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        The Twelve Dancing Princesses

      

      There was a king who had twelve beautiful daughters. They slept in twelve beds all in one room; and when they went to bed, the doors were shut and locked up; but every morning their shoes were found to be quite worn through as if they had been danced in all night; and yet nobody could find out how it happened, or where they had been.

      Then the king made it known to all the land, that if any person could discover the secret, and find out where it was that the princesses danced in the night, he should have the one he liked best for his wife, and should be king after his death; but whoever tried and did not succeed, after three days and nights, should be put to death.

      A king’s son soon came. He was well entertained, and in the evening was taken to the chamber next to the one where the princesses lay in their twelve beds. There he was to sit and watch where they went to dance; and, in order that nothing might pass without his hearing it, the door of his chamber was left open. But the king’s son soon fell asleep; and when he awoke in the morning he found that the princesses had all been dancing, for the soles of their shoes were full of holes. The same thing happened the second and third night: so the king ordered his head to be cut off. After him came several others; but they had all the same luck, and all lost their lives in the same manner.

      Now it chanced that an old soldier, who had been wounded in battle and could fight no longer, passed through the country where this king reigned: and as he was travelling through a wood, he met an old woman, who asked him where he was going. ‘I hardly know where I am going, or what I had better do,’ said the soldier; ‘but I think I should like very well to find out where it is that the princesses dance, and then in time I might be a king.’ ‘Well,’ said the old dame, ‘that is no very hard task: only take care not to drink any of the wine which one of the princesses will bring to you in the evening; and as soon as she leaves you pretend to be fast asleep.’

      Then she gave him a cloak, and said, ‘As soon as you put that on you will become invisible, and you will then be able to follow the princesses wherever they go.’ When the soldier heard all this good counsel, he determined to try his luck: so he went to the king, and said he was willing to undertake the task.

      He was as well received as the others had been, and the king ordered fine royal robes to be given him; and when the evening came he was led to the outer chamber. Just as he was going to lie down, the eldest of the princesses brought him a cup of wine; but the soldier threw it all away secretly, taking care not to drink a drop. Then he laid himself down on his bed, and in a little while began to snore very loud as if he was fast asleep. When the twelve princesses heard this they laughed heartily; and the eldest said, ‘This fellow too might have done a wiser thing than lose his life in this way!’ Then they rose up and opened their drawers and boxes, and took out all their fine clothes, and dressed themselves at the glass, and skipped about as if they were eager to begin dancing. But the youngest said, ‘I don’t know how it is, while you are so happy I feel very uneasy; I am sure some mischance will befall us.’ ‘You simpleton,’ said the eldest, ‘you are always afraid; have you forgotten how many kings’ sons have already watched in vain? And as for this soldier, even if I had not given him his sleeping draught, he would have slept soundly enough.’

      When they were all ready, they went and looked at the soldier; but he snored on, and did not stir hand or foot: so they thought they were quite safe; and the eldest went up to her own bed and clapped her hands, and the bed sank into the floor and a trap-door flew open. The soldier saw them going down through the trap-door one after another, the eldest leading the way; and thinking he had no time to lose, he jumped up, put on the cloak which the old woman had given him, and followed them; but in the middle of the stairs he trod on the gown of the youngest princess, and she cried out to her sisters, ‘All is not right; someone took hold of my gown.’ ‘You silly creature!’ said the eldest, ‘it is nothing but a nail in the wall.’ Then down they all went, and at the bottom they found themselves in a most delightful grove of trees; and the leaves were all of silver, and glittered and sparkled beautifully. The soldier wished to take away some token of the place; so he broke off a little branch, and there came a loud noise from the tree. Then the youngest daughter said again, ‘I am sure all is not right-did not you hear that noise? That never happened before.’ But the eldest said, ‘It is only our princes, who are shouting for joy at our approach.’

      Then they came to another grove of trees, where all the leaves were of gold; and afterwards to a third, where the leaves were all glittering diamonds. And the soldier broke a branch from each; and every time there was a loud noise, which made the youngest sister tremble with fear; but the eldest still said, it was only the princes, who were crying for joy. So they went on till they came to a great lake; and at the side of the lake there lay twelve little boats with twelve handsome princes in them, who seemed to be waiting there for the princesses.

      One of the princesses went into each boat, and the soldier stepped into the same boat with the youngest. As they were rowing over the lake, the prince who was in the boat with the youngest princess and the soldier said, ‘I do not know why it is, but though I am rowing with all my might we do not get on so fast as usual, and I am quite tired: the boat seems very heavy today.’ ‘It is only the heat of the weather,’ said the princess: ‘I feel it very warm too.’

      On the other side of the lake stood a fine illuminated castle, from which came the merry music of horns and trumpets. There they all landed, and went into the castle, and each prince danced with his princess; and the soldier, who was all the time invisible, danced with them too; and when any of the princesses had a cup of wine set by her, he drank it all up, so that when she put the cup to her mouth it was empty. At this, too, the youngest sister was terribly frightened, but the eldest always silenced her. They danced on till three o’clock in the morning, and then all their shoes were worn out, so that they were obliged to leave off. The princes rowed them back again over the lake (but this time the soldier placed himself in the boat with the eldest princess); and on the opposite shore they took leave of each other, the princesses promising to come again the next night.

      When they came to the stairs, the soldier ran on before the princesses, and laid himself down; and as the twelve sisters slowly came up very much tired, they heard him snoring in his bed; so they said, ‘Now all is quite safe’; then they undressed themselves, put away their fine clothes, pulled off their shoes, and went to bed. In the morning the soldier said nothing about what had happened, but determined to see more of this strange adventure, and went again the second and third night; and every thing happened just as before; the princesses danced each time till their shoes were worn to pieces, and then returned home. However, on the third night the soldier carried away one of the golden cups as a token of where he had been.

      As soon as the time came when he was to declare the secret, he was taken before the king with the three branches and the golden cup; and the twelve princesses stood listening behind the door to hear what he would say. And when the king asked him. ‘Where do my twelve daughters dance at night?’ he answered, ‘With twelve princes in a castle under ground.’ And then he told the king all that had happened, and showed him the three branches and the golden cup which he had brought with him. Then the king called for the princesses, and asked them whether what the soldier said was true: and when they saw that they were discovered, and that it was of no use to deny what had happened, they confessed it all. And the king asked the soldier which of them he would choose for his wife; and he answered, ‘I am not very young, so I will have the eldest.’-And they were married that very day, and the soldier was chosen to be the king’s heir.

    


    
      
        The Dog And The Sparrow

      

      A shepherd’s dog had a master who took no care of him, but often let him suffer the greatest hunger. At last he could bear it no longer; so he took to his heels, and off he ran in a very sad and sorrowful mood. On the road he met a sparrow that said to him, ‘Why are you so sad, my friend?’ ‘Because,’ said the dog, ‘I am very very hungry, and have nothing to eat.’ ‘If that be all,’ answered the sparrow, ‘come with me into the next town, and I will soon find you plenty of food.’ So on they went together into the town: and as they passed by a butcher’s shop, the sparrow said to the dog, ‘Stand there a little while till I peck you down a piece of meat.’ So the sparrow perched upon the shelf: and having first looked carefully about her to see if anyone was watching her, she pecked and scratched at a steak that lay upon the edge of the shelf, till at last down it fell. Then the dog snapped it up, and scrambled away with it into a corner, where he soon ate it all up. ‘Well,’ said the sparrow, ‘you shall have some more if you will; so come with me to the next shop, and I will peck you down another steak.’ When the dog had eaten this too, the sparrow said to him, ‘Well, my good friend, have you had enough now?’ ‘I have had plenty of meat,’ answered he, ‘but I should like to have a piece of bread to eat after it.’ ‘Come with me then,’ said the sparrow, ‘and you shall soon have that too.’ So she took him to a baker’s shop, and pecked at two rolls that lay in the window, till they fell down: and as the dog still wished for more, she took him to another shop and pecked down some more for him. When that was eaten, the sparrow asked him whether he had had enough now. ‘Yes,’ said he; ‘and now let us take a walk a little way out of the town.’ So they both went out upon the high road; but as the weather was warm, they had not gone far before the dog said, ‘I am very much tired-I should like to take a nap.’ ‘Very well,’ answered the sparrow, ‘do so, and in the meantime I will perch upon that bush.’ So the dog stretched himself out on the road, and fell fast asleep. Whilst he slept, there came by a carter with a cart drawn by three horses, and loaded with two casks of wine. The sparrow, seeing that the carter did not turn out of the way, but would go on in the track in which the dog lay, so as to drive over him, called out, ‘Stop! stop! Mr Carter, or it shall be the worse for you.’ But the carter, grumbling to himself, ‘You make it the worse for me, indeed! what can you do?’ cracked his whip, and drove his cart over the poor dog, so that the wheels crushed him to death. ‘There,’ cried the sparrow, ‘thou cruel villain, thou hast killed my friend the dog. Now mind what I say. This deed of thine shall cost thee all thou art worth.’ ‘Do your worst, and welcome,’ said the brute, ‘what harm can you do me?’ and passed on. But the sparrow crept under the tilt of the cart, and pecked at the bung of one of the casks till she loosened it; and then all the wine ran out, without the carter seeing it. At last he looked round, and saw that the cart was dripping, and the cask quite empty. ‘What an unlucky wretch I am!’ cried he. ‘Not wretch enough yet!’ said the sparrow, as she alighted upon the head of one of the horses, and pecked at him till he reared up and kicked. When the carter saw this, he drew out his hatchet and aimed a blow at the sparrow, meaning to kill her; but she flew away, and the blow fell upon the poor horse’s head with such force, that he fell down dead. ‘Unlucky wretch that I am!’ cried he. ‘Not wretch enough yet!’ said the sparrow. And as the carter went on with the other two horses, she again crept under the tilt of the cart, and pecked out the bung of the second cask, so that all the wine ran out. When the carter saw this, he again cried out, ‘Miserable wretch that I am!’ But the sparrow answered, ‘Not wretch enough yet!’ and perched on the head of the second horse, and pecked at him too. The carter ran up and struck at her again with his hatchet; but away she flew, and the blow fell upon the second horse and killed him on the spot. ‘Unlucky wretch that I am!’ said he. ‘Not wretch enough yet!’ said the sparrow; and perching upon the third horse, she began to peck him too. The carter was mad with fury; and without looking about him, or caring what he was about, struck again at the sparrow; but killed his third horse as he done the other two. ‘Alas! miserable wretch that I am!’ cried he. ‘Not wretch enough yet!’ answered the sparrow as she flew away; ‘now will I plague and punish thee at thy own house.’ The carter was forced at last to leave his cart behind him, and to go home overflowing with rage and vexation. ‘Alas!’ said he to his wife, ‘what ill luck has befallen me!-my wine is all spilt, and my horses all three dead.’ ‘Alas! husband,’ replied she, ‘and a wicked bird has come into the house, and has brought with her all the birds in the world, I am sure, and they have fallen upon our corn in the loft, and are eating it up at such a rate!’ Away ran the husband upstairs, and saw thousands of birds sitting upon the floor eating up his corn, with the sparrow in the midst of them. ‘Unlucky wretch that I am!’ cried the carter; for he saw that the corn was almost all gone. ‘Not wretch enough yet!’ said the sparrow; ‘thy cruelty shall cost thee thy life yet!’ and away she flew.

      The carter seeing that he had thus lost all that he had, went down into his kitchen; and was still not sorry for what he had done, but sat himself angrily and sulkily in the chimney corner. But the sparrow sat on the outside of the window, and cried ‘Carter! thy cruelty shall cost thee thy life!’ With that he jumped up in a rage, seized his hatchet, and threw it at the sparrow; but it missed her, and only broke the window. The sparrow now hopped in, perched upon the window-seat, and cried, ‘Carter! it shall cost thee thy life!’ Then he became mad and blind with rage, and struck the window-seat with such force that he cleft it in two: and as the sparrow flew from place to place, the carter and his wife were so furious, that they broke all their furniture, glasses, chairs, benches, the table, and at last the walls, without touching the bird at all. In the end, however, they caught her: and the wife said, ‘Shall I kill her at once?’ ‘No,’ cried he, ‘that is letting her off too easily: she shall die a much more cruel death; I will eat her.’ But the sparrow began to flutter about, and stretch out her neck and cried, ‘Carter! it shall cost thee thy life yet!’ With that he could wait no longer: so he gave his wife the hatchet, and cried, ‘Wife, strike at the bird and kill her in my hand.’ And the wife struck; but she missed her aim, and hit her husband on the head so that he fell down dead, and the sparrow flew quietly home to her nest.

    


    
      
        The Fisherman And His Wife

      

      There was once a fisherman who lived with his wife in a pigsty, close by the seaside. The fisherman used to go out all day long a-fishing; and one day, as he sat on the shore with his rod, looking at the sparkling waves and watching his line, all on a sudden his float was dragged away deep into the water: and in drawing it up he pulled out a great fish. But the fish said, ‘Pray let me live! I am not a real fish; I am an enchanted prince: put me in the water again, and let me go!’ ‘Oh, ho!’ said the man, ‘you need not make so many words about the matter; I will have nothing to do with a fish that can talk: so swim away, sir, as soon as you please!’ Then he put him back into the water, and the fish darted straight down to the bottom, and left a long streak of blood behind him on the wave.

      When the fisherman went home to his wife in the pigsty, he told her how he had caught a great fish, and how it had told him it was an enchanted prince, and how, on hearing it speak, he had let it go again. ‘Did not you ask it for anything?’ said the wife, ‘we live very wretchedly here, in this nasty dirty pigsty; do go back and tell the fish we want a snug little cottage.’

      The fisherman did not much like the business: however, he went to the seashore; and when he came back there the water looked all yellow and green. And he stood at the water’s edge, and said:

      
        ‘O man of the sea!
      

      
        Hearken to me!
      

      
        My wife Ilsabill
      

      
        Will have her own will,
      

      
        And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
      

      Then the fish came swimming to him, and said, ‘Well, what is her will? What does your wife want?’ ‘Ah!’ said the fisherman, ‘she says that when I had caught you, I ought to have asked you for something before I let you go; she does not like living any longer in the pigsty, and wants a snug little cottage.’ ‘Go home, then,’ said the fish; ‘she is in the cottage already!’ So the man went home, and saw his wife standing at the door of a nice trim little cottage. ‘Come in, come in!’ said she; ‘is not this much better than the filthy pigsty we had?’ And there was a parlour, and a bedchamber, and a kitchen; and behind the cottage there was a little garden, planted with all sorts of flowers and fruits; and there was a courtyard behind, full of ducks and chickens. ‘Ah!’ said the fisherman, ‘how happily we shall live now!’ ‘We will try to do so, at least,’ said his wife.

      Everything went right for a week or two, and then Dame Ilsabill said, ‘Husband, there is not near room enough for us in this cottage; the courtyard and the garden are a great deal too small; I should like to have a large stone castle to live in: go to the fish again and tell him to give us a castle.’ ‘Wife,’ said the fisherman, ‘I don’t like to go to him again, for perhaps he will be angry; we ought to be easy with this pretty cottage to live in.’ ‘Nonsense!’ said the wife; ‘he will do it very willingly, I know; go along and try!’

      The fisherman went, but his heart was very heavy: and when he came to the sea, it looked blue and gloomy, though it was very calm; and he went close to the edge of the waves, and said:

      
        ‘O man of the sea!
      

      
        Hearken to me!
      

      
        My wife Ilsabill
      

      
        Will have her own will,
      

      
        And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
      

      ‘Well, what does she want now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said the man, dolefully, ‘my wife wants to live in a stone castle.’ ‘Go home, then,’ said the fish; ‘she is standing at the gate of it already.’ So away went the fisherman, and found his wife standing before the gate of a great castle. ‘See,’ said she, ‘is not this grand?’ With that they went into the castle together, and found a great many servants there, and the rooms all richly furnished, and full of golden chairs and tables; and behind the castle was a garden, and around it was a park half a mile long, full of sheep, and goats, and hares, and deer; and in the courtyard were stables and cow-houses. ‘Well,’ said the man, ‘now we will live cheerful and happy in this beautiful castle for the rest of our lives.’ ‘Perhaps we may,’ said the wife; ‘but let us sleep upon it, before we make up our minds to that.’ So they went to bed.

      The next morning when Dame Ilsabill awoke it was broad daylight, and she jogged the fisherman with her elbow, and said, ‘Get up, husband, and bestir yourself, for we must be king of all the land.’ ‘Wife, wife,’ said the man, ‘why should we wish to be the king? I will not be king.’ ‘Then I will,’ said she. ‘But, wife,’ said the fisherman, ‘how can you be king-the fish cannot make you a king?’ ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘say no more about it, but go and try! I will be king.’ So the man went away quite sorrowful to think that his wife should want to be king. This time the sea looked a dark grey colour, and was overspread with curling waves and the ridges of foam as he cried out:

      
        ‘O man of the sea!
      

