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Nathaniel Hawthorne – A Biographical Primer
 
By Edward Everett Hale
 
American novelist: b. Salem, Mass., 4 July 1804; d.
Plymouth, N. H., 19 May 1864. The founder of the family in
America was William Hathorne (as the name was then
spelled), a typical Puritan and a public man of importance.
John, his son, was a judge, one of those presiding over the
witchcraft trials. Of Joseph in the next generation little is
said, but Daniel, next in decent, followed the sea and
commanded a privateer in the Revolution, while his son
Nathaniel, father of the romancer, was also a sea Captain.
This pure New England descent gave a personal character



to Hawthorne's presentations of New England life; when he
writes of the strictness of the early Puritans, of the forests
haunted by Indians, of the magnificence of the provincial
days, of men high in the opinion of their towns-people, of
the reaching out to far lands and exotic splendors, he is
expressing the stored-up experience of his race. His father
died when Nathaniel was but four and the little family lived
a secluded life with his mother. He was a handsome boy and
quite devoted to reading, by an early accident which for a
time prevented outdoor games. His first school was with Dr.
Worcester, the lexicographer. In 1818 his mother moved to
Raymond, Me., where her brother had bought land, and
Hawthorne went to Bowdoin College. He entered college at
the age of 17 in the same class with Longfellow. In the class
above him was Franklin Pierce, afterward 12th President of
the United States. On being graduated in 1825 Hawthorne
determined upon literature as a profession, but his first
efforts were without success. ‘Fanshawe’ was published
anonymously in 1828, and shorter tales and sketches were
without importance. Little need be said of these earlier
years save to note that they were full of reading and
observation. In 1836 he edited in Boston the American
Magazine for Useful and Entertaining Knowledge, but
gained little from it save an introduction to ‘The Token,’ in
which his tales first came to be known. Returning to Salem
he lived a very secluded life, seeing almost no one (rather a
family trait), and devoted to his thoughts and imaginations.
He was a strong and powerful man, of excellent health and,
though silent, cheerful, and a delightful companion when be
chose. But intellectually he was of a separated and
individual type, having his own extravagances and powers
and submitting to no companionship in influence. In 1837
appeared ‘Twice Told Tales’ in book form: in a preface
written afterward Hawthorne says that he was at this time
“the obscurest man of letters in America.” Gradually he
began to be more widely received. In 1839 he became



engaged to Miss Sophia Peabody, but was not married for
some years. In 1838 he was appointed to a place in the
Boston custom house, but found that he could not easily
save time enough for literature and was not very sorry when
the change of administration put him out of office. In 1841
was founded the socialistic community at Brook Farm: it
seemed to Hawthorne that here was a chance for a union of
intellectual and physical work, whereby he might make a
suitable home for his future wife. It failed to fulfil his
expectations and Hawthorne withdrew from the experiment.
In 1842 he was married and moved with his wife to the Old
Manse at Concord just above the historic bridge. Here
chiefly he wrote the ‘Mosses of an Old Manse’ (1846). In
1845 he published a second series of ‘Twice Told Tales’; in
this year also the family moved to Salem, where he had
received the appointment of surveyor at the custom house.
As before, official work was a hindrance to literature; not till
1849 when he lost his position could he work seriously. He
used his new-found leisure in carrying out a theme that had
been long in his mind and produced ‘The Scarlet Letter’ in
1850. This, the first of his longer novels, was received with
enthusiasm and at once gave him a distinct place in
literature. He now moved to Lenox, Mass., where he began
on ‘The House of Seven Gables,’ which was published in
1851. He also wrote ‘A Wonder-Book’ here, which in its way
has become as famous as his more important work. In
December 1851 he moved to West Newton, and shortly to
Concord again, this time to the Wayside. At Newton he
wrote ‘The Blithedale Romance.’ Having settled himself at
Concord in the summer of 1852, his first literary work was
to write the life of his college friend, Franklin Pierce, just
nominated for the Presidency. This done he turned to
‘Tanglewood Tales,’ a volume not unlike the ‘Wonder-Book.’
In 1853 he was named consul to Liverpool: at first he
declined the position, but finally resolved to take this
opportunity to see something of Europe. He spent four years



in England, and then a year in Italy. As before, he could
write nothing while an official, and resigned in 1857 to go to
Rome, where he passed the winter, and to Florence, where
he received suggestions and ideas which gave him stimulus
for literary work. The summer of 1858 he passed at Redcar,
in Yorkshire, where he wrote ‘The Marble Faun.’ In June
1860 he sailed for America, where he returned to the
Wayside. For a time he did little literary work; in 1863 he
published ‘Our Old Home,’ a series of sketches of English
life, and planned a new novel, ‘The Dolliver Romance,’ also
called ‘Pansie.’ But though he suffered from no disease his
vitality seemed relaxed; some unfortunate accidents had a
depressing effect, and in the midst of a carriage trip into the
White Mountains with his old friend, Franklin Pierce, he
died suddenly at Plymouth, N. H., early in the morning, 19
May 1864.
 
