
Pandora

After Zeus had condemned kometheus for giving fue to
man, he began to plan how to punish man for accepting it.

Finally he hit upon a scheme. He ordered Hephaestus
to mold a girl out of clay and to have Aphrodite pose for
it to make sure it was beautiful. He breathed life into the
clay figure; the clay turned to flesh, and she lay sleeping,
all new. Then he summoned the gods and asked them
each to give her a gift.
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Apollo taught her to sing and play the lyre. Athene
taught her to spin, Demeter to tend a garden. Aphrodite
taught her how to look at a man without moving
her eyes and how to dance without moving her legs.
Poseidon gave her a pearl necklace and promised she
would never drown. And finally Hermes gave her a
beautifirl golden box, which, he told her, she must
never, never open. And then Hera gave her curiosity.

Hermes took her by the hand and led her down the
slope of Olympus. He led her to Epimetheus, brother of
Prometheus, and said, "Father Zeus grieves at the dis-
grace which has fallen upon your family. And to show
you that he holds you blameless in your brother's of-
fense, he makes you this gift-this girl, fairest in all the
world. She is to be your wife. Her name is Pandorii, the
all-gifted."

So Epimetheus and Pandora were married. Pandora
spun and baked and tended her garden, and played the
lyre and danced for her husband, and thought herself
the happiest young bride in all the world. Only one
thing bothered her-the golden box. First she kept it on
the table and polished it every day so that all might ad-
mire it. But the sunlight lanced through the window,
and the box sparkled and seemed to be winking at her.

She found herself thinking, "Hermes must have
been teasing. He's always making jokes; everyone
knows that. Yes, he was teasing, telling me never to
open his gift. For if it is so beautiful outside, what must
it be inside? Why, he has hidden a surprise for me there.
Gems more lovely than have ever been seen, no doubt.
If the box is so rich, the gift inside must be even more
splendid-for that is the way of gifts. Perhaps Hermes
is waiting for me to open the box and see what is inside
and be delighted and thank him. Perhaps he thinks me
ungrateful . . ."

But even as she was telling herself this, she knew it
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was not so-that the box must not be opened, that she
must keep her promise.

Finally she took the box from the table and hid it in
.a dusty little storeroom. But it seemed to be burning
there in the shadows. Its heat seemed to scorch her
thoughts wherever she went. She kept passing that
room and stepping into it, making excuses to dawdle
there. Sometimes she took the box fiom its hiding place
and stroked it, then quickly shoved it out of sight, and
rushed out of the room.

She took it then, locked it in a heavy oaken chest,
put great shackles on the chest, and dug a hole in her
garden. She put the chest in, covered it over, and rolled
a boulder on top of it. When Epimetheus came home
that night, her hair was wild and her hands'were bloody,
her tunic torn and stained. But all she would tell him
was that she had been working in the garden.

That night the moonlight blazed into the room. She
could not sleep. The light pressed her eyes open. She
sat up in bed and looked around. All the room was
swimming in moonlight. Everything was different.
There were deep shadows and swaths of silver, all
mixed, all moving. She arose quietly and tiptoed from
the room.

She went out into the garden. The flowers were
blowing, the trees were swaying. The whole world was
adance in the magic white fire of that moonlight. She
walked to the rock and pushed it. It rolled away as
lightly as a pebble. And she felt herself tull of wild
strength.

Sho took a shovel and dug down to the chest. She
unshackled it and drew out the golden box.It was cold,
cold; coldness burned her hand to the bone. She trem-
bled. What was inside that box seemed to her now the
very secret of life, which she must look upon or die.

She took the limle golden key from her tunic, fitted it
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into the keyhole, and gently opened the lid. There was a
swarming, a hot throbbing, a wild meaty rustling, and a
foul smell. Out of the box, as she held it up in the
moonlight, swarmed small scaly lizardlike creatures
with bat wings and burning red eyes.

They flew out of the box, circled her head once,
clapping their wings and screaming thin little jeering
screarns-and then flew off into the night, hissing and
cackling.

Then, half-fainting, sinking to her knees, Pandora,
with her last bit of strength, clutched the box and
slammed down the lid-catching the last little monster
just as it was wriggling free. It shrieked and spat and
clawed her hand, but she ttrust it back into the box and
locked it in. Then she dropped the box and fainted
away.

What were those deathly creatures that flew out of
the golden box? They were the ills that beset mankind:
the spites, disease in its thousand shapes, old age,
famine, insanity, and all their foul kin. After they flew
out of the box, they scattered-flew into every home
and swung from the rafters-waiting. And when their
time comes, they fly and sting-and bring pain and sor-
row and death.

At that, things could have been much worse. For the
creature that Pandora shut into the box was the most
dangerous of all. It was Foreboding, the final spite. If it
had flown free, everyone in the world would have been
told exactly what misfornrne was to happen every day
of his life. No hope would have been possible. And so
there would have been an end to man. For though he
can bear endless trouble, he cannot live with no hope at
all.
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