      
        Hearken to me!
      

      
        My wife Ilsabill
      

      
        Will have her own will,
      

      
        And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
      

      ‘Well, what would she have now?’ said the fish. ‘Alas!’ said the poor man, ‘my wife wants to be king.’ ‘Go home,’ said the fish; ‘she is king already.’

      Then the fisherman went home; and as he came close to the palace he saw a troop of soldiers, and heard the sound of drums and trumpets. And when he went in he saw his wife sitting on a throne of gold and diamonds, with a golden crown upon her head; and on each side of her stood six fair maidens, each a head taller than the other. ‘Well, wife,’ said the fisherman, ‘are you king?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘I am king.’ And when he had looked at her for a long time, he said, ‘Ah, wife! what a fine thing it is to be king! Now we shall never have anything more to wish for as long as we live.’ ‘I don’t know how that may be,’ said she; ‘never is a long time. I am king, it is true; but I begin to be tired of that, and I think I should like to be emperor.’ ‘Alas, wife! why should you wish to be emperor?’ said the fisherman. ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘go to the fish! I say I will be emperor.’ ‘Ah, wife!’ replied the fisherman, ‘the fish cannot make an emperor, I am sure, and I should not like to ask him for such a thing.’ ‘I am king,’ said Ilsabill, ‘and you are my slave; so go at once!’

      So the fisherman was forced to go; and he muttered as he went along, ‘This will come to no good, it is too much to ask; the fish will be tired at last, and then we shall be sorry for what we have done.’ He soon came to the seashore; and the water was quite black and muddy, and a mighty whirlwind blew over the waves and rolled them about, but he went as near as he could to the water’s brink, and said:

      
        ‘O man of the sea!
      

      
        Hearken to me!
      

      
        My wife Ilsabill
      

      
        Will have her own will,
      

      
        And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
      

      ‘What would she have now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said the fisherman, ‘she wants to be emperor.’ ‘Go home,’ said the fish; ‘she is emperor already.’

      So he went home again; and as he came near he saw his wife Ilsabill sitting on a very lofty throne made of solid gold, with a great crown on her head full two yards high; and on each side of her stood her guards and attendants in a row, each one smaller than the other, from the tallest giant down to a little dwarf no bigger than my finger. And before her stood princes, and dukes, and earls: and the fisherman went up to her and said, ‘Wife, are you emperor?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘I am emperor.’ ‘Ah!’ said the man, as he gazed upon her, ‘what a fine thing it is to be emperor!’ ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘why should we stop at being emperor? I will be pope next.’ ‘O wife, wife!’ said he, ‘how can you be pope? there is but one pope at a time in Christendom.’ ‘Husband,’ said she, ‘I will be pope this very day.’ ‘But,’ replied the husband, ‘the fish cannot make you pope.’ ‘What nonsense!’ said she; ‘if he can make an emperor, he can make a pope: go and try him.’

      So the fisherman went. But when he came to the shore the wind was raging and the sea was tossed up and down in boiling waves, and the ships were in trouble, and rolled fearfully upon the tops of the billows. In the middle of the heavens there was a little piece of blue sky, but towards the south all was red, as if a dreadful storm was rising. At this sight the fisherman was dreadfully frightened, and he trembled so that his knees knocked together: but still he went down near to the shore, and said:

      
        ‘O man of the sea!
      

      
        Hearken to me!
      

      
        My wife Ilsabill
      

      
        Will have her own will,
      

      
        And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
      

      ‘What does she want now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said the fisherman, ‘my wife wants to be pope.’ ‘Go home,’ said the fish; ‘she is pope already.’

      Then the fisherman went home, and found Ilsabill sitting on a throne that was two miles high. And she had three great crowns on her head, and around her stood all the pomp and power of the Church. And on each side of her were two rows of burning lights, of all sizes, the greatest as large as the highest and biggest tower in the world, and the least no larger than a small rushlight. ‘Wife,’ said the fisherman, as he looked at all this greatness, ‘are you pope?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘I am pope.’ ‘Well, wife,’ replied he, ‘it is a grand thing to be pope; and now you must be easy, for you can be nothing greater.’ ‘I will think about that,’ said the wife. Then they went to bed: but Dame Ilsabill could not sleep all night for thinking what she should be next. At last, as she was dropping asleep, morning broke, and the sun rose. ‘Ha!’ thought she, as she woke up and looked at it through the window, ‘after all I cannot prevent the sun rising.’ At this thought she was very angry, and wakened her husband, and said, ‘Husband, go to the fish and tell him I must be lord of the sun and moon.’ The fisherman was half asleep, but the thought frightened him so much that he started and fell out of bed. ‘Alas, wife!’ said he, ‘cannot you be easy with being pope?’ ‘No,’ said she, ‘I am very uneasy as long as the sun and moon rise without my leave. Go to the fish at once!’

      Then the man went shivering with fear; and as he was going down to the shore a dreadful storm arose, so that the trees and the very rocks shook. And all the heavens became black with stormy clouds, and the lightnings played, and the thunders rolled; and you might have seen in the sea great black waves, swelling up like mountains with crowns of white foam upon their heads. And the fisherman crept towards the sea, and cried out, as well as he could:

      
        ‘O man of the sea!
      

      
        Hearken to me!
      

      
        My wife Ilsabill
      

      
        Will have her own will,
      

      
        And hath sent me to beg a boon of thee!’
      

      ‘What does she want now?’ said the fish. ‘Ah!’ said he, ‘she wants to be lord of the sun and moon.’ ‘Go home,’ said the fish, ‘to your pigsty again.’

      And there they live to this very day.

    


    
      
        The Frog-Prince

      

      One fine evening a young princess put on her bonnet and clogs, and went out to take a walk by herself in a wood; and when she came to a cool spring of water, that rose in the midst of it, she sat herself down to rest a while. Now she had a golden ball in her hand, which was her favourite plaything; and she was always tossing it up into the air, and catching it again as it fell. After a time she threw it up so high that she missed catching it as it fell; and the ball bounded away, and rolled along upon the ground, till at last it fell down into the spring. The princess looked into the spring after her ball, but it was very deep, so deep that she could not see the bottom of it. Then she began to bewail her loss, and said, ‘Alas! if I could only get my ball again, I would give all my fine clothes and jewels, and everything that I have in the world.’

       

      
        [image: ]
      

       

      Whilst she was speaking, a frog put its head out of the water, and said, ‘Princess, why do you weep so bitterly?’ ‘Alas!’ said she, ‘what can you do for me, you nasty frog? My golden ball has fallen into the spring.’ The frog said, ‘I want not your pearls, and jewels, and fine clothes; but if you will love me, and let me live with you and eat from off your golden plate, and sleep upon your bed, I will bring you your ball again.’ ‘What nonsense,’ thought the princess, ‘this silly frog is talking! He can never even get out of the spring to visit me, though he may be able to get my ball for me, and therefore I will tell him he shall have what he asks.’ So she said to the frog, ‘Well, if you will bring me my ball, I will do all you ask.’ Then the frog put his head down, and dived deep under the water; and after a little while he came up again, with the ball in his mouth, and threw it on the edge of the spring. As soon as the young princess saw her ball, she ran to pick it up; and she was so overjoyed to have it in her hand again, that she never thought of the frog, but ran home with it as fast as she could. The frog called after her, ‘Stay, princess, and take me with you as you said,’ But she did not stop to hear a word.

      The next day, just as the princess had sat down to dinner, she heard a strange noise-tap, tap-plash, plash-as if something was coming up the marble staircase: and soon afterwards there was a gentle knock at the door, and a little voice cried out and said:

      
        ‘Open the door, my princess dear,
      

      
        Open the door to thy true love here!
      

      
        And mind the words that thou and I said
      

      
        By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.’
      

      Then the princess ran to the door and opened it, and there she saw the frog, whom she had quite forgotten. At this sight she was sadly frightened, and shutting the door as fast as she could came back to her seat. The king, her father, seeing that something had frightened her, asked her what was the matter. ‘There is a nasty frog,’ said she, ‘at the door, that lifted my ball for me out of the spring this morning: I told him that he should live with me here, thinking that he could never get out of the spring; but there he is at the door, and he wants to come in.’

      While she was speaking the frog knocked again at the door, and said:

      
        ‘Open the door, my princess dear,
      

      
        Open the door to thy true love here!
      

      
        And mind the words that thou and I said
      

      
        By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.’
      

      Then the king said to the young princess, ‘As you have given your word you must keep it; so go and let him in.’ She did so, and the frog hopped into the room, and then straight on-tap, tap-plash, plash-from the bottom of the room to the top, till he came up close to the table where the princess sat. ‘Pray lift me upon chair,’ said he to the princess, ‘and let me sit next to you.’ As soon as she had done this, the frog said, ‘Put your plate nearer to me, that I may eat out of it.’ This she did, and when he had eaten as much as he could, he said, ‘Now I am tired; carry me upstairs, and put me into your bed.’ And the princess, though very unwilling, took him up in her hand, and put him upon the pillow of her own bed, where he slept all night long. As soon as it was light he jumped up, hopped downstairs, and went out of the house. ‘Now, then,’ thought the princess, ‘at last he is gone, and I shall be troubled with him no more.’

      But she was mistaken; for when night came again she heard the same tapping at the door; and the frog came once more, and said:

      
        ‘Open the door, my princess dear,
      

      
        Open the door to thy true love here!
      

      
        And mind the words that thou and I said
      

      
        By the fountain cool, in the greenwood shade.’
      

      And when the princess opened the door the frog came in, and slept upon her pillow as before, till the morning broke. And the third night he did the same. But when the princess awoke on the following morning she was astonished to see, instead of the frog, a handsome prince, gazing on her with the most beautiful eyes she had ever seen, and standing at the head of her bed.

      He told her that he had been enchanted by a spiteful fairy, who had changed him into a frog; and that he had been fated so to abide till some princess should take him out of the spring, and let him eat from her plate, and sleep upon her bed for three nights. ‘You,’ said the prince, ‘have broken his cruel charm, and now I have nothing to wish for but that you should go with me into my father’s kingdom, where I will marry you, and love you as long as you live.’

      The young princess, you may be sure, was not long in saying ‘Yes’ to all this; and as they spoke a gay coach drove up, with eight beautiful horses, decked with plumes of feathers and a golden harness; and behind the coach rode the prince’s servant, faithful Heinrich, who had bewailed the misfortunes of his dear master during his enchantment so long and so bitterly, that his heart had well-nigh burst.

      They then took leave of the king, and got into the coach with eight horses, and all set out, full of joy and merriment, for the prince’s kingdom, which they reached safely; and there they lived happily a great many years.

    


    
      
        The Willow-Wren And The Bear

      

      Once in summer-time the bear and the wolf were walking in the forest, and the bear heard a bird singing so beautifully that he said: ‘Brother wolf, what bird is it that sings so well?’ ‘That is the King of birds,’ said the wolf, ‘before whom we must bow down.’ In reality the bird was the willow-wren. ‘IF that’s the case,’ said the bear, ‘I should very much like to see his royal palace; come, take me thither.’ ‘That is not done quite as you seem to think,’ said the wolf; ‘you must wait until the Queen comes,’ Soon afterwards, the Queen arrived with some food in her beak, and the lord King came too, and they began to feed their young ones. The bear would have liked to go at once, but the wolf held him back by the sleeve, and said: ‘No, you must wait until the lord and lady Queen have gone away again.’ So they took stock of the hole where the nest lay, and trotted away. The bear, however, could not rest until he had seen the royal palace, and when a short time had passed, went to it again. The King and Queen had just flown out, so he peeped in and saw five or six young ones lying there. ‘Is that the royal palace?’ cried the bear; ‘it is a wretched palace, and you are not King’s children, you are disreputable children!’ When the young wrens heard that, they were frightfully angry, and screamed: ‘No, that we are not! Our parents are honest people! Bear, you will have to pay for that!’

      The bear and the wolf grew uneasy, and turned back and went into their holes. The young willow-wrens, however, continued to cry and scream, and when their parents again brought food they said: ‘We will not so much as touch one fly’s leg, no, not if we were dying of hunger, until you have settled whether we are respectable children or not; the bear has been here and has insulted us!’ Then the old King said: ‘Be easy, he shall be punished,’ and he at once flew with the Queen to the bear’s cave, and called in: ‘Old Growler, why have you insulted my children? You shall suffer for it-we will punish you by a bloody war.’ Thus war was announced to the Bear, and all four-footed animals were summoned to take part in it, oxen, asses, cows, deer, and every other animal the earth contained. And the willow-wren summoned everything which flew in the air, not only birds, large and small, but midges, and hornets, bees and flies had to come.

      When the time came for the war to begin, the willow-wren sent out spies to discover who was the enemy’s commander-in-chief. The gnat, who was the most crafty, flew into the forest where the enemy was assembled, and hid herself beneath a leaf of the tree where the password was to be announced. There stood the bear, and he called the fox before him and said: ‘Fox, you are the most cunning of all animals, you shall be general and lead us.’ ‘Good,’ said the fox, ‘but what signal shall we agree upon?’ No one knew that, so the fox said: ‘I have a fine long bushy tail, which almost looks like a plume of red feathers. When I lift my tail up quite high, all is going well, and you must charge; but if I let it hang down, run away as fast as you can.’ When the gnat had heard that, she flew away again, and revealed everything, down to the minutest detail, to the willow-wren. When day broke, and the battle was to begin, all the four-footed animals came running up with such a noise that the earth trembled. The willow-wren with his army also came flying through the air with such a humming, and whirring, and swarming that every one was uneasy and afraid, and on both sides they advanced against each other. But the willow-wren sent down the hornet, with orders to settle beneath the fox’s tail, and sting with all his might. When the fox felt the first string, he started so that he lifted one leg, from pain, but he bore it, and still kept his tail high in the air; at the second sting, he was forced to put it down for a moment; at the third, he could hold out no longer, screamed, and put his tail between his legs. When the animals saw that, they thought all was lost, and began to flee, each into his hole, and the birds had won the battle.

      Then the King and Queen flew home to their children and cried: ‘Children, rejoice, eat and drink to your heart’s content, we have won the battle!’ But the young wrens said: ‘We will not eat yet, the bear must come to the nest, and beg for pardon and say that we are honourable children, before we will do that.’ Then the willow-wren flew to the bear’s hole and cried: ‘Growler, you are to come to the nest to my children, and beg their pardon, or else every rib of your body shall be broken.’ So the bear crept thither in the greatest fear, and begged their pardon. And now at last the young wrens were satisfied, and sat down together and ate and drank, and made merry till quite late into the night.

    


    
      
        Hansel and Gretel

      

      Hard by a great forest dwelt a poor wood-cutter with his wife and his two children. The boy was called Hansel and the girl Gretel. He had little to bite and to break, and once when great dearth fell on the land, he could no longer procure even daily bread. Now when he thought over this by night in his bed, and tossed about in his anxiety, he groaned and said to his wife: ‘What is to become of us? How are we to feed our poor children, when we no longer have anything even for ourselves?’ ‘I’ll tell you what, husband,’ answered the woman, ‘early tomorrow morning we will take the children out into the forest to where it is the thickest; there we will light a fire for them, and give each of them one more piece of bread, and then we will go to our work and leave them alone. They will not find the way home again, and we shall be rid of them.’ ‘No, wife,’ said the man, ‘I will not do that; how can I bear to leave my children alone in the forest?-the wild animals would soon come and tear them to pieces.’ ‘O, you fool!’ said she, ‘then we must all four die of hunger, you may as well plane the planks for our coffins,’ and she left him no peace until he consented. ‘But I feel very sorry for the poor children, all the same,’ said the man.

