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! The Golden Touch

I The Story of King Midas
' King Midas was a powerful, yet greedy man. He spent his
days counting his gold and at night he dreamed of gredt riches.

No matter how much gold he received, if was never enough.

l One day King Midas was out in his beautiful rose garden when
he metf a satyr- half man, half goat. The safyr was lost, so King
I Midas gave him some food and directed him back fo the right
path. The satyr was very grafteful to the king for his

‘ assistance. fe wanted fo reward Midas by granting him one

‘ wish.

King Midas thought long and hard. How could one wish fulfill
his many wanfs? In fact, Midas felt a little cheated because he
Knew three wishes was the standard
rewdrd. e was just about to voice this
very senfiment fo the saftyr when
suddenly he had a brilliant idea. Visions of
money, wedlth, and treasure filled nhis
mind.

“‘Gold!" shouted the King. “I want
everything that I fouch fo turn fo gold”

“Oh, I don't think that is a good idea,” said
the satyr. “You should reconsider your
request.”

tl ’ ! But Midas insisted and the satyr granfed
. the wish. © 2013 Nicole Shelby
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Midas could not wait to test out his new gift. He redched down
¥ and picked up a rock. As his eyes widened in disbelief, the rock
became solid gold. The king was thrilled and began touching
everything in sight- grass, leaves, acorns, flowers, and free
branches. I have the golden touch, he thought.

He raced through the forest. The king was finally happy. He
would be the richest man in the world.

l Back af the castle, King Midas demanded a huge celebration

feast. fe wanfed meats, fruits, cheeses, and breads. Nothing

‘buT the best would do for the king now that he was going fo be
richl
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‘ As he sat down to eaf, the chair furned fo gold at his fouch.
He reached for a drink and the cup tfurned info a golden goblet ,
Im his hand. Midas went fo take a sip of the wafer, but suddenly '
choked on a lump of gold. He grabbed a piece of bread, bif info
':T. It, too, furned fo gold. '
I

“On, no!” cried the king. “I will starve to deatfh’’

At her father’s cry, the king’s young daughter rushed fo
lconsole her father. As she wrdpped her arms around her
lfafher, she quickly turned into a golden statue.

Sobbing, Midas fell fo his knees and begged the gods fo sef
him free of his foolish wish. flis tears became finy golden
marbles das he cried.

‘I have learned my lesson! My wish was foolish and now T am

‘ being punished for it. I have learned that mogezy cgrlw\];rc%l@/ Sh
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" happiness. Family is more important. Please take all the gold
¥ and lef things refurn to the way they were,” begged the king.

' The gods took pify on the king. fe was insfructed to go fo the
River Pactolus fo wash his entire body and remove the Midas
fouch-which was a curse rather than a gift.

‘ King Midas raced fo the river and scrubbed himself. He could |
see flecks of gold floating in the water. When he stepped outf of |

'The river, his power was gone dnd his daughter had sprung back ‘
to life.

King Midas redlized that he was now fruly happy. However, the l
gods gave King Midas a reminder of his foolishness. Two donkey l
‘ears sprouted from the fop of his head, and Midas never forgof

his lesson. ,