The works of Hawthorne consist of novels, short stories,
tales for children, sketches of life and travel and some
miscellaneous pieces of a biographical or descriptive
character. Besides these there were published after his
death extracts from his notebooks. Of his novels ‘The
Scarlet Letter’ is a story of old New England; it has a
powerful moral idea at bottom, but it is equally strong in its
presentation of life and character in the early days of
Massachusetts. ‘House of the Seven Gables’ presents New
England life of a later date; there is more of careful analysis
and presentation of character and more description of life
and manners, but less moral intensity. ‘The Blithedale
Romance’ is less strong; Hawthorne seems hardly to grasp
his subject. It makes the third in what may be called a series
of romances presenting the molding currents of New
England life: the first showing the factors of religion and
sin, the second the forces of hereditary good and evil, and
the third giving a picture of intellectual and emotional
ferment in a society which had come from very different



beginnings. ‘Septimius Felton,’ finished in the main but not
published by Hawthorne, is a fantastic story dealing with
the idea of immortality. It was put aside by Hawthorne when
he began to write ‘The Dolliver Romance,’ of which he
completed only the first chapters. ‘Dr. Grimshaw's Secret’
(published in 1882) is also not entirely finished. These three
books represent a purpose that Hawthorne never carried
out. He had presented New England life, with which the life
of himself and his ancestry was so indissolubly connected,
in three characteristic phases. He had traced New England
history to its source. He now looked back across the ocean
to the England he had learned to know, and thought of a
tale that should bridge the gulf between the Old World and
the New. But the stories are all incomplete and should be
read only by the student. The same thing may be said of
‘Fanshawe,’ which was published anonymously early in
Hawthorne's life and later withdrawn from circulation. ‘The
Marble Faun’ presents to us a conception of the Old World
at its oldest point. It is Hawthorne's most elaborate work,
and if every one were familiar with the scenes so
discursively described, would probably be more generally
considered his best. Like the other novels its motive is
based on the problem of evil, but we have not precisely
atonement nor retribution, as in his first two novels. The
story is one of development, a transformation of the soul
through the overcoming of evil. The four novels constitute
the foundation of Hawthorne's literary fame and character,
but the collections of short stories do much to develop and
complete the structure. They are of various kinds, as
follows: (1) Sketches of current life or of history, as ‘Rills
from the Town Pump,’ ‘The Village Uncle,’ ‘Main Street,’
‘Old News.’ These are chiefly descriptive and have little
story; there are about 20 of them. (2) Stories of old New
England, as ‘The Gray Champion,’ ‘The Gentle Boy,’ ‘Tales of
the Province House.’ These stories are often illustrative of
some idea and so might find place in the next set. (3) Stories



based upon some idea, as ‘Ethan Brand,’ which presents the
idea of the unpardonable sin; ‘The Minister's Black Veil,’ the
idea of the separation of each soul from its fellows; ‘Young
Goodman Brown,’ the power of doubt in good and evil.
These are the most characteristic of Hawthorne's short
stories; there are about a dozen of them. (4) Somewhat
different are the allegories, as ‘The Great Stone Face,’
‘Rappacini's Daughter,’ ‘The Great Carbuncle.’ Here the
figures are not examples or types, but symbols, although in
no story is the allegory consistent. (5) There are also purely
fantastic developments of some idea, as ‘The New Adam and
Eve,’ ‘The Christmas Banquet,’ ‘The Celestial Railroad.’
These differ from the others in that there is an almost
logical development of some fancy, as in case of the first the
idea of a perfectly natural pair being suddenly introduced to
all the conventionalities of our civilization. There are
perhaps 20 of these fantasies. Hawthorne's stories from
classical mythology, the ‘Wonder-Book’ and ‘Tanglewood
Tales,’ belong to a special class of books, those in which
men of genius have retold stories of the past in forms suited
to the present. The stories themselves are set in a piece of
narrative and description which gives the atmosphere of the
time of the writer, and the old legends are turned from
stately myths not merely to children's stories, but to
romantic fancies. Mr. Pringle in ‘Tanglewood Fireside’
comments on the idea: “Eustace,” he says to the young
college student who had been telling the stories to the
children, “pray let me advise you never more to meddle with
a classical myth. Your imagination is altogether Gothic and
will inevitably Gothicize everything that you touch. The
effect is like bedaubing a marble statue with paint. This
giant, now! How can you have ventured to thrust his huge
disproportioned mass among the seemly outlines of Grecian
fable?” “I described the giant as he appeared to me,”
replied the student, “And, sir, if you would only bring your
mind into such a relation to these fables as is necessary in