      The two children had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had heard what their stepmother had said to their father. Gretel wept bitter tears, and said to Hansel: ‘Now all is over with us.’ ‘Be quiet, Gretel,’ said Hansel, ‘do not distress yourself, I will soon find a way to help us.’ And when the old folks had fallen asleep, he got up, put on his little coat, opened the door below, and crept outside. The moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of the house glittered like real silver pennies. Hansel stooped and stuffed the little pocket of his coat with as many as he could get in. Then he went back and said to Gretel: ‘Be comforted, dear little sister, and sleep in peace, God will not forsake us,’ and he lay down again in his bed. When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the woman came and awoke the two children, saying: ‘Get up, you sluggards! we are going into the forest to fetch wood.’ She gave each a little piece of bread, and said: ‘There is something for your dinner, but do not eat it up before then, for you will get nothing else.’ Gretel took the bread under her apron, as Hansel had the pebbles in his pocket. Then they all set out together on the way to the forest. When they had walked a short time, Hansel stood still and peeped back at the house, and did so again and again. His father said: ‘Hansel, what are you looking at there and staying behind for? Pay attention, and do not forget how to use your legs.’ ‘Ah, father,’ said Hansel, ‘I am looking at my little white cat, which is sitting up on the roof, and wants to say goodbye to me.’ The wife said: ‘Fool, that is not your little cat, that is the morning sun which is shining on the chimneys.’ Hansel, however, had not been looking back at the cat, but had been constantly throwing one of the white pebble-stones out of his pocket on the road.

      When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said: ‘Now, children, pile up some wood, and I will light a fire that you may not be cold.’ Hansel and Gretel gathered brushwood together, as high as a little hill. The brushwood was lighted, and when the flames were burning very high, the woman said: ‘Now, children, lay yourselves down by the fire and rest, we will go into the forest and cut some wood. When we have done, we will come back and fetch you away.’
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      Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little piece of bread, and as they heard the strokes of the wood-axe they believed that their father was near. It was not the axe, however, but a branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was blowing backwards and forwards. And as they had been sitting such a long time, their eyes closed with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. When at last they awoke, it was already dark night. Gretel began to cry and said: ‘How are we to get out of the forest now?’ But Hansel comforted her and said: ‘Just wait a little, until the moon has risen, and then we will soon find the way.’ And when the full moon had risen, Hansel took his little sister by the hand, and followed the pebbles which shone like newly-coined silver pieces, and showed them the way.

      They walked the whole night long, and by break of day came once more to their father’s house. They knocked at the door, and when the woman opened it and saw that it was Hansel and Gretel, she said: ‘You naughty children, why have you slept so long in the forest?-we thought you were never coming back at all!’ The father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them behind alone.

      Not long afterwards, there was once more great dearth throughout the land, and the children heard their mother saying at night to their father: ‘Everything is eaten again, we have one half loaf left, and that is the end. The children must go, we will take them farther into the wood, so that they will not find their way out again; there is no other means of saving ourselves!’ The man’s heart was heavy, and he thought: ‘It would be better for you to share the last mouthful with your children.’ The woman, however, would listen to nothing that he had to say, but scolded and reproached him. He who says A must say B, likewise, and as he had yielded the first time, he had to do so a second time also.

      The children, however, were still awake and had heard the conversation. When the old folks were asleep, Hansel again got up, and wanted to go out and pick up pebbles as he had done before, but the woman had locked the door, and Hansel could not get out. Nevertheless he comforted his little sister, and said: ‘Do not cry, Gretel, go to sleep quietly, the good God will help us.’

      Early in the morning came the woman, and took the children out of their beds. Their piece of bread was given to them, but it was still smaller than the time before. On the way into the forest Hansel crumbled his in his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on the ground. ‘Hansel, why do you stop and look round?’ said the father, ‘go on.’ ‘I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on the roof, and wants to say goodbye to me,’ answered Hansel. ‘Fool!’ said the woman, ‘that is not your little pigeon, that is the morning sun that is shining on the chimney.’ Hansel, however little by little, threw all the crumbs on the path.

      The woman led the children still deeper into the forest, where they had never in their lives been before. Then a great fire was again made, and the mother said: ‘Just sit there, you children, and when you are tired you may sleep a little; we are going into the forest to cut wood, and in the evening when we are done, we will come and fetch you away.’ When it was noon, Gretel shared her piece of bread with Hansel, who had scattered his by the way. Then they fell asleep and evening passed, but no one came to the poor children. They did not awake until it was dark night, and Hansel comforted his little sister and said: ‘Just wait, Gretel, until the moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have strewn about, they will show us our way home again.’ When the moon came they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the many thousands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields had picked them all up. Hansel said to Gretel: ‘We shall soon find the way,’ but they did not find it. They walked the whole night and all the next day too from morning till evening, but they did not get out of the forest, and were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or three berries, which grew on the ground. And as they were so weary that their legs would carry them no longer, they lay down beneath a tree and fell asleep.

      It was now three mornings since they had left their father’s house. They began to walk again, but they always came deeper into the forest, and if help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and weariness. When it was mid-day, they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting on a bough, which sang so delightfully that they stood still and listened to it. And when its song was over, it spread its wings and flew away before them, and they followed it until they reached a little house, on the roof of which it alighted; and when they approached the little house they saw that it was built of bread and covered with cakes, but that the windows were of clear sugar. ‘We will set to work on that,’ said Hansel, ‘and have a good meal. I will eat a bit of the roof, and you Gretel, can eat some of the window, it will taste sweet.’ Hansel reached up above, and broke off a little of the roof to try how it tasted, and Gretel leant against the window and nibbled at the panes. Then a soft voice cried from the parlour:

      
        ‘Nibble, nibble, gnaw,
      

      
        Who is nibbling at my little house?’
      

      The children answered:

      
        ‘The wind, the wind,
      

      
        The heaven-born wind,’
      

      and went on eating without disturbing themselves. Hansel, who liked the taste of the roof, tore down a great piece of it, and Gretel pushed out the whole of one round window-pane, sat down, and enjoyed herself with it. Suddenly the door opened, and a woman as old as the hills, who supported herself on crutches, came creeping out. Hansel and Gretel were so terribly frightened that they let fall what they had in their hands. The old woman, however, nodded her head, and said: ‘Oh, you dear children, who has brought you here? do come in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen to you.’ She took them both by the hand, and led them into her little house. Then good food was set before them, milk and pancakes, with sugar, apples, and nuts. Afterwards two pretty little beds were covered with clean white linen, and Hansel and Gretel lay down in them, and thought they were in heaven.

      The old woman had only pretended to be so kind; she was in reality a wicked witch, who lay in wait for children, and had only built the little house of bread in order to entice them there. When a child fell into her power, she killed it, cooked and ate it, and that was a feast day with her. Witches have red eyes, and cannot see far, but they have a keen scent like the beasts, and are aware when human beings draw near. When Hansel and Gretel came into her neighbourhood, she laughed with malice, and said mockingly: ‘I have them, they shall not escape me again!’ Early in the morning before the children were awake, she was already up, and when she saw both of them sleeping and looking so pretty, with their plump and rosy cheeks she muttered to herself: ‘That will be a dainty mouthful!’ Then she seized Hansel with her shrivelled hand, carried him into a little stable, and locked him in behind a grated door. Scream as he might, it would not help him. Then she went to Gretel, shook her till she awoke, and cried: ‘Get up, lazy thing, fetch some water, and cook something good for your brother, he is in the stable outside, and is to be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him.’ Gretel began to weep bitterly, but it was all in vain, for she was forced to do what the wicked witch commanded.

      And now the best food was cooked for poor Hansel, but Gretel got nothing but crab-shells. Every morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried: ‘Hansel, stretch out your finger that I may feel if you will soon be fat.’ Hansel, however, stretched out a little bone to her, and the old woman, who had dim eyes, could not see it, and thought it was Hansel’s finger, and was astonished that there was no way of fattening him. When four weeks had gone by, and Hansel still remained thin, she was seized with impatience and would not wait any longer. ‘Now, then, Gretel,’ she cried to the girl, ‘stir yourself, and bring some water. Let Hansel be fat or lean, tomorrow I will kill him, and cook him.’ Ah, how the poor little sister did lament when she had to fetch the water, and how her tears did flow down her cheeks! ‘Dear God, do help us,’ she cried. ‘If the wild beasts in the forest had but devoured us, we should at any rate have died together.’ ‘Just keep your noise to yourself,’ said the old woman, ‘it won’t help you at all.’

      Early in the morning, Gretel had to go out and hang up the cauldron with the water, and light the fire. ‘We will bake first,’ said the old woman, ‘I have already heated the oven, and kneaded the dough.’ She pushed poor Gretel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were already darting. ‘Creep in,’ said the witch, ‘and see if it is properly heated, so that we can put the bread in.’ And once Gretel was inside, she intended to shut the oven and let her bake in it, and then she would eat her, too. But Gretel saw what she had in mind, and said: ‘I do not know how I am to do it; how do I get in?’ ‘Silly goose,’ said the old woman. ‘The door is big enough; just look, I can get in myself!’ and she crept up and thrust her head into the oven. Then Gretel gave her a push that drove her far into it, and shut the iron door, and fastened the bolt. Oh! then she began to howl quite horribly, but Gretel ran away and the godless witch was miserably burnt to death.

      Gretel, however, ran like lightning to Hansel, opened his little stable, and cried: ‘Hansel, we are saved! The old witch is dead!’ Then Hansel sprang like a bird from its cage when the door is opened. How they did rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and kiss each other! And as they had no longer any need to fear her, they went into the witch’s house, and in every corner there stood chests full of pearls and jewels. ‘These are far better than pebbles!’ said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets whatever could be got in, and Gretel said: ‘I, too, will take something home with me,’ and filled her pinafore full. ‘But now we must be off,’ said Hansel, ‘that we may get out of the witch’s forest.’

      When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great stretch of water. ‘We cannot cross,’ said Hansel, ‘I see no foot-plank, and no bridge.’ ‘And there is also no ferry,’ answered Gretel, ‘but a white duck is swimming there: if I ask her, she will help us over.’ Then she cried:

      
        ‘Little duck, little duck, dost thou see,
      

      
        Hansel and Gretel are waiting for thee?
      

      
        There’s never a plank, or bridge in sight,
      

      
        Take us across on thy back so white.’
      

      The duck came to them, and Hansel seated himself on its back, and told his sister to sit by him. ‘No,’ replied Gretel, ‘that will be too heavy for the little duck; she shall take us across, one after the other.’ The good little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked for a short time, the forest seemed to be more and more familiar to them, and at length they saw from afar their father’s house. Then they began to run, rushed into the parlour, and threw themselves round their father’s neck. The man had not known one happy hour since he had left the children in the forest; the woman, however, was dead. Gretel emptied her pinafore until pearls and precious stones ran about the room, and Hansel threw one handful after another out of his pocket to add to them. Then all anxiety was at an end, and they lived together in perfect happiness. My tale is done, there runs a mouse; whosoever catches it, may make himself a big fur cap out of it.

    


    
      
        Little red-cap

      

      Once upon a time there was a dear little girl who was loved by everyone who looked at her, but most of all by her grandmother, and there was nothing that she would not have given to the child. Once she gave her a little cap of red velvet, which suited her so well that she would never wear anything else; so she was always called ‘Little Red-Cap.’

      One day her mother said to her: ‘Come, Little Red-Cap, here is a piece of cake and a bottle of wine; take them to your grandmother, she is ill and weak, and they will do her good. Set out before it gets hot, and when you are going, walk nicely and quietly and do not run off the path, or you may fall and break the bottle, and then your grandmother will get nothing; and when you go into her room, don’t forget to say, “Good morning”, and don’t peep into every corner before you do it.’

      ‘I will take great care,’ said Little Red-Cap to her mother, and gave her hand on it.

      The grandmother lived out in the wood, half a league from the village, and just as Little Red-Cap entered the wood, a wolf met her. Red-Cap did not know what a wicked creature he was, and was not at all afraid of him.

      ‘Good day, Little Red-Cap,’ said he.

      ‘Thank you kindly, wolf.’

      ‘Whither away so early, Little Red-Cap?’

      ‘To my grandmother’s.’

      ‘What have you got in your apron?’

      ‘Cake and wine; yesterday was baking-day, so poor sick grandmother is to have something good, to make her stronger.’

      ‘Where does your grandmother live, Little Red-Cap?’

      ‘A good quarter of a league farther on in the wood; her house stands under the three large oak-trees, the nut-trees are just below; you surely must know it,’ replied Little Red-Cap.

      The wolf thought to himself: ‘What a tender young creature! what a nice plump mouthful-she will be better to eat than the old woman. I must act craftily, so as to catch both.’ So he walked for a short time by the side of Little Red-Cap, and then he said: ‘See, Little Red-Cap, how pretty the flowers are about here-why do you not look round? I believe, too, that you do not hear how sweetly the little birds are singing; you walk gravely along as if you were going to school, while everything else out here in the wood is merry.’

      Little Red-Cap raised her eyes, and when she saw the sunbeams dancing here and there through the trees, and pretty flowers growing everywhere, she thought: ‘Suppose I take grandmother a fresh nosegay; that would please her too. It is so early in the day that I shall still get there in good time’; and so she ran from the path into the wood to look for flowers. And whenever she had picked one, she fancied that she saw a still prettier one farther on, and ran after it, and so got deeper and deeper into the wood.

      Meanwhile the wolf ran straight to the grandmother’s house and knocked at the door.

      ‘Who is there?’

      ‘Little Red-Cap,’ replied the wolf. ‘She is bringing cake and wine; open the door.’

      ‘Lift the latch,’ called out the grandmother, ‘I am too weak, and cannot get up.’

      The wolf lifted the latch, the door sprang open, and without saying a word he went straight to the grandmother’s bed, and devoured her. Then he put on her clothes, dressed himself in her cap laid himself in bed and drew the curtains.

      Little Red-Cap, however, had been running about picking flowers, and when she had gathered so many that she could carry no more, she remembered her grandmother, and set out on the way to her.

      She was surprised to find the cottage-door standing open, and when she went into the room, she had such a strange feeling that she said to herself: ‘Oh dear! how uneasy I feel today, and at other times I like being with grandmother so much.’ She called out: ‘Good morning,’ but received no answer; so she went to the bed and drew back the curtains. There lay her grandmother with her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange.

      ‘Oh! grandmother,’ she said, ‘what big ears you have!’

      ‘The better to hear you with, my child,’ was the reply.

      ‘But, grandmother, what big eyes you have!’ she said.

      ‘The better to see you with, my dear.’

      ‘But, grandmother, what large hands you have!’

      ‘The better to hug you with.’

      ‘Oh! but, grandmother, what a terrible big mouth you have!’

      ‘The better to eat you with!’
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      And scarcely had the wolf said this, than with one bound he was out of bed and swallowed up Red-Cap.

      When the wolf had appeased his appetite, he lay down again in the bed, fell asleep and began to snore very loud. The huntsman was just passing the house, and thought to himself: ‘How the old woman is snoring! I must just see if she wants anything.’ So he went into the room, and when he came to the bed, he saw that the wolf was lying in it. ‘Do I find you here, you old sinner!’ said he. ‘I have long sought you!’ Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to him that the wolf might have devoured the grandmother, and that she might still be saved, so he did not fire, but took a pair of scissors, and began to cut open the stomach of the sleeping wolf. When he had made two snips, he saw the little Red-Cap shining, and then he made two snips more, and the little girl sprang out, crying: ‘Ah, how frightened I have been! How dark it was inside the wolf’; and after that the aged grandmother came out alive also, but scarcely able to breathe. Red-Cap, however, quickly fetched great stones with which they filled the wolf’s belly, and when he awoke, he wanted to run away, but the stones were so heavy that he collapsed at once, and fell dead.

      Then all three were delighted. The huntsman drew off the wolf’s skin and went home with it; the grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine which Red-Cap had brought, and revived, but Red-Cap thought to herself: ‘As long as I live, I will never by myself leave the path, to run into the wood, when my mother has forbidden me to do so.’

      It also related that once when Red-Cap was again taking cakes to the old grandmother, another wolf spoke to her, and tried to entice her from the path. Red-Cap, however, was on her guard, and went straight forward on her way, and told her grandmother that she had met the wolf, and that he had said ‘good morning’ to her, but with such a wicked look in his eyes, that if they had not been on the public road she was certain he would have eaten her up. ‘Well,’ said the grandmother, ‘we will shut the door, that he may not come in.’ Soon afterwards the wolf knocked, and cried: ‘Open the door, grandmother, I am Little Red-Cap, and am bringing you some cakes.’ But they did not speak, or open the door, so the grey-beard stole twice or thrice round the house, and at last jumped on the roof, intending to wait until Red-Cap went home in the evening, and then to steal after her and devour her in the darkness. But the grandmother saw what was in his thoughts. In front of the house was a great stone trough, so she said to the child: ‘Take the pail, Red-Cap; I made some sausages yesterday, so carry the water in which I boiled them to the trough.’ Red-Cap carried until the great trough was quite full. Then the smell of the sausages reached the wolf, and he sniffed and peeped down, and at last stretched out his neck so far that he could no longer keep his footing and began to slip, and slipped down from the roof straight into the great trough, and was drowned. But Red-Cap went joyously home, and no one ever did anything to harm her again.

