the
garden, and the tree of the knowledge of good and evil.

10 A river flowed out of Eden to water the garden, and there it divided and became four rivers. 11 The
name of the first is Pishon; it is the one which flows around the whole land of Hav'ilah, where there is gold;
12 and the gold of that land is good; bdellium and onyx stone are there. 13 The name of the second river is
Gihon; it is the one which flows around the whole land of Cush. 14 And the name of the third river is Tigris,
which flows east of Assyria. And the fourth river is the Euphra'tes.

15 The LORD God took the man and put him in the garden of Eden to till it and keep it. 16 And the LORD God
commanded the man, saying, "You may freely eat of every tree of the garden; 17 but of the tree of the
knowledge of good and evil you shall not eat, for in the day that you eat of it you shall die."

18 Then the LORD God said, "It is not good that the man should be alone; I will make him a helper fit for
him." 19 So out of the ground the LORD God formed every beast of the field and every bird of the air, and
brought them to the man to see what he would call them; and whatever the man called every living
creature, that was its name. 20 The man gave names to all cattle, and to the birds of the air, and to every
beast of the field; but for the man there was not found a helper fit for him. 21 So the LORD God caused a
deep sleep to fall upon the man, and while he slept took one of his ribs and closed up its place with flesh;
22 and the rib which the LORD God had taken from the man he made into a woman and brought her to the
man. 23 Then the man said,

"This at last is bone of my bones
    and flesh of my flesh;
she shall be called Woman,[b]

    because she was taken out of Man."[c]

24 Therefore a man leaves his father and his mother and cleaves to his wife, and they become one flesh.
25 And the man and his wife were both naked, and were not ashamed.

The First Sin and Its Punishment
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(Genesis, Book 3)

Now the serpent was more subtle than any other wild creature that the LORD God had made. He said to the
woman, "Did God say, 'You shall not eat of any tree of the garden'?" 2 And the woman said to the serpent,
"We may eat of the fruit of the trees of the garden; 3 but God said, 'You shall not eat of the fruit of the tree
which is in the midst of the garden, neither shall you touch it, lest you die.'" 4 But the serpent said to the
woman, "You will not die. 5 For God knows that when you eat of it your eyes will be opened, and you will
be like God, knowing good and evil." 6 So when the woman saw that the tree was good for food, and that
it was a delight to the eyes, and that the tree was to be desired to make one wise, she took of its fruit and
ate; and she also gave some to her husband, and he ate. 7 Then the eyes of both were opened, and they
knew that they were naked; and they sewed fig leaves together and made themselves aprons.

8 And they heard the sound of the LORD God walking in the garden in the cool of the day, and the man and
his wife hid themselves from the presence of the LORD God among the trees of the garden. 9 But the LORD

God called to the man, and said to him, "Where are you?" 10 And he said, "I heard the sound of thee in the
garden, and I was afraid, because I was naked; and I hid myself." 11 He said, "Who told you that you were
naked? Have you eaten of the tree of which I commanded you not to eat?" 12 The man said, "The woman
whom thou gavest to be with me, she gave me fruit of the tree, and I ate." 13 Then the LORD God said to
the woman, "What is this that you have done?" The woman said, "The serpent beguiled me, and I ate."
14 The LORD God said to the serpent,

"Because you have done this,
    cursed are you above all cattle,
    and above all wild animals;
upon your belly you shall go,
    and dust you shall eat
    all the days of your life.
15 I will put enmity between you and the woman,
    and between your seed and her seed;
he shall bruise your head,
    and you shall bruise his heel."
16 To the woman he said,
"I will greatly multiply your pain in childbearing;
    in pain you shall bring forth children,
yet your desire shall be for your husband,
    and he shall rule over you."
17 And to Adam he said,
"Because you have listened to the voice of your wife,
    and have eaten of the tree
of which I commanded you,
    'You shall not eat of it,'
cursed is the ground because of you;
    in toil you shall eat of it all the days of your life;
18 thorns and thistles it shall bring forth to you;
    and you shall eat the plants of the field.
19 In the sweat of your face
    you shall eat bread
till you return to the ground,
    for out of it you were taken;
you are dust,
    and to dust you shall return."



20 The man called his wife's name Eve,[d] because she was the mother of all living. 21 And the LORD God
made for Adam and for his wife garments of skins, and clothed them.

22 Then the LORD God said, "Behold, the man has become like one of us, knowing good and evil; and now,
lest he put forth his hand and take also of the tree of life, and eat, and live for ever" - 23 therefore the LORD

God sent him forth from the garden of Eden, to till the ground from which he was taken. 24 He drove out
the man; and at the east of the garden of Eden he placed the cherubim, and a flaming sword which turned
every way, to guard the way to the tree of life.

Footnotes:

a. Or flood
b. Heb ishshah
c. Heb ish
d. The name in Hebrew resembles the word for living

"Our Lady's Child," "Cupid and Psyche," and "Pandora and Epimetheus" are in the public domain. "Adam and Eve" from the Revised
Standard Version of the Bible, copyright © 1946, 1952, and 1971 the Division of Christian Education of the National Council of the
Churches of Christ in the United States of America. Used by permission.
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