order to remodel them, you would see at once that an old
Greek has no more exclusive right to them than a modern
Yankee has. They are the common property of the world and
of all time” (“Wonder-Book,” p. 135). ‘Grandfather's Chair’
was also written primarily for children and gives narratives
of New England history, joined together by a running
comment and narrative from Grandfather, whose old chair
had come to New England, not in the Mayflower, but with
John Winthrop and the first settlers of Boston. ‘Biographical
Stories,’ in a somewhat similar framework, tells of the lives
of Franklin, Benjamin West and others. It should be noted of
these books that Hawthorne's writings for children were
always written with as much care and thought as his more
serious work. ‘Our Old Home’ was the outcome of that less
remembered side of Hawthorne's genius which was a
master of the details of circumstance and surroundings. The
notebooks give us this also, but the American notebook has
also rather a peculiar interest in giving us many of
Hawthorne's first ideas which were afterward worked out
into stories and sketches.
 
One element in Hawthorne's intellectual make-up was his
interest in the observation of life and his power of
description of scenes, manners and character. This is to be
seen especially, as has been said, in his notebooks and in
‘Our Old Home,’ and in slightly modified form in the
sketches noted above. These studies make up a
considerable part of ‘Twice Told Tales’ and ‘Mosses from an
Old Manse,’ and represent a side of Hawthorne's genius not
always borne in mind. Had this interest been predominant
in him we might have had in Hawthorne as great a novelist
of our everyday life as James or Howells. In the ‘House of
Seven Gables’ the power comes into full play; 100 pages
hardly complete the descriptions of the simple occupations
of a single uneventful day. In Hawthorne, however, this
interest in the life around him was mingled with a great



interest in history, as we may see, not only in the stories of
old New England noted above, but in the descriptive
passages of ‘The Scarlet Letter.’ Still we have not, even
here, the special quality for which we know Hawthorne.
Many great realists have written historical novels, for the
same curiosity that absorbs one in the affairs of everyday
may readily absorb one in the recreation of the past. In
Hawthorne, however, was another element very different.
His imagination often furnished him with conceptions
having little connection with the actual circumstances of
life. The fanciful developments of an idea noted above (5)
have almost no relation to fact: they are “made up out of his
own head.” They are fantastic enough, but generally they
are developments of some moral idea and a still more ideal
development of such conceptions was not uncommon in
Hawthorne. ‘Rappacini's Daughter’ is an allegory in which
the idea is given a wholly imaginary setting, not resembling
anything that Hawthorne had ever known from observation.
These two elements sometimes appear in Hawthorne's work
separate and distinct just as they did in his life: sometimes
he secluded himself in his room, going out only after
nightfall; sometimes he wandered through the country
observing life and meeting with everybody. But neither of
these elements alone produced anything great, probably
because for anything great we need the whole man. The
true Hawthorne was a combination of these two elements,
with various others of personal character, and artistic ability
that cannot be specified here. The most obvious
combination between these two elements, so far as
literature is concerned, between the fact of external life and
the idea of inward imagination, is by a symbol. The
symbolist sees in everyday facts a presentation of ideas.
Hawthorne wrote a number of tales that are practically
allegories: ‘The Great Stone Face’ uses facts with which
Hawthorne was familiar, persons and scenes that he knew,
for the presentation of a conception of the ideal. His novels,