    


    
      
        Mother Holle

      

      Once upon a time there was a widow who had two daughters; one of them was beautiful and industrious, the other ugly and lazy. The mother, however, loved the ugly and lazy one best, because she was her own daughter, and so the other, who was only her stepdaughter, was made to do all the work of the house, and was quite the Cinderella of the family. Her stepmother sent her out every day to sit by the well in the high road, there to spin until she made her fingers bleed. Now it chanced one day that some blood fell on to the spindle, and as the girl stopped over the well to wash it off, the spindle suddenly sprang out of her hand and fell into the well. She ran home crying to tell of her misfortune, but her stepmother spoke harshly to her, and after giving her a violent scolding, said unkindly, ‘As you have let the spindle fall into the well you may go yourself and fetch it out.’

      The girl went back to the well not knowing what to do, and at last in her distress she jumped into the water after the spindle.

      She remembered nothing more until she awoke and found herself in a beautiful meadow, full of sunshine, and with countless flowers blooming in every direction.

      She walked over the meadow, and presently she came upon a baker’s oven full of bread, and the loaves cried out to her, ‘Take us out, take us out, or alas! we shall be burnt to a cinder; we were baked through long ago.’ So she took the bread-shovel and drew them all out.

      She went on a little farther, till she came to a tree full of apples. ‘Shake me, shake me, I pray,’ cried the tree; ‘my apples, one and all, are ripe.’ So she shook the tree, and the apples came falling down upon her like rain; but she continued shaking until there was not a single apple left upon it. Then she carefully gathered the apples together in a heap and walked on again.

      The next thing she came to was a little house, and there she saw an old woman looking out, with such large teeth, that she was terrified, and turned to run away. But the old woman called after her, ‘What are you afraid of, dear child? Stay with me; if you will do the work of my house properly for me, I will make you very happy. You must be very careful, however, to make my bed in the right way, for I wish you always to shake it thoroughly, so that the feathers fly about; then they say, down there in the world, that it is snowing; for I am Mother Holle.’ The old woman spoke so kindly, that the girl summoned up courage and agreed to enter into her service.

      She took care to do everything according to the old woman’s bidding and every time she made the bed she shook it with all her might, so that the feathers flew about like so many snowflakes. The old woman was as good as her word: she never spoke angrily to her, and gave her roast and boiled meats every day.

      So she stayed on with Mother Holle for some time, and then she began to grow unhappy. She could not at first tell why she felt sad, but she became conscious at last of great longing to go home; then she knew she was homesick, although she was a thousand times better off with Mother Holle than with her mother and sister. After waiting awhile, she went to Mother Holle and said, ‘I am so homesick, that I cannot stay with you any longer, for although I am so happy here, I must return to my own people.’

      Then Mother Holle said, ‘I am pleased that you should want to go back to your own people, and as you have served me so well and faithfully, I will take you home myself.’

      Thereupon she led the girl by the hand up to a broad gateway. The gate was opened, and as the girl passed through, a shower of gold fell upon her, and the gold clung to her, so that she was covered with it from head to foot.

      ‘That is a reward for your industry,’ said Mother Holle, and as she spoke she handed her the spindle which she had dropped into the well.

      The gate was then closed, and the girl found herself back in the old world close to her mother’s house. As she entered the courtyard, the cock who was perched on the well, called out:

      
        ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!
      

      
        Your golden daughter’s come back to you.’
      

      Then she went in to her mother and sister, and as she was so richly covered with gold, they gave her a warm welcome. She related to them all that had happened, and when the mother heard how she had come by her great riches, she thought she should like her ugly, lazy daughter to go and try her fortune. So she made the sister go and sit by the well and spin, and the girl pricked her finger and thrust her hand into a thorn-bush, so that she might drop some blood on to the spindle; then she threw it into the well, and jumped in herself.

      Like her sister she awoke in the beautiful meadow, and walked over it till she came to the oven. ‘Take us out, take us out, or alas! we shall be burnt to a cinder; we were baked through long ago,’ cried the loaves as before. But the lazy girl answered, ‘Do you think I am going to dirty my hands for you?’ and walked on.

      Presently she came to the apple-tree. ‘Shake me, shake me, I pray; my apples, one and all, are ripe,’ it cried. But she only answered, ‘A nice thing to ask me to do, one of the apples might fall on my head,’ and passed on.

      At last she came to Mother Holle’s house, and as she had heard all about the large teeth from her sister, she was not afraid of them, and engaged herself without delay to the old woman.

      The first day she was very obedient and industrious, and exerted herself to please Mother Holle, for she thought of the gold she should get in return. The next day, however, she began to dawdle over her work, and the third day she was more idle still; then she began to lie in bed in the mornings and refused to get up. Worse still, she neglected to make the old woman’s bed properly, and forgot to shake it so that the feathers might fly about. So Mother Holle very soon got tired of her, and told her she might go. The lazy girl was delighted at this, and thought to herself, ‘The gold will soon be mine.’ Mother Holle led her, as she had led her sister, to the broad gateway; but as she was passing through, instead of the shower of gold, a great bucketful of pitch came pouring over her.

      ‘That is in return for your services,’ said the old woman, and she shut the gate.

      So the lazy girl had to go home covered with pitch, and the cock on the well called out as she saw her:

      
        ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo!
      

      
        Your dirty daughter’s come back to you.’
      

      But, try what she would, she could not get the pitch off and it stuck to her as long as she lived.

    


    
      
        Tom Thumb

      

      A poor woodman sat in his cottage one night, smoking his pipe by the fireside, while his wife sat by his side spinning. ‘How lonely it is, wife,’ said he, as he puffed out a long curl of smoke, ‘for you and me to sit here by ourselves, without any children to play about and amuse us while other people seem so happy and merry with their children!’ ‘What you say is very true,’ said the wife, sighing, and turning round her wheel; ‘how happy should I be if I had but one child! If it were ever so small-nay, if it were no bigger than my thumb-I should be very happy, and love it dearly.’ Now-odd as you may think it-it came to pass that this good woman’s wish was fulfilled, just in the very way she had wished it; for, not long afterwards, she had a little boy, who was quite healthy and strong, but was not much bigger than my thumb. So they said, ‘Well, we cannot say we have not got what we wished for, and, little as he is, we will love him dearly.’ And they called him Thomas Thumb.

      They gave him plenty of food, yet for all they could do he never grew bigger, but kept just the same size as he had been when he was born. Still, his eyes were sharp and sparkling, and he soon showed himself to be a clever little fellow, who always knew well what he was about.

      One day, as the woodman was getting ready to go into the wood to cut fuel, he said, ‘I wish I had someone to bring the cart after me, for I want to make haste.’ ‘Oh, father,’ cried Tom, ‘I will take care of that; the cart shall be in the wood by the time you want it.’ Then the woodman laughed, and said, ‘How can that be? you cannot reach up to the horse’s bridle.’ ‘Never mind that, father,’ said Tom; ‘if my mother will only harness the horse, I will get into his ear and tell him which way to go.’ ‘Well,’ said the father, ‘we will try for once.’

      When the time came the mother harnessed the horse to the cart, and put Tom into his ear; and as he sat there the little man told the beast how to go, crying out, ‘Go on!’ and ‘Stop!’ as he wanted: and thus the horse went on just as well as if the woodman had driven it himself into the wood. It happened that as the horse was going a little too fast, and Tom was calling out, ‘Gently! gently!’ two strangers came up. ‘What an odd thing that is!’ said one: ‘there is a cart going along, and I hear a carter talking to the horse, but yet I can see no one.’ ‘That is queer, indeed,’ said the other; ‘let us follow the cart, and see where it goes.’ So they went on into the wood, till at last they came to the place where the woodman was. Then Tom Thumb, seeing his father, cried out, ‘See, father, here I am with the cart, all right and safe! now take me down!’ So his father took hold of the horse with one hand, and with the other took his son out of the horse’s ear, and put him down upon a straw, where he sat as merry as you please.

      The two strangers were all this time looking on, and did not know what to say for wonder. At last one took the other aside, and said, ‘That little urchin will make our fortune, if we can get him, and carry him about from town to town as a show; we must buy him.’ So they went up to the woodman, and asked him what he would take for the little man. ‘He will be better off,’ said they, ‘with us than with you.’ ‘I won’t sell him at all,’ said the father; ‘my own flesh and blood is dearer to me than all the silver and gold in the world.’ But Tom, hearing of the bargain they wanted to make, crept up his father’s coat to his shoulder and whispered in his ear, ‘Take the money, father, and let them have me; I’ll soon come back to you.’

      So the woodman at last said he would sell Tom to the strangers for a large piece of gold, and they paid the price. ‘Where would you like to sit?’ said one of them. ‘Oh, put me on the rim of your hat; that will be a nice gallery for me; I can walk about there and see the country as we go along.’ So they did as he wished; and when Tom had taken leave of his father they took him away with them.

      They journeyed on till it began to be dusky, and then the little man said, ‘Let me get down, I’m tired.’ So the man took off his hat, and put him down on a clod of earth, in a ploughed field by the side of the road. But Tom ran about amongst the furrows, and at last slipped into an old mouse-hole. ‘Good night, my masters!’ said he, ‘I’m off! mind and look sharp after me the next time.’ Then they ran at once to the place, and poked the ends of their sticks into the mouse-hole, but all in vain; Tom only crawled farther and farther in; and at last it became quite dark, so that they were forced to go their way without their prize, as sulky as could be.

      When Tom found they were gone, he came out of his hiding-place. ‘What dangerous walking it is,’ said he, ‘in this ploughed field! If I were to fall from one of these great clods, I should undoubtedly break my neck.’ At last, by good luck, he found a large empty snail-shell. ‘This is lucky,’ said he, ‘I can sleep here very well’; and in he crept.

      Just as he was falling asleep, he heard two men passing by, chatting together; and one said to the other, ‘How can we rob that rich parson’s house of his silver and gold?’ ‘I’ll tell you!’ cried Tom. ‘What noise was that?’ said the thief, frightened; ‘I’m sure I heard someone speak.’ They stood still listening, and Tom said, ‘Take me with you, and I’ll soon show you how to get the parson’s money.’ ‘But where are you?’ said they. ‘Look about on the ground,’ answered he, ‘and listen where the sound comes from.’ At last the thieves found him out, and lifted him up in their hands. ‘You little urchin!’ they said, ‘what can you do for us?’ ‘Why, I can get between the iron window-bars of the parson’s house, and throw you out whatever you want.’ ‘That’s a good thought,’ said the thieves; ‘come along, we shall see what you can do.’

      When they came to the parson’s house, Tom slipped through the window-bars into the room, and then called out as loud as he could bawl, ‘Will you have all that is here?’ At this the thieves were frightened, and said, ‘Softly, softly! Speak low, that you may not awaken anybody.’ But Tom seemed as if he did not understand them, and bawled out again, ‘How much will you have? Shall I throw it all out?’ Now the cook lay in the next room; and hearing a noise she raised herself up in her bed and listened. Meantime the thieves were frightened, and ran off a little way; but at last they plucked up their hearts, and said, ‘The little urchin is only trying to make fools of us.’ So they came back and whispered softly to him, saying, ‘Now let us have no more of your roguish jokes; but throw us out some of the money.’ Then Tom called out as loud as he could, ‘Very well! hold your hands! here it comes.’

      The cook heard this quite plain, so she sprang out of bed, and ran to open the door. The thieves ran off as if a wolf was at their tails: and the maid, having groped about and found nothing, went away for a light. By the time she came back, Tom had slipped off into the barn; and when she had looked about and searched every hole and corner, and found nobody, she went to bed, thinking she must have been dreaming with her eyes open.

      The little man crawled about in the hay-loft, and at last found a snug place to finish his night’s rest in; so he laid himself down, meaning to sleep till daylight, and then find his way home to his father and mother. But alas! how woefully he was undone! what crosses and sorrows happen to us all in this world! The cook got up early, before daybreak, to feed the cows; and going straight to the hay-loft, carried away a large bundle of hay, with the little man in the middle of it, fast asleep. He still, however, slept on, and did not awake till he found himself in the mouth of the cow; for the cook had put the hay into the cow’s rick, and the cow had taken Tom up in a mouthful of it. ‘Good lack-a-day!’ said he, ‘how came I to tumble into the mill?’ But he soon found out where he really was; and was forced to have all his wits about him, that he might not get between the cow’s teeth, and so be crushed to death. At last down he went into her stomach. ‘It is rather dark,’ said he; ‘they forgot to build windows in this room to let the sun in; a candle would be no bad thing.’

      Though he made the best of his bad luck, he did not like his quarters at all; and the worst of it was, that more and more hay was always coming down, and the space left for him became smaller and smaller. At last he cried out as loud as he could, ‘Don’t bring me any more hay! Don’t bring me any more hay!’

      The maid happened to be just then milking the cow; and hearing someone speak, but seeing nobody, and yet being quite sure it was the same voice that she had heard in the night, she was so frightened that she fell off her stool, and overset the milk-pail. As soon as she could pick herself up out of the dirt, she ran off as fast as she could to her master the parson, and said, ‘Sir, sir, the cow is talking!’ But the parson said, ‘Woman, thou art surely mad!’ However, he went with her into the cow-house, to try and see what was the matter.

      Scarcely had they set foot on the threshold, when Tom called out, ‘Don’t bring me any more hay!’ Then the parson himself was frightened; and thinking the cow was surely bewitched, told his man to kill her on the spot. So the cow was killed, and cut up; and the stomach, in which Tom lay, was thrown out upon a dunghill.

      Tom soon set himself to work to get out, which was not a very easy task; but at last, just as he had made room to get his head out, fresh ill-luck befell him. A hungry wolf sprang out, and swallowed up the whole stomach, with Tom in it, at one gulp, and ran away.

      Tom, however, was still not disheartened; and thinking the wolf would not dislike having some chat with him as he was going along, he called out, ‘My good friend, I can show you a famous treat.’ ‘Where’s that?’ said the wolf. ‘In such and such a house,’ said Tom, describing his own father’s house. ‘You can crawl through the drain into the kitchen and then into the pantry, and there you will find cakes, ham, beef, cold chicken, roast pig, apple-dumplings, and everything that your heart can wish.’

      The wolf did not want to be asked twice; so that very night he went to the house and crawled through the drain into the kitchen, and then into the pantry, and ate and drank there to his heart’s content. As soon as he had had enough he wanted to get away; but he had eaten so much that he could not go out by the same way he came in.

      This was just what Tom had reckoned upon; and now he began to set up a great shout, making all the noise he could. ‘Will you be easy?’ said the wolf; ‘you’ll awaken everybody in the house if you make such a clatter.’ ‘What’s that to me?’ said the little man; ‘you have had your frolic, now I’ve a mind to be merry myself’; and he began, singing and shouting as loud as he could.

      The woodman and his wife, being awakened by the noise, peeped through a crack in the door; but when they saw a wolf was there, you may well suppose that they were sadly frightened; and the woodman ran for his axe, and gave his wife a scythe. ‘Do you stay behind,’ said the woodman, ‘and when I have knocked him on the head you must rip him up with the scythe.’ Tom heard all this, and cried out, ‘Father, father! I am here, the wolf has swallowed me.’ And his father said, ‘Heaven be praised! we have found our dear child again’; and he told his wife not to use the scythe for fear she should hurt him. Then he aimed a great blow, and struck the wolf on the head, and killed him on the spot! and when he was dead they cut open his body, and set Tommy free. ‘Ah!’ said the father, ‘what fears we have had for you!’ ‘Yes, father,’ answered he; ‘I have travelled all over the world, I think, in one way or other, since we parted; and now I am very glad to come home and get fresh air again.’ ‘Why, where have you been?’ said his father. ‘I have been in a mouse-hole-and in a snail-shell-and down a cow’s throat-and in the wolf’s belly; and yet here I am again, safe and sound.’

      ‘Well,’ said they, ‘you are come back, and we will not sell you again for all the riches in the world.’

      Then they hugged and kissed their dear little son, and gave him plenty to eat and drink, for he was very hungry; and then they fetched new clothes for him, for his old ones had been quite spoiled on his journey. So Master Thumb stayed at home with his father and mother, in peace; for though he had been so great a traveller, and had done and seen so many fine things, and was fond enough of telling the whole story, he always agreed that, after all, there’s no place like HOME!

    


    
      
        Rumpelstiltskin

      

      By the side of a wood, in a country a long way off, ran a fine stream of water; and upon the stream there stood a mill. The miller’s house was close by, and the miller, you must know, had a very beautiful daughter. She was, moreover, very shrewd and clever; and the miller was so proud of her, that he one day told the king of the land, who used to come and hunt in the wood, that his daughter could spin gold out of straw. Now this king was very fond of money; and when he heard the miller’s boast his greediness was raised, and he sent for the girl to be brought before him. Then he led her to a chamber in his palace where there was a great heap of straw, and gave her a spinning-wheel, and said, ‘All this must be spun into gold before morning, as you love your life.’ It was in vain that the poor maiden said that it was only a silly boast of her father, for that she could do no such thing as spin straw into gold: the chamber door was locked, and she was left alone.

      She sat down in one corner of the room, and began to bewail her hard fate; when on a sudden the door opened, and a droll-looking little man hobbled in, and said, ‘Good morrow to you, my good lass; what are you weeping for?’ ‘Alas!’ said she, ‘I must spin this straw into gold, and I know not how.’ ‘What will you give me,’ said the hobgoblin, ‘to do it for you?’ ‘My necklace,’ replied the maiden. He took her at her word, and sat himself down to the wheel, and whistled and sang:

      
        ‘Round about, round about,
      

      
        Lo and behold!
      

      
        Reel away, reel away,
      

      
        Straw into gold!’
      

      And round about the wheel went merrily; the work was quickly done, and the straw was all spun into gold.

      When the king came and saw this, he was greatly astonished and pleased; but his heart grew still more greedy of gain, and he shut up the poor miller’s daughter again with a fresh task. Then she knew not what to do, and sat down once more to weep; but the dwarf soon opened the door, and said, ‘What will you give me to do your task?’ ‘The ring on my finger,’ said she. So her little friend took the ring, and began to work at the wheel again, and whistled and sang:

      
        ‘Round about, round about,
      

      
        Lo and behold!
      

      
        Reel away, reel away,
      

      
        Straw into gold!’
      

      till, long before morning, all was done again.

      The king was greatly delighted to see all this glittering treasure; but still he had not enough: so he took the miller’s daughter to a yet larger heap, and said, ‘All this must be spun tonight; and if it is, you shall be my queen.’ As soon as she was alone that dwarf came in, and said, ‘What will you give me to spin gold for you this third time?’ ‘I have nothing left,’ said she. ‘Then say you will give me,’ said the little man, ‘the first little child that you may have when you are queen.’ ‘That may never be,’ thought the miller’s daughter: and as she knew no other way to get her task done, she said she would do what he asked. Round went the wheel again to the old song, and the manikin once more spun the heap into gold. The king came in the morning, and, finding all he wanted, was forced to keep his word; so he married the miller’s daughter, and she really became queen.

      At the birth of her first little child she was very glad, and forgot the dwarf, and what she had said. But one day he came into her room, where she was sitting playing with her baby, and put her in mind of it. Then she grieved sorely at her misfortune, and said she would give him all the wealth of the kingdom if he would let her off, but in vain; till at last her tears softened him, and he said, ‘I will give you three days’ grace, and if during that time you tell me my name, you shall keep your child.’

      Now the queen lay awake all night, thinking of all the odd names that she had ever heard; and she sent messengers all over the land to find out new ones. The next day the little man came, and she began with TIMOTHY, ICHABOD, BENJAMIN, JEREMIAH, and all the names she could remember; but to all and each of them he said, ‘Madam, that is not my name.’

      The second day she began with all the comical names she could hear of, BANDY-LEGS, HUNCHBACK, CROOK-SHANKS, and so on; but the little gentleman still said to every one of them, ‘Madam, that is not my name.’

      The third day one of the messengers came back, and said, ‘I have travelled two days without hearing of any other names; but yesterday, as I was climbing a high hill, among the trees of the forest where the fox and the hare bid each other good night, I saw a little hut; and before the hut burnt a fire; and round about the fire a funny little dwarf was dancing upon one leg, and singing:

      
        “Merrily the feast I’ll make.
      

      
        Today I’ll brew, tomorrow bake;
      

      
        Merrily I’ll dance and sing,
      

      
        For next day will a stranger bring.
      

      
        Little does my lady dream
      

      
        Rumpelstiltskin is my name!”
      

       

      When the queen heard this she jumped for joy, and as soon as her little friend came she sat down upon her throne, and called all her court round to enjoy the fun; and the nurse stood by her side with the baby in her arms, as if it was quite ready to be given up. Then the little man began to chuckle at the thought of having the poor child, to take home with him to his hut in the woods; and he cried out, ‘Now, lady, what is my name?’ ‘Is it JOHN?’ asked she. ‘No, madam!’ ‘Is it TOM?’ ‘No, madam!’ ‘Is it JEMMY?’ ‘It is not.’ ‘Can your name be RUMPELSTILTSKIN?’ said the lady slyly. ‘Some witch told you that!-some witch told you that!’ cried the little man, and dashed his right foot in a rage so deep into the floor, that he was forced to lay hold of it with both hands to pull it out.

      Then he made the best of his way off, while the nurse laughed and the baby crowed; and all the court jeered at him for having had so much trouble for nothing, and said, ‘We wish you a very good morning, and a merry feast, Mr RUMPLESTILTSKIN!’

    


    
      
        Briar Rose

      

      A king and queen once upon a time reigned in a country a great way off, where there were in those days fairies. Now this king and queen had plenty of money, and plenty of fine clothes to wear, and plenty of good things to eat and drink, and a coach to ride out in every day: but though they had been married many years they had no children, and this grieved them very much indeed. But one day as the queen was walking by the side of the river, at the bottom of the garden, she saw a poor little fish, that had thrown itself out of the water, and lay gasping and nearly dead on the bank. Then the queen took pity on the little fish, and threw it back again into the river; and before it swam away it lifted its head out of the water and said, ‘I know what your wish is, and it shall be fulfilled, in return for your kindness to me-you will soon have a daughter.’ What the little fish had foretold soon came to pass; and the queen had a little girl, so very beautiful that the king could not cease looking on it for joy, and said he would hold a great feast and make merry, and show the child to all the land. So he asked his kinsmen, and nobles, and friends, and neighbours. But the queen said, ‘I will have the fairies also, that they might be kind and good to our little daughter.’ Now there were thirteen fairies in the kingdom; but as the king and queen had only twelve golden dishes for them to eat out of, they were forced to leave one of the fairies without asking her. So twelve fairies came, each with a high red cap on her head, and red shoes with high heels on her feet, and a long white wand in her hand: and after the feast was over they gathered round in a ring and gave all their best gifts to the little princess. One gave her goodness, another beauty, another riches, and so on till she had all that was good in the world.

      Just as eleven of them had done blessing her, a great noise was heard in the courtyard, and word was brought that the thirteenth fairy was come, with a black cap on her head, and black shoes on her feet, and a broomstick in her hand: and presently up she came into the dining-hall. Now, as she had not been asked to the feast she was very angry, and scolded the king and queen very much, and set to work to take her revenge. So she cried out, ‘The king’s daughter shall, in her fifteenth year, be wounded by a spindle, and fall down dead.’ Then the twelfth of the friendly fairies, who had not yet given her gift, came forward, and said that the evil wish must be fulfilled, but that she could soften its mischief; so her gift was, that the king’s daughter, when the spindle wounded her, should not really die, but should only fall asleep for a hundred years.

      However, the king hoped still to save his dear child altogether from the threatened evil; so he ordered that all the spindles in the kingdom should be bought up and burnt. But all the gifts of the first eleven fairies were in the meantime fulfilled; for the princess was so beautiful, and well behaved, and good, and wise, that everyone who knew her loved her.

      It happened that, on the very day she was fifteen years old, the king and queen were not at home, and she was left alone in the palace. So she roved about by herself, and looked at all the rooms and chambers, till at last she came to an old tower, to which there was a narrow staircase ending with a little door. In the door there was a golden key, and when she turned it the door sprang open, and there sat an old lady spinning away very busily. ‘Why, how now, good mother,’ said the princess; ‘what are you doing there?’ ‘Spinning,’ said the old lady, and nodded her head, humming a tune, while buzz! went the wheel. ‘How prettily that little thing turns round!’ said the princess, and took the spindle and began to try and spin. But scarcely had she touched it, before the fairy’s prophecy was fulfilled; the spindle wounded her, and she fell down lifeless on the ground.

      However, she was not dead, but had only fallen into a deep sleep; and the king and the queen, who had just come home, and all their court, fell asleep too; and the horses slept in the stables, and the dogs in the court, the pigeons on the house-top, and the very flies slept upon the walls. Even the fire on the hearth left off blazing, and went to sleep; the jack stopped, and the spit that was turning about with a goose upon it for the king’s dinner stood still; and the cook, who was at that moment pulling the kitchen-boy by the hair to give him a box on the ear for something he had done amiss, let him go, and both fell asleep; the butler, who was slyly tasting the ale, fell asleep with the jug at his lips: and thus everything stood still, and slept soundly.

      A large hedge of thorns soon grew round the palace, and every year it became higher and thicker; till at last the old palace was surrounded and hidden, so that not even the roof or the chimneys could be seen. But there went a report through all the land of the beautiful sleeping Briar Rose (for so the king’s daughter was called): so that, from time to time, several kings’ sons came, and tried to break through the thicket into the palace. This, however, none of them could ever do; for the thorns and bushes laid hold of them, as it were with hands; and there they stuck fast, and died wretchedly.

      After many, many years there came a king’s son into that land: and an old man told him the story of the thicket of thorns; and how a beautiful palace stood behind it, and how a wonderful princess, called Briar Rose, lay in it asleep, with all her court. He told, too, how he had heard from his grandfather that many, many princes had come, and had tried to break through the thicket, but that they had all stuck fast in it, and died. Then the young prince said, ‘All this shall not frighten me; I will go and see this Briar Rose.’ The old man tried to hinder him, but he was bent upon going.

      Now that very day the hundred years were ended; and as the prince came to the thicket he saw nothing but beautiful flowering shrubs, through which he went with ease, and they shut in after him as thick as ever. Then he came at last to the palace, and there in the court lay the dogs asleep; and the horses were standing in the stables; and on the roof sat the pigeons fast asleep, with their heads under their wings. And when he came into the palace, the flies were sleeping on the walls; the spit was standing still; the butler had the jug of ale at his lips, going to drink a draught; the maid sat with a fowl in her lap ready to be plucked; and the cook in the kitchen was still holding up her hand, as if she was going to beat the boy.

      Then he went on still farther, and all was so still that he could hear every breath he drew; till at last he came to the old tower, and opened the door of the little room in which Briar Rose was; and there she lay, fast asleep on a couch by the window. She looked so beautiful that he could not take his eyes off her, so he stooped down and gave her a kiss. But the moment he kissed her she opened her eyes and awoke, and smiled upon him; and they went out together; and soon the king and queen also awoke, and all the court, and gazed on each other with great wonder. And the horses shook themselves, and the dogs jumped up and barked; the pigeons took their heads from under their wings, and looked about and flew into the fields; the flies on the walls buzzed again; the fire in the kitchen blazed up; round went the jack, and round went the spit, with the goose for the king’s dinner upon it; the butler finished his draught of ale; the maid went on plucking the fowl; and the cook gave the boy the box on his ear.

      And then the prince and Briar Rose were married, and the wedding feast was given; and they lived happily together all their lives long.

    


    
      
        Hans In Luck

      

      Some men are born to good luck: all they do or try to do comes right-all that falls to them is so much gain-all their geese are swans-all their cards are trumps-toss them which way you will, they will always, like poor puss, alight upon their legs, and only move on so much the faster. The world may very likely not always think of them as they think of themselves, but what care they for the world? what can it know about the matter?

      One of these lucky beings was neighbour Hans. Seven long years he had worked hard for his master. At last he said, ‘Master, my time is up; I must go home and see my poor mother once more: so pray pay me my wages and let me go.’ And the master said, ‘You have been a faithful and good servant, Hans, so your pay shall be handsome.’ Then he gave him a lump of silver as big as his head.

      Hans took out his pocket-handkerchief, put the piece of silver into it, threw it over his shoulder, and jogged off on his road homewards. As he went lazily on, dragging one foot after another, a man came in sight, trotting gaily along on a capital horse. ‘Ah!’ said Hans aloud, ‘what a fine thing it is to ride on horseback! There he sits as easy and happy as if he was at home, in the chair by his fireside; he trips against no stones, saves shoe-leather, and gets on he hardly knows how.’ Hans did not speak so softly but the horseman heard it all, and said, ‘Well, friend, why do you go on foot then?’ ‘Ah!’ said he, ‘I have this load to carry: to be sure it is silver, but it is so heavy that I can’t hold up my head, and you must know it hurts my shoulder sadly.’ ‘What do you say of making an exchange?’ said the horseman. ‘I will give you my horse, and you shall give me the silver; which will save you a great deal of trouble in carrying such a heavy load about with you.’ ‘With all my heart,’ said Hans: ‘but as you are so kind to me, I must tell you one thing-you will have a weary task to draw that silver about with you.’ However, the horseman got off, took the silver, helped Hans up, gave him the bridle into one hand and the whip into the other, and said, ‘When you want to go very fast, smack your lips loudly together, and cry “Jip!”’

      Hans was delighted as he sat on the horse, drew himself up, squared his elbows, turned out his toes, cracked his whip, and rode merrily off, one minute whistling a merry tune, and another singing,

      
        ‘No care and no sorrow,
      

      
        A fig for the morrow!
      

      
        We’ll laugh and be merry,
      

      
        Sing neigh down derry!’
      

      After a time he thought he should like to go a little faster, so he smacked his lips and cried ‘Jip!’ Away went the horse full gallop; and before Hans knew what he was about, he was thrown off, and lay on his back by the road-side. His horse would have ran off, if a shepherd who was coming by, driving a cow, had not stopped it. Hans soon came to himself, and got upon his legs again, sadly vexed, and said to the shepherd, ‘This riding is no joke, when a man has the luck to get upon a beast like this that stumbles and flings him off as if it would break his neck. However, I’m off now once for all: I like your cow now a great deal better than this smart beast that played me this trick, and has spoiled my best coat, you see, in this puddle; which, by the by, smells not very like a nosegay. One can walk along at one’s leisure behind that cow-keep good company, and have milk, butter, and cheese, every day, into the bargain. What would I give to have such a prize!’ ‘Well,’ said the shepherd, ‘if you are so fond of her, I will change my cow for your horse; I like to do good to my neighbours, even though I lose by it myself.’ ‘Done!’ said Hans, merrily. ‘What a noble heart that good man has!’ thought he. Then the shepherd jumped upon the horse, wished Hans and the cow good morning, and away he rode.

      Hans brushed his coat, wiped his face and hands, rested a while, and then drove off his cow quietly, and thought his bargain a very lucky one. ‘If I have only a piece of bread (and I certainly shall always be able to get that), I can, whenever I like, eat my butter and cheese with it; and when I am thirsty I can milk my cow and drink the milk: and what can I wish for more?’ When he came to an inn, he halted, ate up all his bread, and gave away his last penny for a glass of beer. When he had rested himself he set off again, driving his cow towards his mother’s village. But the heat grew greater as soon as noon came on, till at last, as he found himself on a wide heath that would take him more than an hour to cross, he began to be so hot and parched that his tongue clave to the roof of his mouth. ‘I can find a cure for this,’ thought he; ‘now I will milk my cow and quench my thirst’: so he tied her to the stump of a tree, and held his leathern cap to milk into; but not a drop was to be had. Who would have thought that this cow, which was to bring him milk and butter and cheese, was all that time utterly dry? Hans had not thought of looking to that.

      While he was trying his luck in milking, and managing the matter very clumsily, the uneasy beast began to think him very troublesome; and at last gave him such a kick on the head as knocked him down; and there he lay a long while senseless. Luckily a butcher soon came by, driving a pig in a wheelbarrow. ‘What is the matter with you, my man?’ said the butcher, as he helped him up. Hans told him what had happened, how he was dry, and wanted to milk his cow, but found the cow was dry too. Then the butcher gave him a flask of ale, saying, ‘There, drink and refresh yourself; your cow will give you no milk: don’t you see she is an old beast, good for nothing but the slaughter-house?’ ‘Alas, alas!’ said Hans, ‘who would have thought it? What a shame to take my horse, and give me only a dry cow! If I kill her, what will she be good for? I hate cow-beef; it is not tender enough for me. If it were a pig now-like that fat gentleman you are driving along at his ease-one could do something with it; it would at any rate make sausages.’ ‘Well,’ said the butcher, ‘I don’t like to say no, when one is asked to do a kind, neighbourly thing. To please you I will change, and give you my fine fat pig for the cow.’ ‘Heaven reward you for your kindness and self-denial!’ said Hans, as he gave the butcher the cow; and taking the pig off the wheel-barrow, drove it away, holding it by the string that was tied to its leg.