too, are full of symbolism. ‘The Scarlet Letter’ itself is a
symbol and the rich clothing of Little Pearl, Alice's posies
among the Seven Gables, the old musty house itself, are
symbols, Zenobia's flower, Hilda's doves. But this is not the
highest synthesis of power, as Hawthorne sometimes felt
himself, as when he said of ‘The Great Stone Face,’ that the
moral was too plain and manifest for a work of art. However
much we may delight in symbolism it must be admitted that
a symbol that represents an idea only by a fanciful
connection will not bear the seriousness of analysis of which
a moral idea must be capable. A scarlet letter A has no real
connection with adultery, which begins with A and is a
scarlet sin only to such as know certain languages and
certain metaphors. So Hawthorne aimed at a higher
combination of the powers of which he was quite aware, and
found it in figures and situations in which great ideas are
implicit. In his finest work we have, not the circumstance
before the conception or the conception before the
circumstance, as in allegory. We have the idea in the fact, as
it is in life, the two inseparable. Hester Prynne's life does
not merely present to us the idea that the breaking of a
social law makes one a stranger to society with its
advantages and disadvantages. Hester is the result of her
breaking that law. The story of Donatello is not merely a
way of conveying the idea that the soul which conquers evil
thereby grows strong in being and life. Donatello himself is
such a soul growing and developing. We cannot get the idea
without the fact, nor the fact without the idea. This is the
especial power of Hawthorne, the power of presenting truth
implicit in life. Add to this his profound preoccupation with
the problem of evil in this world, with its appearance, its
disappearance, its metamorphoses, and we have a due to
Hawthorne's greatest works. In ‘The Scarlet Letter,’ ‘The
House of Seven Gables,’ ‘The Marble Faun,’ ‘Ethan Brand,’
‘The Gray Champion,’ the ideas cannot be separated from
the personalities which express them. It is this which



constitutes Hawthorne's lasting power in literature. His
observation is interesting to those that care for the things
that he describes, his fancy amuses, or charms or often
stimulates our ideas. His short stories are interesting to a
student of literature because they did much to give a
definite character to a literary form which has since become
of great importance. His novels are exquisite specimens of
what he himself called the romance, in which the figures
and scenes are laid in a world a little more poetic than that
which makes up our daily surrounding. But Hawthorne's
really great power lay in his ability to depict life so that we
are made keenly aware of the dominating influence of moral
motive and moral law
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Preface
 
THE author has long been of opinion that many of the
classical myths were capable of being rendered into very
capital reading for children. In the little volume here offered
to the public, he has worked up half a dozen of them, with
this end in view. A great freedom of treatment was
necessary to his plan; but it will be observed by every one
who attempts to render these legends malleable in his
intellectual furnace, that they are marvellously independent
of all temporary modes and circumstances. They remain
essentially the same, after changes that would affect the
identity of almost anything else.
 
He does not, therefore, plead guilty to a sacrilege, in having
sometimes shaped anew, as his fancy dictated, the forms
that have been hallowed by an antiquity of two or three
thousand years. No epoch of time can claim a copyright in
these immortal fables. They seem never to have been made;
and certainly, so long as man exists, they can never perish;
but, by their indestructibility itself, they are legitimate
subjects for every age to clothe with its own garniture of
manners and sentiment, and to imbue with its own morality.
In-vi- the present version they may have lost much of their
classical aspect (or, at all events, the author has not been
careful to preserve it), and have perhaps assumed a Gothic
or romantic guise.
 
In performing this pleasant task,—for it has been really a
task fit for hot weather, and one of the most agreeable, of a
literary kind, which he ever undertook,—the author has not
always thought it necessary to write downward, in order to



meet the comprehension of children. He has generally
suffered the theme to soar, whenever such was its tendency,
and when he himself was buoyant enough to follow without
an effort. Children possess an unestimated sensibility to
whatever is deep or high, in imagination or feeling, so long
as it is simple likewise. It is only the artificial and the
complex that bewilder them.
 
Lenox, July 15, 1851.
 

 



 
 
 
The Gorgon's Head
 

 
 
Introductory To The Gorgon’s Head
 
BENEATH the porch of the country-seat called Tanglewood,
one fine autumnal morning, was assembled a merry party of
little folks, with a tall youth in the midst of them. They had
planned a nutting expedition, and were impatiently waiting
for the mists to roll up the hill-slopes, and for the sun to
pour the warmth of the Indian summer over the fields and
pastures, and into the nooks of the many-colored woods.
There was a prospect of as fine a day as ever gladdened the
aspect of this beautiful and comfortable world. As yet,
however, the morning mist filled up the whole length and
breadth of the valley, above which, on a gently sloping
eminence, the mansion stood.
 