      So on he jogged, and all seemed now to go right with him: he had met with some misfortunes, to be sure; but he was now well repaid for all. How could it be otherwise with such a travelling companion as he had at last got?

      The next man he met was a countryman carrying a fine white goose. The countryman stopped to ask what was o’clock; this led to further chat; and Hans told him all his luck, how he had so many good bargains, and how all the world went gay and smiling with him. The countryman then began to tell his tale, and said he was going to take the goose to a christening. ‘Feel,’ said he, ‘how heavy it is, and yet it is only eight weeks old. Whoever roasts and eats it will find plenty of fat upon it, it has lived so well!’ ‘You’re right,’ said Hans, as he weighed it in his hand; ‘but if you talk of fat, my pig is no trifle.’ Meantime the countryman began to look grave, and shook his head. ‘Hark ye!’ said he, ‘my worthy friend, you seem a good sort of fellow, so I can’t help doing you a kind turn. Your pig may get you into a scrape. In the village I just came from, the squire has had a pig stolen out of his sty. I was dreadfully afraid when I saw you that you had got the squire’s pig. If you have, and they catch you, it will be a bad job for you. The least they will do will be to throw you into the horse-pond. Can you swim?’

      Poor Hans was sadly frightened. ‘Good man,’ cried he, ‘pray get me out of this scrape. I know nothing of where the pig was either bred or born; but he may have been the squire’s for aught I can tell: you know this country better than I do, take my pig and give me the goose.’ ‘I ought to have something into the bargain,’ said the countryman; ‘give a fat goose for a pig, indeed! ‘Tis not everyone would do so much for you as that. However, I will not be hard upon you, as you are in trouble.’ Then he took the string in his hand, and drove off the pig by a side path; while Hans went on the way homewards free from care. ‘After all,’ thought he, ‘that chap is pretty well taken in. I don’t care whose pig it is, but wherever it came from it has been a very good friend to me. I have much the best of the bargain. First there will be a capital roast; then the fat will find me in goose-grease for six months; and then there are all the beautiful white feathers. I will put them into my pillow, and then I am sure I shall sleep soundly without rocking. How happy my mother will be! Talk of a pig, indeed! Give me a fine fat goose.’

      As he came to the next village, he saw a scissor-grinder with his wheel, working and singing,

      
        ‘O’er hill and o’er dale
      

      
        So happy I roam,
      

      
        Work light and live well,
      

      
        All the world is my home;
      

      
        Then who so blythe, so merry as I?’
      

      Hans stood looking on for a while, and at last said, ‘You must be well off, master grinder! you seem so happy at your work.’ ‘Yes,’ said the other, ‘mine is a golden trade; a good grinder never puts his hand into his pocket without finding money in it-but where did you get that beautiful goose?’ ‘I did not buy it, I gave a pig for it.’ ‘And where did you get the pig?’ ‘I gave a cow for it.’ ‘And the cow?’ ‘I gave a horse for it.’ ‘And the horse?’ ‘I gave a lump of silver as big as my head for it.’ ‘And the silver?’ ‘Oh! I worked hard for that seven long years.’ ‘You have thriven well in the world hitherto,’ said the grinder, ‘now if you could find money in your pocket whenever you put your hand in it, your fortune would be made.’ ‘Very true: but how is that to be managed?’ ‘How? Why, you must turn grinder like myself,’ said the other; ‘you only want a grindstone; the rest will come of itself. Here is one that is but little the worse for wear: I would not ask more than the value of your goose for it-will you buy?’ ‘How can you ask?’ said Hans; ‘I should be the happiest man in the world, if I could have money whenever I put my hand in my pocket: what could I want more? there’s the goose.’ ‘Now,’ said the grinder, as he gave him a common rough stone that lay by his side, ‘this is a most capital stone; do but work it well enough, and you can make an old nail cut with it.’

      Hans took the stone, and went his way with a light heart: his eyes sparkled for joy, and he said to himself, ‘Surely I must have been born in a lucky hour; everything I could want or wish for comes of itself. People are so kind; they seem really to think I do them a favour in letting them make me rich, and giving me good bargains.’

      Meantime he began to be tired, and hungry too, for he had given away his last penny in his joy at getting the cow.

      At last he could go no farther, for the stone tired him sadly: and he dragged himself to the side of a river, that he might take a drink of water, and rest a while. So he laid the stone carefully by his side on the bank: but, as he stooped down to drink, he forgot it, pushed it a little, and down it rolled, plump into the stream.

      For a while he watched it sinking in the deep clear water; then sprang up and danced for joy, and again fell upon his knees and thanked Heaven, with tears in his eyes, for its kindness in taking away his only plague, the ugly heavy stone.

      ‘How happy am I!’ cried he; ‘nobody was ever so lucky as I.’ Then up he got with a light heart, free from all his troubles, and walked on till he reached his mother’s house, and told her how very easy the road to good luck was.

    


    
      
        Jorinda And Jorindel

      

      There was once an old castle, that stood in the middle of a deep gloomy wood, and in the castle lived an old fairy. Now this fairy could take any shape she pleased. All the day long she flew about in the form of an owl, or crept about the country like a cat; but at night she always became an old woman again. When any young man came within a hundred paces of her castle, he became quite fixed, and could not move a step till she came and set him free; which she would not do till he had given her his word never to come there again: but when any pretty maiden came within that space she was changed into a bird, and the fairy put her into a cage, and hung her up in a chamber in the castle. There were seven hundred of these cages hanging in the castle, and all with beautiful birds in them.

      Now there was once a maiden whose name was Jorinda. She was prettier than all the pretty girls that ever were seen before, and a shepherd lad, whose name was Jorindel, was very fond of her, and they were soon to be married. One day they went to walk in the wood, that they might be alone; and Jorindel said, ‘We must take care that we don’t go too near to the fairy’s castle.’ It was a beautiful evening; the last rays of the setting sun shone bright through the long stems of the trees upon the green underwood beneath, and the turtle-doves sang from the tall birches.

      Jorinda sat down to gaze upon the sun; Jorindel sat by her side; and both felt sad, they knew not why; but it seemed as if they were to be parted from one another for ever. They had wandered a long way; and when they looked to see which way they should go home, they found themselves at a loss to know what path to take.

      The sun was setting fast, and already half of its circle had sunk behind the hill: Jorindel on a sudden looked behind him, and saw through the bushes that they had, without knowing it, sat down close under the old walls of the castle. Then he shrank for fear, turned pale, and trembled. Jorinda was just singing,

      
        ‘The ring-dove sang from the willow spray,
      

      
        Well-a-day! Well-a-day!
      

      
        He mourn’d for the fate of his darling mate,
      

      
        Well-a-day!’
      

      when her song stopped suddenly. Jorindel turned to see the reason, and beheld his Jorinda changed into a nightingale, so that her song ended with a mournful jug, jug. An owl with fiery eyes flew three times round them, and three times screamed:

      
        ‘Tu whu! Tu whu! Tu whu!’
      

      Jorindel could not move; he stood fixed as a stone, and could neither weep, nor speak, nor stir hand or foot. And now the sun went quite down; the gloomy night came; the owl flew into a bush; and a moment after the old fairy came forth pale and meagre, with staring eyes, and a nose and chin that almost met one another.

      She mumbled something to herself, seized the nightingale, and went away with it in her hand. Poor Jorindel saw the nightingale was gone-but what could he do? He could not speak, he could not move from the spot where he stood. At last the fairy came back and sang with a hoarse voice:

      
        ‘Till the prisoner is fast,
      

      
        And her doom is cast,
      

      
        There stay! Oh, stay!
      

      
        When the charm is around her,
      

      
        And the spell has bound her,
      

      
        Hie away! away!’
      

      On a sudden Jorindel found himself free. Then he fell on his knees before the fairy, and prayed her to give him back his dear Jorinda: but she laughed at him, and said he should never see her again; then she went her way.

      He prayed, he wept, he sorrowed, but all in vain. ‘Alas!’ he said, ‘what will become of me?’ He could not go back to his own home, so he went to a strange village, and employed himself in keeping sheep. Many a time did he walk round and round as near to the hated castle as he dared go, but all in vain; he heard or saw nothing of Jorinda.

      At last he dreamt one night that he found a beautiful purple flower, and that in the middle of it lay a costly pearl; and he dreamt that he plucked the flower, and went with it in his hand into the castle, and that everything he touched with it was disenchanted, and that there he found his Jorinda again.

      In the morning when he awoke, he began to search over hill and dale for this pretty flower; and eight long days he sought for it in vain: but on the ninth day, early in the morning, he found the beautiful purple flower; and in the middle of it was a large dewdrop, as big as a costly pearl. Then he plucked the flower, and set out and travelled day and night, till he came again to the castle.

      He walked nearer than a hundred paces to it, and yet he did not become fixed as before, but found that he could go quite close up to the door. Jorindel was very glad indeed to see this. Then he touched the door with the flower, and it sprang open; so that he went in through the court, and listened when he heard so many birds singing. At last he came to the chamber where the fairy sat, with the seven hundred birds singing in the seven hundred cages. When she saw Jorindel she was very angry, and screamed with rage; but she could not come within two yards of him, for the flower he held in his hand was his safeguard. He looked around at the birds, but alas! there were many, many nightingales, and how then should he find out which was his Jorinda? While he was thinking what to do, he saw the fairy had taken down one of the cages, and was making the best of her way off through the door. He ran or flew after her, touched the cage with the flower, and Jorinda stood before him, and threw her arms round his neck looking as beautiful as ever, as beautiful as when they walked together in the wood.

      Then he touched all the other birds with the flower, so that they all took their old forms again; and he took Jorinda home, where they were married, and lived happily together many years: and so did a good many other lads, whose maidens had been forced to sing in the old fairy’s cages by themselves, much longer than they liked.

    


    
      
        Old Sultan

      

      A shepherd had a faithful dog, called Sultan, who was grown very old, and had lost all his teeth. And one day when the shepherd and his wife were standing together before the house the shepherd said, ‘I will shoot old Sultan tomorrow morning, for he is of no use now.’ But his wife said, ‘Pray let the poor faithful creature live; he has served us well a great many years, and we ought to give him a livelihood for the rest of his days.’ ‘But what can we do with him?’ said the shepherd, ‘he has not a tooth in his head, and the thieves don’t care for him at all; to be sure he has served us, but then he did it to earn his livelihood; tomorrow shall be his last day, depend upon it.’

      Poor Sultan, who was lying close by them, heard all that the shepherd and his wife said to one another, and was very much frightened to think tomorrow would be his last day; so in the evening he went to his good friend the wolf, who lived in the wood, and told him all his sorrows, and how his master meant to kill him in the morning. ‘Make yourself easy,’ said the wolf, ‘I will give you some good advice. Your master, you know, goes out every morning very early with his wife into the field; and they take their little child with them, and lay it down behind the hedge in the shade while they are at work. Now do you lie down close by the child, and pretend to be watching it, and I will come out of the wood and run away with it; you must run after me as fast as you can, and I will let it drop; then you may carry it back, and they will think you have saved their child, and will be so thankful to you that they will take care of you as long as you live.’ The dog liked this plan very well; and accordingly so it was managed. The wolf ran with the child a little way; the shepherd and his wife screamed out; but Sultan soon overtook him, and carried the poor little thing back to his master and mistress. Then the shepherd patted him on the head, and said, ‘Old Sultan has saved our child from the wolf, and therefore he shall live and be well taken care of, and have plenty to eat. Wife, go home, and give him a good dinner, and let him have my old cushion to sleep on as long as he lives.’ So from this time forward Sultan had all that he could wish for.

      Soon afterwards the wolf came and wished him joy, and said, ‘Now, my good fellow, you must tell no tales, but turn your head the other way when I want to taste one of the old shepherd’s fine fat sheep.’ ‘No,’ said the Sultan; ‘I will be true to my master.’ However, the wolf thought he was in joke, and came one night to get a dainty morsel. But Sultan had told his master what the wolf meant to do; so he laid wait for him behind the barn door, and when the wolf was busy looking out for a good fat sheep, he had a stout cudgel laid about his back, that combed his locks for him finely.

      Then the wolf was very angry, and called Sultan ‘an old rogue,’ and swore he would have his revenge. So the next morning the wolf sent the boar to challenge Sultan to come into the wood to fight the matter. Now Sultan had nobody he could ask to be his second but the shepherd’s old three-legged cat; so he took her with him, and as the poor thing limped along with some trouble, she stuck up her tail straight in the air.

      The wolf and the wild boar were first on the ground; and when they espied their enemies coming, and saw the cat’s long tail standing straight in the air, they thought she was carrying a sword for Sultan to fight with; and every time she limped, they thought she was picking up a stone to throw at them; so they said they should not like this way of fighting, and the boar lay down behind a bush, and the wolf jumped up into a tree. Sultan and the cat soon came up, and looked about and wondered that no one was there. The boar, however, had not quite hidden himself, for his ears stuck out of the bush; and when he shook one of them a little, the cat, seeing something move, and thinking it was a mouse, sprang upon it, and bit and scratched it, so that the boar jumped up and grunted, and ran away, roaring out, ‘Look up in the tree, there sits the one who is to blame.’ So they looked up, and espied the wolf sitting amongst the branches; and they called him a cowardly rascal, and would not suffer him to come down till he was heartily ashamed of himself, and had promised to be good friends again with old Sultan.

    


    
      
        The Golden Bird

      

      A certain king had a beautiful garden, and in the garden stood a tree which bore golden apples. These apples were always counted, and about the time when they began to grow ripe it was found that every night one of them was gone. The king became very angry at this, and ordered the gardener to keep watch all night under the tree. The gardener set his eldest son to watch; but about twelve o’clock he fell asleep, and in the morning another of the apples was missing. Then the second son was ordered to watch; and at midnight he too fell asleep, and in the morning another apple was gone. Then the third son offered to keep watch; but the gardener at first would not let him, for fear some harm should come to him: however, at last he consented, and the young man laid himself under the tree to watch. As the clock struck twelve he heard a rustling noise in the air, and a bird came flying that was of pure gold; and as it was snapping at one of the apples with its beak, the gardener’s son jumped up and shot an arrow at it. But the arrow did the bird no harm; only it dropped a golden feather from its tail, and then flew away. The golden feather was brought to the king in the morning, and all the council was called together. Everyone agreed that it was worth more than all the wealth of the kingdom: but the king said, ‘One feather is of no use to me, I must have the whole bird.’

      Then the gardener’s eldest son set out and thought to find the golden bird very easily; and when he had gone but a little way, he came to a wood, and by the side of the wood he saw a fox sitting; so he took his bow and made ready to shoot at it. Then the fox said, ‘Do not shoot me, for I will give you good counsel; I know what your business is, and that you want to find the golden bird. You will reach a village in the evening; and when you get there, you will see two inns opposite to each other, one of which is very pleasant and beautiful to look at: go not in there, but rest for the night in the other, though it may appear to you to be very poor and mean.’ But the son thought to himself, ‘What can such a beast as this know about the matter?’ So he shot his arrow at the fox; but he missed it, and it set up its tail above its back and ran into the wood. Then he went his way, and in the evening came to the village where the two inns were; and in one of these were people singing, and dancing, and feasting; but the other looked very dirty, and poor. ‘I should be very silly,’ said he, ‘if I went to that shabby house, and left this charming place’; so he went into the smart house, and ate and drank at his ease, and forgot the bird, and his country too.

      Time passed on; and as the eldest son did not come back, and no tidings were heard of him, the second son set out, and the same thing happened to him. He met the fox, who gave him the good advice: but when he came to the two inns, his eldest brother was standing at the window where the merrymaking was, and called to him to come in; and he could not withstand the temptation, but went in, and forgot the golden bird and his country in the same manner.

      Time passed on again, and the youngest son too wished to set out into the wide world to seek for the golden bird; but his father would not listen to it for a long while, for he was very fond of his son, and was afraid that some ill luck might happen to him also, and prevent his coming back. However, at last it was agreed he should go, for he would not rest at home; and as he came to the wood, he met the fox, and heard the same good counsel. But he was thankful to the fox, and did not attempt his life as his brothers had done; so the fox said, ‘Sit upon my tail, and you will travel faster.’ So he sat down, and the fox began to run, and away they went over stock and stone so quick that their hair whistled in the wind.

      When they came to the village, the son followed the fox’s counsel, and without looking about him went to the shabby inn and rested there all night at his ease. In the morning came the fox again and met him as he was beginning his journey, and said, ‘Go straight forward, till you come to a castle, before which lie a whole troop of soldiers fast asleep and snoring: take no notice of them, but go into the castle and pass on and on till you come to a room, where the golden bird sits in a wooden cage; close by it stands a beautiful golden cage; but do not try to take the bird out of the shabby cage and put it into the handsome one, otherwise you will repent it.’ Then the fox stretched out his tail again, and the young man sat himself down, and away they went over stock and stone till their hair whistled in the wind.

      Before the castle gate all was as the fox had said: so the son went in and found the chamber where the golden bird hung in a wooden cage, and below stood the golden cage, and the three golden apples that had been lost were lying close by it. Then thought he to himself, ‘It will be a very droll thing to bring away such a fine bird in this shabby cage’; so he opened the door and took hold of it and put it into the golden cage. But the bird set up such a loud scream that all the soldiers awoke, and they took him prisoner and carried him before the king. The next morning the court sat to judge him; and when all was heard, it sentenced him to die, unless he should bring the king the golden horse which could run as swiftly as the wind; and if he did this, he was to have the golden bird given him for his own.

      So he set out once more on his journey, sighing, and in great despair, when on a sudden his friend the fox met him, and said, ‘You see now what has happened on account of your not listening to my counsel. I will still, however, tell you how to find the golden horse, if you will do as I bid you. You must go straight on till you come to the castle where the horse stands in his stall: by his side will lie the groom fast asleep and snoring: take away the horse quietly, but be sure to put the old leathern saddle upon him, and not the golden one that is close by it.’ Then the son sat down on the fox’s tail, and away they went over stock and stone till their hair whistled in the wind.

      All went right, and the groom lay snoring with his hand upon the golden saddle. But when the son looked at the horse, he thought it a great pity to put the leathern saddle upon it. ‘I will give him the good one,’ said he; ‘I am sure he deserves it.’ As he took up the golden saddle the groom awoke and cried out so loud, that all the guards ran in and took him prisoner, and in the morning he was again brought before the court to be judged, and was sentenced to die. But it was agreed, that, if he could bring thither the beautiful princess, he should live, and have the bird and the horse given him for his own.

      Then he went his way very sorrowful; but the old fox came and said, ‘Why did not you listen to me? If you had, you would have carried away both the bird and the horse; yet will I once more give you counsel. Go straight on, and in the evening you will arrive at a castle. At twelve o’clock at night the princess goes to the bathing-house: go up to her and give her a kiss, and she will let you lead her away; but take care you do not suffer her to go and take leave of her father and mother.’ Then the fox stretched out his tail, and so away they went over stock and stone till their hair whistled again.

      As they came to the castle, all was as the fox had said, and at twelve o’clock the young man met the princess going to the bath and gave her the kiss, and she agreed to run away with him, but begged with many tears that he would let her take leave of her father. At first he refused, but she wept still more and more, and fell at his feet, till at last he consented; but the moment she came to her father’s house the guards awoke and he was taken prisoner again.

      Then he was brought before the king, and the king said, ‘You shall never have my daughter unless in eight days you dig away the hill that stops the view from my window.’ Now this hill was so big that the whole world could not take it away: and when he had worked for seven days, and had done very little, the fox came and said. ‘Lie down and go to sleep; I will work for you.’ And in the morning he awoke and the hill was gone; so he went merrily to the king, and told him that now that it was removed he must give him the princess.

      Then the king was obliged to keep his word, and away went the young man and the princess; and the fox came and said to him, ‘We will have all three, the princess, the horse, and the bird.’ ‘Ah!’ said the young man, ‘that would be a great thing, but how can you contrive it?’

      ‘If you will only listen,’ said the fox, ‘it can be done. When you come to the king, and he asks for the beautiful princess, you must say, “Here she is!” Then he will be very joyful; and you will mount the golden horse that they are to give you, and put out your hand to take leave of them; but shake hands with the princess last. Then lift her quickly on to the horse behind you; clap your spurs to his side, and gallop away as fast as you can.’

      All went right: then the fox said, ‘When you come to the castle where the bird is, I will stay with the princess at the door, and you will ride in and speak to the king; and when he sees that it is the right horse, he will bring out the bird; but you must sit still, and say that you want to look at it, to see whether it is the true golden bird; and when you get it into your hand, ride away.’

      This, too, happened as the fox said; they carried off the bird, the princess mounted again, and they rode on to a great wood. Then the fox came, and said, ‘Pray kill me, and cut off my head and my feet.’ But the young man refused to do it: so the fox said, ‘I will at any rate give you good counsel: beware of two things; ransom no one from the gallows, and sit down by the side of no river.’ Then away he went. ‘Well,’ thought the young man, ‘it is no hard matter to keep that advice.’

      He rode on with the princess, till at last he came to the village where he had left his two brothers. And there he heard a great noise and uproar; and when he asked what was the matter, the people said, ‘Two men are going to be hanged.’ As he came nearer, he saw that the two men were his brothers, who had turned robbers; so he said, ‘Cannot they in any way be saved?’ But the people said ‘No,’ unless he would bestow all his money upon the rascals and buy their liberty. Then he did not stay to think about the matter, but paid what was asked, and his brothers were given up, and went on with him towards their home.

      And as they came to the wood where the fox first met them, it was so cool and pleasant that the two brothers said, ‘Let us sit down by the side of the river, and rest a while, to eat and drink.’ So he said, ‘Yes,’ and forgot the fox’s counsel, and sat down on the side of the river; and while he suspected nothing, they came behind, and threw him down the bank, and took the princess, the horse, and the bird, and went home to the king their master, and said. ‘All this have we won by our labour.’ Then there was great rejoicing made; but the horse would not eat, the bird would not sing, and the princess wept.

      The youngest son fell to the bottom of the river’s bed: luckily it was nearly dry, but his bones were almost broken, and the bank was so steep that he could find no way to get out. Then the old fox came once more, and scolded him for not following his advice; otherwise no evil would have befallen him: ‘Yet,’ said he, ‘I cannot leave you here, so lay hold of my tail and hold fast.’ Then he pulled him out of the river, and said to him, as he got upon the bank, ‘Your brothers have set watch to kill you, if they find you in the kingdom.’ So he dressed himself as a poor man, and came secretly to the king’s court, and was scarcely within the doors when the horse began to eat, and the bird to sing, and the princess left off weeping. Then he went to the king, and told him all his brothers’ roguery; and they were seized and punished, and he had the princess given to him again; and after the king’s death he was heir to his kingdom.

      A long while after, he went to walk one day in the wood, and the old fox met him, and besought him with tears in his eyes to kill him, and cut off his head and feet. And at last he did so, and in a moment the fox was changed into a man, and turned out to be the brother of the princess, who had been lost a great many many years.

    


    
      
        Cat And Mouse In Partnership

      

      A certain cat had made the acquaintance of a mouse, and had said so much to her about the great love and friendship she felt for her, that at length the mouse agreed that they should live and keep house together. ‘But we must make a provision for winter, or else we shall suffer from hunger,’ said the cat; ‘and you, little mouse, cannot venture everywhere, or you will be caught in a trap some day.’ The good advice was followed, and a pot of fat was bought, but they did not know where to put it. At length, after much consideration, the cat said: ‘I know no place where it will be better stored up than in the church, for no one dares take anything away from there. We will set it beneath the altar, and not touch it until we are really in need of it.’ So the pot was placed in safety, but it was not long before the cat had a great yearning for it, and said to the mouse: ‘I want to tell you something, little mouse; my cousin has brought a little son into the world, and has asked me to be godmother; he is white with brown spots, and I am to hold him over the font at the christening. Let me go out today, and you look after the house by yourself.’ ‘Yes, yes,’ answered the mouse, ‘by all means go, and if you get anything very good to eat, think of me. I should like a drop of sweet red christening wine myself.’ All this, however, was untrue; the cat had no cousin, and had not been asked to be godmother. She went straight to the church, stole to the pot of fat, began to lick at it, and licked the top of the fat off. Then she took a walk upon the roofs of the town, looked out for opportunities, and then stretched herself in the sun, and licked her lips whenever she thought of the pot of fat, and not until it was evening did she return home. ‘Well, here you are again,’ said the mouse, ‘no doubt you have had a merry day.’ ‘All went off well,’ answered the cat. ‘What name did they give the child?’ ‘Top off!’ said the cat quite coolly. ‘Top off!’ cried the mouse, ‘that is a very odd and uncommon name, is it a usual one in your family?’ ‘What does that matter,’ said the cat, ‘it is no worse than Crumb-stealer, as your godchildren are called.’

      Before long the cat was seized by another fit of yearning. She said to the mouse: ‘You must do me a favour, and once more manage the house for a day alone. I am again asked to be godmother, and, as the child has a white ring round its neck, I cannot refuse.’ The good mouse consented, but the cat crept behind the town walls to the church, and devoured half the pot of fat. ‘Nothing ever seems so good as what one keeps to oneself,’ said she, and was quite satisfied with her day’s work. When she went home the mouse inquired: ‘And what was the child christened?’ ‘Half-done,’ answered the cat. ‘Half-done! What are you saying? I never heard the name in my life, I’ll wager anything it is not in the calendar!’

      The cat’s mouth soon began to water for some more licking. ‘All good things go in threes,’ said she, ‘I am asked to stand godmother again. The child is quite black, only it has white paws, but with that exception, it has not a single white hair on its whole body; this only happens once every few years, you will let me go, won’t you?’ ‘Top-off! Half-done!’ answered the mouse, ‘they are such odd names, they make me very thoughtful.’ ‘You sit at home,’ said the cat, ‘in your dark-grey fur coat and long tail, and are filled with fancies, that’s because you do not go out in the daytime.’ During the cat’s absence the mouse cleaned the house, and put it in order, but the greedy cat entirely emptied the pot of fat. ‘When everything is eaten up one has some peace,’ said she to herself, and well filled and fat she did not return home till night. The mouse at once asked what name had been given to the third child. ‘It will not please you more than the others,’ said the cat. ‘He is called All-gone.’ ‘All-gone,’ cried the mouse ‘that is the most suspicious name of all! I have never seen it in print. All-gone; what can that mean?’ and she shook her head, curled herself up, and lay down to sleep.

      From this time forth no one invited the cat to be godmother, but when the winter had come and there was no longer anything to be found outside, the mouse thought of their provision, and said: ‘Come, cat, we will go to our pot of fat which we have stored up for ourselves-we shall enjoy that.’ ‘Yes,’ answered the cat, ‘you will enjoy it as much as you would enjoy sticking that dainty tongue of yours out of the window.’ They set out on their way, but when they arrived, the pot of fat certainly was still in its place, but it was empty. ‘Alas!’ said the mouse, ‘now I see what has happened, now it comes to light! You are a true friend! You have devoured all when you were standing godmother. First top off, then half-done, then-’ ‘Will you hold your tongue,’ cried the cat, ‘one word more, and I will eat you too.’ ‘All-gone’ was already on the poor mouse’s lips; scarcely had she spoken it before the cat sprang on her, seized her, and swallowed her down. Verily, that is the way of the world.

    


    
      
        Fundevogel

      

      There was once a forester who went into the forest to hunt, and as he entered it he heard a sound of screaming as if a little child were there. He followed the sound, and at last came to a high tree, and at the top of this a little child was sitting, for the mother had fallen asleep under the tree with the child, and a bird of prey had seen it in her arms, had flown down, snatched it away, and set it on the high tree.

      The forester climbed up, brought the child down, and thought to himself: ‘You will take him home with you, and bring him up with your Lina.’ He took it home, therefore, and the two children grew up together. And the one, which he had found on a tree was called Fundevogel, because a bird had carried it away. Fundevogel and Lina loved each other so dearly that when they did not see each other they were sad.

      Now the forester had an old cook, who one evening took two pails and began to fetch water, and did not go once only, but many times, out to the spring. Lina saw this and said, ‘Listen, old Sanna, why are you fetching so much water?’ ‘If you will never repeat it to anyone, I will tell you why.’ So Lina said, no, she would never repeat it to anyone, and then the cook said: ‘Early tomorrow morning, when the forester is out hunting, I will heat the water, and when it is boiling in the kettle, I will throw in Fundevogel, and will boil him in it.’

      Early next morning the forester got up and went out hunting, and when he was gone the children were still in bed. Then Lina said to Fundevogel: ‘If you will never leave me, I too will never leave you.’ Fundevogel said: ‘Neither now, nor ever will I leave you.’ Then said Lina: ‘Then will I tell you. Last night, old Sanna carried so many buckets of water into the house that I asked her why she was doing that, and she said that if I would promise not to tell anyone, and she said that early tomorrow morning when father was out hunting, she would set the kettle full of water, throw you into it and boil you; but we will get up quickly, dress ourselves, and go away together.’

      The two children therefore got up, dressed themselves quickly, and went away. When the water in the kettle was boiling, the cook went into the bedroom to fetch Fundevogel and throw him into it. But when she came in, and went to the beds, both the children were gone. Then she was terribly alarmed, and she said to herself: ‘What shall I say now when the forester comes home and sees that the children are gone? They must be followed instantly to get them back again.’

      Then the cook sent three servants after them, who were to run and overtake the children. The children, however, were sitting outside the forest, and when they saw from afar the three servants running, Lina said to Fundevogel: ‘Never leave me, and I will never leave you.’ Fundevogel said: ‘Neither now, nor ever.’ Then said Lina: ‘Do you become a rose-tree, and I the rose upon it.’ When the three servants came to the forest, nothing was there but a rose-tree and one rose on it, but the children were nowhere. Then said they: ‘There is nothing to be done here,’ and they went home and told the cook that they had seen nothing in the forest but a little rose-bush with one rose on it. Then the old cook scolded and said: ‘You simpletons, you should have cut the rose-bush in two, and have broken off the rose and brought it home with you; go, and do it at once.’ They had therefore to go out and look for the second time. The children, however, saw them coming from a distance. Then Lina said: ‘Fundevogel, never leave me, and I will never leave you.’ Fundevogel said: ‘Neither now; nor ever.’ Said Lina: ‘Then do you become a church, and I’ll be the chandelier in it.’ So when the three servants came, nothing was there but a church, with a chandelier in it. They said therefore to each other: ‘What can we do here, let us go home.’ When they got home, the cook asked if they had not found them; so they said no, they had found nothing but a church, and there was a chandelier in it. And the cook scolded them and said: ‘You fools! why did you not pull the church to pieces, and bring the chandelier home with you?’ And now the old cook herself got on her legs, and went with the three servants in pursuit of the children. The children, however, saw from afar that the three servants were coming, and the cook waddling after them. Then said Lina: ‘Fundevogel, never leave me, and I will never leave you.’ Then said Fundevogel: ‘Neither now, nor ever.’ Said Lina: ‘Be a fishpond, and I will be the duck upon it.’ The cook, however, came up to them, and when she saw the pond she lay down by it, and was about to drink it up. But the duck swam quickly to her, seized her head in its beak and drew her into the water, and there the old witch had to drown. Then the children went home together, and were heartily delighted, and if they have not died, they are living still.

    


    
      
        Rapunzel

      

      There were once a man and a woman who had long in vain wished for a child. At length the woman hoped that God was about to grant her desire. These people had a little window at the back of their house from which a splendid garden could be seen, which was full of the most beautiful flowers and herbs. It was, however, surrounded by a high wall, and no one dared to go into it because it belonged to an enchantress, who had great power and was dreaded by all the world. One day the woman was standing by this window and looking down into the garden, when she saw a bed which was planted with the most beautiful rampion (rapunzel), and it looked so fresh and green that she longed for it, she quite pined away, and began to look pale and miserable. Then her husband was alarmed, and asked: ‘What ails you, dear wife?’ ‘Ah,’ she replied, ‘if I can’t eat some of the rampion, which is in the garden behind our house, I shall die.’ The man, who loved her, thought: ‘Sooner than let your wife die, bring her some of the rampion yourself, let it cost what it will.’ At twilight, he clambered down over the wall into the garden of the enchantress, hastily clutched a handful of rampion, and took it to his wife. She at once made herself a salad of it, and ate it greedily. It tasted so good to her-so very good, that the next day she longed for it three times as much as before. If he was to have any rest, her husband must once more descend into the garden. In the gloom of evening therefore, he let himself down again; but when he had clambered down the wall he was terribly afraid, for he saw the enchantress standing before him. ‘How can you dare,’ said she with angry look, ‘descend into my garden and steal my rampion like a thief? You shall suffer for it!’ ‘Ah,’ answered he, ‘let mercy take the place of justice, I only made up my mind to do it out of necessity. My wife saw your rampion from the window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if she had not got some to eat.’ Then the enchantress allowed her anger to be softened, and said to him: ‘If the case be as you say, I will allow you to take away with you as much rampion as you will, only I make one condition, you must give me the child which your wife will bring into the world; it shall be well treated, and I will care for it like a mother.’ The man in his terror consented to everything, and when the woman was brought to bed, the enchantress appeared at once, gave the child the name of Rapunzel, and took it away with her.