This body of white vapor extended to within less than a
hundred yards of the house. It completely hid everything
beyond that distance, except a few ruddy or yellow tree-



tops, which here and there emerged, and were glorified by
the early sunshine, as was likewise the broad surface of the
mist. Four or five miles off to the southward rose the summit
of Monument Mountain, and seemed to be floating on a
cloud. Some fifteen miles farther away, in the same
direction, appeared the loftier Dome of Taconic, looking
blue and indistinct, and hardly so substantial as the vapory
sea that almost rolled over it. The nearer hills, which
bordered the valley, were half submerged, and were
specked with little cloud-wreaths all the way to their tops.
On the whole, there was so much cloud, and so little solid
earth, that it had the effect of a vision.
 
The children above-mentioned, being as full of life as they
could hold, kept overflowing from the porch of Tanglewood,
and scampering along the gravel-walk, or rushing across the
dewy herbage of the lawn. I can hardly tell how many of
these small people there were; not less than nine or ten,
however, nor more than a dozen, of all sorts, sizes, and
ages, whether girls or boys. They were brothers, sisters,
and cousins, together with a few of their young
acquaintances, who had been invited by Mr. and Mrs.
Pringle to spend some of this delightful weather with their
own children at Tanglewood. I am afraid to tell you their
names, or even to give them any names which other
children have ever been called by; because, to my certain
knowledge, authors sometimes get themselves into great
trouble by accidentally giving the names of real persons to
the characters in their books. For this reason I mean to call
them Primrose, Periwinkle, Sweet Fern, Dandelion, Blue
Eye, Clover, Huckleberry, Cowslip, Squash-Blossom,
Milkweed, Plantain, and Buttercup; although, to be sure,
such titles might better suit a group of fairies than a
company of earthly children.
 



It is not to be supposed that these little folks were to be
permitted by their careful fathers and mothers, uncles,
aunts, or grandparents, to stray abroad into the woods and
fields, without the guardianship of some particularly grave
and elderly person. Oh, no, indeed! In the first sentence of
my book, you will recollect that I spoke of a tall youth,
standing in the midst of the children. His name—(and I shall
let you know his real name, because he considers it a great
honor to have told the stories that are here to be printed)—
his name was Eustace Bright. He was a student at Williams
College, and had reached, I think, at this period, the
venerable age of eighteen years; so that he felt quite like a
grandfather towards Periwinkle, Dandelion, Huckleberry,
Squash-Blossom, Milkweed, and the rest, who were only
half or a third as venerable as he. A trouble in his eyesight
(such as many students think it necessary to have,
nowadays, in order to prove their diligence at their books)
had kept him from college a week or two after the
beginning of the term. But, for my part, I have seldom met
with a pair of eyes that looked as if they could see farther or
better than those of Eustace Bright.
 
This learned student was slender, and rather pale, as all
Yankee students are; but yet of a healthy aspect, and as
light and active as if he had wings to his shoes. By the by,
being much addicted to wading through streamlets and
across meadows, he had put on cowhide boots for the
expedition. He wore a linen blouse, a cloth cap, and a pair
of green spectacles, which he had assumed, probably, less
for the preservation of his eyes than for the dignity that they
imparted to his countenance. In either case, however, he
might as well have let them alone; for Huckleberry, a
mischievous little elf, crept behind Eustace as he sat on the
steps of the porch, snatched the spectacles from his nose,
and clapped them on her own; and as the student forgot to



take them back, they fell off into the grass, and lay there till
the next spring.
 
Now, Eustace Bright, you must know, had won great fame
among the children, as a narrator of wonderful stories; and
though he sometimes pretended to be annoyed, when they
teased him for more, and more, and always for more, yet I
really doubt whether he liked anything quite so well as to
tell them. You might have seen his eyes twinkle, therefore,
when Clover, Sweet Fern, Cowslip, Buttercup, and most of
their playmates, besought him to relate one of his stories,
while they were waiting for the mist to clear up.
 
"Yes, Cousin Eustace," said Primrose, who was a bright girl
of twelve, with laughing eyes, and a nose that turned up a
little, "the morning is certainly the best time for the stories
with which you so often tire out our patience. We shall be in
less danger of hurting your feelings, by falling asleep at the
most interesting points,—as little Cowslip and I did last
night!"
 
"Naughty Primrose," cried Cowslip, a child of six years old;
"I did not fall asleep, and I only shut my eyes, so as to see a
picture of what Cousin Eustace was telling about. His
stories are good to hear at night, because we can dream
about them asleep; and good in the morning, too, because
then we can dream about them awake. So I hope he will tell
us one this very minute."
 
"Thank you, my little Cowslip," said Eustace; "certainly you
shall have the best story I can think of, if it were only for
defending me so well from that naughty Primrose. But,
children, I have already told you so many fairy tales, that I
doubt whether there is a single one which you have not
heard at least twice over. I am afraid you will fall asleep in
reality, if I repeat any of them again."



 
"No, no, no!" cried Blue Eye, Periwinkle, Plantain, and half a
dozen others. "We like a story all the better for having heard
it two or three times before."
 
And it is a truth, as regards children, that a story seems
often to deepen its mark in their interest, not merely by two
or three, but by numberless repetitions. But Eustace Bright,
in the exuberance of his resources, scorned to avail himself
of an advantage which an older story-teller would have been
glad to grasp at.
 
"It would be a great pity," said he, "if a man of my learning
(to say nothing of original fancy) could not find a new story
every day, year in and year out, for children such as you. I
will tell you one of the nursery tales that were made for the
amusement of our great old grandmother, the Earth, when
she was a child in frock and pinafore. There are a hundred
such; and it is a wonder to me that they have not long ago
been put into picture-books for little girls and boys. But,
instead of that, old gray-bearded grandsires pore over them
in musty volumes of Greek, and puzzle themselves with
trying to find out when, and how, and for what they were
made."
 
"Well, well, well, well, Cousin Eustace!" cried all the
children at once; "talk no more about your stories, but
begin."
 
"Sit down, then, every soul of you," said Eustace Bright,
"and be all as still as so many mice. At the slightest
interruption, whether from great, naughty Primrose, little
Dandelion, or any other, I shall bite the story short off
between my teeth, and swallow the untold part. But, in the
first place, do any of you know what a Gorgon is?"
 



"I do," said Primrose.
 
"Then hold your tongue!" rejoined Eustace, who had rather
she would have known nothing about the matter. "Hold all
your tongues, and I shall tell you a sweet pretty story of a
Gorgon's head."
 
And so he did, as you may begin to read on the next page.
Working up his sophomorical erudition with a good deal of
tact, and incurring great obligations to Professor Anthon,
he, nevertheless, disregarded all classical authorities,
whenever the vagrant audacity of his imagination impelled
him to do so.
 
 
The Gorgon's Head
 
 

 
 
PERSEUS was the son of Danaë, who was the daughter of a
king. And when Perseus was a very little boy, some wicked
people put his mother and himself into a chest, and set them
afloat upon the sea. The wind blew freshly, and drove the
chest away from the shore, and the uneasy billows tossed it



up and down; while Danaë clasped her child closely to her
bosom, and dreaded that some big wave would dash its
foamy crest over them both. The chest sailed on, however,
and neither sank nor was upset; until, when night was
coming, it floated so near an island that it got entangled in a
fisherman's nets, and was drawn out high and dry upon the
sand. The island was called Seriphus, and it was reigned
over by King Polydectes, who happened to be the
fisherman's brother.
 
This fisherman, I am glad to tell you, was an exceedingly
humane and upright man. He showed great kindness to
Danaë and her little boy; and continued to befriend them,
until Perseus had grown to be a handsome youth, very
strong and active, and skillful in the use of arms. Long
before this time, King Polydectes had seen the two
strangers—the mother and her child—who had come to his
dominions in a floating chest. As he was not good and kind,
like his brother the fisherman, but extremely wicked, he
resolved to send Perseus on a dangerous enterprise, in
which he would probably be killed, and then to do some
great mischief to Danaë herself. So this bad-hearted king
spent a long while in considering what was the most
dangerous thing that a young man could possibly undertake
to perform. At last, having hit upon an enterprise that
promised to turn out as fatally as he desired, he sent for the
youthful Perseus.
 
The young man came to the palace, and found the king
sitting upon his throne.
 
"Perseus," said King Polydectes, smiling craftily upon him,
"you are grown up a fine young man. You and your good
mother have received a great deal of kindness from myself,
as well as from my worthy brother the fisherman, and I
suppose you would not be sorry to repay some of it."