      Rapunzel grew into the most beautiful child under the sun. When she was twelve years old, the enchantress shut her into a tower, which lay in a forest, and had neither stairs nor door, but quite at the top was a little window. When the enchantress wanted to go in, she placed herself beneath it and cried:

      
        ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
      

      
        Let down your hair to me.’
      

      Rapunzel had magnificent long hair, fine as spun gold, and when she heard the voice of the enchantress she unfastened her braided tresses, wound them round one of the hooks of the window above, and then the hair fell twenty ells down, and the enchantress climbed up by it.

      After a year or two, it came to pass that the king’s son rode through the forest and passed by the tower. Then he heard a song, which was so charming that he stood still and listened. This was Rapunzel, who in her solitude passed her time in letting her sweet voice resound. The king’s son wanted to climb up to her, and looked for the door of the tower, but none was to be found. He rode home, but the singing had so deeply touched his heart, that every day he went out into the forest and listened to it. Once when he was thus standing behind a tree, he saw that an enchantress came there, and he heard how she cried:

      
        ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
      

      
        Let down your hair to me.’
      

      Then Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair, and the enchantress climbed up to her. ‘If that is the ladder by which one mounts, I too will try my fortune,’ said he, and the next day when it began to grow dark, he went to the tower and cried:

      
        ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
      

      
        Let down your hair to me.’
      

      Immediately the hair fell down and the king’s son climbed up.

      At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when a man, such as her eyes had never yet beheld, came to her; but the king’s son began to talk to her quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so stirred that it had let him have no rest, and he had been forced to see her. Then Rapunzel lost her fear, and when he asked her if she would take him for her husband, and she saw that he was young and handsome, she thought: ‘He will love me more than old Dame Gothel does’; and she said yes, and laid her hand in his. She said: ‘I will willingly go away with you, but I do not know how to get down. Bring with you a skein of silk every time that you come, and I will weave a ladder with it, and when that is ready I will descend, and you will take me on your horse.’ They agreed that until that time he should come to her every evening, for the old woman came by day. The enchantress remarked nothing of this, until once Rapunzel said to her: ‘Tell me, Dame Gothel, how it happens that you are so much heavier for me to draw up than the young king’s son-he is with me in a moment.’ ‘Ah! you wicked child,’ cried the enchantress. ‘What do I hear you say! I thought I had separated you from all the world, and yet you have deceived me!’ In her anger she clutched Rapunzel’s beautiful tresses, wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized a pair of scissors with the right, and snip, snap, they were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on the ground. And she was so pitiless that she took poor Rapunzel into a desert where she had to live in great grief and misery.

       

      
        [image: ]
      

       

      On the same day that she cast out Rapunzel, however, the enchantress fastened the braids of hair, which she had cut off, to the hook of the window, and when the king’s son came and cried:

      
        ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
      

      
        Let down your hair to me.’
      

      she let the hair down. The king’s son ascended, but instead of finding his dearest Rapunzel, he found the enchantress, who gazed at him with wicked and venomous looks. ‘Aha!’ she cried mockingly, ‘you would fetch your dearest, but the beautiful bird sits no longer singing in the nest; the cat has got it, and will scratch out your eyes as well. Rapunzel is lost to you; you will never see her again.’ The king’s son was beside himself with pain, and in his despair he leapt down from the tower. He escaped with his life, but the thorns into which he fell pierced his eyes. Then he wandered quite blind about the forest, ate nothing but roots and berries, and did naught but lament and weep over the loss of his dearest wife. Thus he roamed about in misery for some years, and at length came to the desert where Rapunzel, with the twins to which she had given birth, a boy and a girl, lived in wretchedness. He heard a voice, and it seemed so familiar to him that he went towards it, and when he approached, Rapunzel knew him and fell on his neck and wept. Two of her tears wetted his eyes and they grew clear again, and he could see with them as before. He led her to his kingdom where he was joyfully received, and they lived for a long time afterwards, happy and contented.

    


    
      
        The Goose-Girl

      

      The king of a great land died, and left his queen to take care of their only child. This child was a daughter, who was very beautiful; and her mother loved her dearly, and was very kind to her. And there was a good fairy too, who was fond of the princess, and helped her mother to watch over her. When she grew up, she was betrothed to a prince who lived a great way off; and as the time drew near for her to be married, she got ready to set off on her journey to his country. Then the queen her mother, packed up a great many costly things; jewels, and gold, and silver; trinkets, fine dresses, and in short everything that became a royal bride. And she gave her a waiting-maid to ride with her, and give her into the bridegroom’s hands; and each had a horse for the journey. Now the princess’s horse was the fairy’s gift, and it was called Falada, and could speak.

      When the time came for them to set out, the fairy went into her bed-chamber, and took a little knife, and cut off a lock of her hair, and gave it to the princess, and said, ‘Take care of it, dear child; for it is a charm that may be of use to you on the road.’ Then they all took a sorrowful leave of the princess; and she put the lock of hair into her bosom, got upon her horse, and set off on her journey to her bridegroom’s kingdom.

      One day, as they were riding along by a brook, the princess began to feel very thirsty: and she said to her maid, ‘Pray get down, and fetch me some water in my golden cup out of yonder brook, for I want to drink.’ ‘Nay,’ said the maid, ‘if you are thirsty, get off yourself, and stoop down by the water and drink; I shall not be your waiting-maid any longer.’ Then she was so thirsty that she got down, and knelt over the little brook, and drank; for she was frightened, and dared not bring out her golden cup; and she wept and said, ‘Alas! what will become of me?’ And the lock answered her, and said:

      
        ‘Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,
      

      
        Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
      

      But the princess was very gentle and meek, so she said nothing to her maid’s ill behaviour, but got upon her horse again.

      Then all rode farther on their journey, till the day grew so warm, and the sun so scorching, that the bride began to feel very thirsty again; and at last, when they came to a river, she forgot her maid’s rude speech, and said, ‘Pray get down, and fetch me some water to drink in my golden cup.’ But the maid answered her, and even spoke more haughtily than before: ‘Drink if you will, but I shall not be your waiting-maid.’ Then the princess was so thirsty that she got off her horse, and lay down, and held her head over the running stream, and cried and said, ‘What will become of me?’ And the lock of hair answered her again:

      
        ‘Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,
      

      
        Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
      

      And as she leaned down to drink, the lock of hair fell from her bosom, and floated away with the water. Now she was so frightened that she did not see it; but her maid saw it, and was very glad, for she knew the charm; and she saw that the poor bride would be in her power, now that she had lost the hair. So when the bride had done drinking, and would have got upon Falada again, the maid said, ‘I shall ride upon Falada, and you may have my horse instead’; so she was forced to give up her horse, and soon afterwards to take off her royal clothes and put on her maid’s shabby ones.

      At last, as they drew near the end of their journey, this treacherous servant threatened to kill her mistress if she ever told anyone what had happened. But Falada saw it all, and marked it well.

      Then the waiting-maid got upon Falada, and the real bride rode upon the other horse, and they went on in this way till at last they came to the royal court. There was great joy at their coming, and the prince flew to meet them, and lifted the maid from her horse, thinking she was the one who was to be his wife; and she was led upstairs to the royal chamber; but the true princess was told to stay in the court below.

      Now the old king happened just then to have nothing else to do; so he amused himself by sitting at his kitchen window, looking at what was going on; and he saw her in the courtyard. As she looked very pretty, and too delicate for a waiting-maid, he went up into the royal chamber to ask the bride who it was she had brought with her, that was thus left standing in the court below. ‘I brought her with me for the sake of her company on the road,’ said she; ‘pray give the girl some work to do, that she may not be idle.’ The old king could not for some time think of any work for her to do; but at last he said, ‘I have a lad who takes care of my geese; she may go and help him.’ Now the name of this lad, that the real bride was to help in watching the king’s geese, was Curdken.

      But the false bride said to the prince, ‘Dear husband, pray do me one piece of kindness.’ ‘That I will,’ said the prince. ‘Then tell one of your slaughterers to cut off the head of the horse I rode upon, for it was very unruly, and plagued me sadly on the road’; but the truth was, she was very much afraid lest Falada should some day or other speak, and tell all she had done to the princess. She carried her point, and the faithful Falada was killed; but when the true princess heard of it, she wept, and begged the man to nail up Falada’s head against a large dark gate of the city, through which she had to pass every morning and evening, that there she might still see him sometimes. Then the slaughterer said he would do as she wished; and cut off the head, and nailed it up under the dark gate.

      Early the next morning, as she and Curdken went out through the gate, she said sorrowfully:

      
        ‘Falada, Falada, there thou hangest!’
      

      and the head answered:

      
        ‘Bride, bride, there thou gangest!
      

      
        Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,
      

      
        Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
      

      Then they went out of the city, and drove the geese on. And when she came to the meadow, she sat down upon a bank there, and let down her waving locks of hair, which were all of pure silver; and when Curdken saw it glitter in the sun, he ran up, and would have pulled some of the locks out, but she cried:

      
        ‘Blow, breezes, blow!
      

      
        Let Curdken’s hat go!
      

      
        Blow, breezes, blow!
      

      
        Let him after it go!
      

      
        O’er hills, dales, and rocks,
      

      
        Away be it whirl’d
      

      
        Till the silvery locks
      

      
        Are all comb’d and curl’d!
      

      Then there came a wind, so strong that it blew off Curdken’s hat; and away it flew over the hills: and he was forced to turn and run after it; till, by the time he came back, she had done combing and curling her hair, and had put it up again safe. Then he was very angry and sulky, and would not speak to her at all; but they watched the geese until it grew dark in the evening, and then drove them homewards.

      The next morning, as they were going through the dark gate, the poor girl looked up at Falada’s head, and cried:

      
        ‘Falada, Falada, there thou hangest!’
      

      and the head answered:

      
        ‘Bride, bride, there thou gangest!
      

      
        Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,
      

      
        Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
      

      Then she drove on the geese, and sat down again in the meadow, and began to comb out her hair as before; and Curdken ran up to her, and wanted to take hold of it; but she cried out quickly:

      
        ‘Blow, breezes, blow!
      

      
        Let Curdken’s hat go!
      

      
        Blow, breezes, blow!
      

      
        Let him after it go!
      

      
        O’er hills, dales, and rocks,
      

      
        Away be it whirl’d
      

      
        Till the silvery locks
      

      
        Are all comb’d and curl’d!
      

      Then the wind came and blew away his hat; and off it flew a great way, over the hills and far away, so that he had to run after it; and when he came back she had bound up her hair again, and all was safe. So they watched the geese till it grew dark.

      In the evening, after they came home, Curdken went to the old king, and said, ‘I cannot have that strange girl to help me to keep the geese any longer.’ ‘Why?’ said the king. ‘Because, instead of doing any good, she does nothing but tease me all day long.’ Then the king made him tell him what had happened. And Curdken said, ‘When we go in the morning through the dark gate with our flock of geese, she cries and talks with the head of a horse that hangs upon the wall, and says:

      
        ‘Falada, Falada, there thou hangest!’
      

      and the head answers:

      
        ‘Bride, bride, there thou gangest!
      

      
        Alas! alas! if thy mother knew it,
      

      
        Sadly, sadly, would she rue it.’
      

      And Curdken went on telling the king what had happened upon the meadow where the geese fed; how his hat was blown away; and how he was forced to run after it, and to leave his flock of geese to themselves. But the old king told the boy to go out again the next day: and when morning came, he placed himself behind the dark gate, and heard how she spoke to Falada, and how Falada answered. Then he went into the field, and hid himself in a bush by the meadow’s side; and he soon saw with his own eyes how they drove the flock of geese; and how, after a little time, she let down her hair that glittered in the sun. And then he heard her say:

      
        ‘Blow, breezes, blow!
      

      
        Let Curdken’s hat go!
      

      
        Blow, breezes, blow!
      

      
        Let him after it go!
      

      
        O’er hills, dales, and rocks,
      

      
        Away be it whirl’d
      

      
        Till the silvery locks
      

      
        Are all comb’d and curl’d!
      

      And soon came a gale of wind, and carried away Curdken’s hat, and away went Curdken after it, while the girl went on combing and curling her hair. All this the old king saw: so he went home without being seen; and when the little goose-girl came back in the evening he called her aside, and asked her why she did so: but she burst into tears, and said, ‘That I must not tell you or any man, or I shall lose my life.’

      But the old king begged so hard, that she had no peace till she had told him all the tale, from beginning to end, word for word. And it was very lucky for her that she did so, for when she had done the king ordered royal clothes to be put upon her, and gazed on her with wonder, she was so beautiful. Then he called his son and told him that he had only a false bride; for that she was merely a waiting-maid, while the true bride stood by. And the young king rejoiced when he saw her beauty, and heard how meek and patient she had been; and without saying anything to the false bride, the king ordered a great feast to be got ready for all his court. The bridegroom sat at the top, with the false princess on one side, and the true one on the other; but nobody knew her again, for her beauty was quite dazzling to their eyes; and she did not seem at all like the little goose-girl, now that she had her brilliant dress on.

      When they had eaten and drank, and were very merry, the old king said he would tell them a tale. So he began, and told all the story of the princess, as if it was one that he had once heard; and he asked the true waiting-maid what she thought ought to be done to anyone who would behave thus. ‘Nothing better,’ said this false bride, ‘than that she should be thrown into a cask stuck round with sharp nails, and that two white horses should be put to it, and should drag it from street to street till she was dead.’ ‘Thou art she!’ said the old king; ‘and as thou has judged thyself, so shall it be done to thee.’ And the young king was then married to his true wife, and they reigned over the kingdom in peace and happiness all their lives; and the good fairy came to see them, and restored the faithful Falada to life again.

       

    


    
      
        The Valiant Little Tailor

      

      One summer’s morning a little tailor was sitting on his table by the window; he was in good spirits, and sewed with all his might. Then came a peasant woman down the street crying: ‘Good jams, cheap! Good jams, cheap!’ This rang pleasantly in the tailor’s ears; he stretched his delicate head out of the window, and called: ‘Come up here, dear woman; here you will get rid of your goods.’ The woman came up the three steps to the tailor with her heavy basket, and he made her unpack all the pots for him. He inspected each one, lifted it up, put his nose to it, and at length said: ‘The jam seems to me to be good, so weigh me out four ounces, dear woman, and if it is a quarter of a pound that is of no consequence.’ The woman who had hoped to find a good sale, gave him what he desired, but went away quite angry and grumbling. ‘Now, this jam shall be blessed by God,’ cried the little tailor, ‘and give me health and strength’; so he brought the bread out of the cupboard, cut himself a piece right across the loaf and spread the jam over it. ‘This won’t taste bitter,’ said he, ‘but I will just finish the jacket before I take a bite.’ He laid the bread near him, sewed on, and in his joy, made bigger and bigger stitches. In the meantime the smell of the sweet jam rose to where the flies were sitting in great numbers, and they were attracted and descended on it in hosts. ‘Hi! who invited you?’ said the little tailor, and drove the unbidden guests away. The flies, however, who understood no German, would not be turned away, but came back again in ever-increasing companies. The little tailor at last lost all patience, and drew a piece of cloth from the hole under his work-table, and saying: ‘Wait, and I will give it to you,’ struck it mercilessly on them. When he drew it away and counted, there lay before him no fewer than seven, dead and with legs stretched out. ‘Are you a fellow of that sort?’ said he, and could not help admiring his own bravery. ‘The whole town shall know of this!’ And the little tailor hastened to cut himself a girdle, stitched it, and embroidered on it in large letters: ‘Seven at one stroke!’ ‘What, the town!’ he continued, ‘the whole world shall hear of it!’ and his heart wagged with joy like a lamb’s tail. The tailor put on the girdle, and resolved to go forth into the world, because he thought his workshop was too small for his valour. Before he went away, he sought about in the house to see if there was anything which he could take with him; however, he found nothing but an old cheese, and that he put in his pocket. In front of the door he observed a bird which had caught itself in the thicket. It had to go into his pocket with the cheese. Now he took to the road boldly, and as he was light and nimble, he felt no fatigue. The road led him up a mountain, and when he had reached the highest point of it, there sat a powerful giant looking peacefully about him. The little tailor went bravely up, spoke to him, and said: ‘Good day, comrade, so you are sitting there overlooking the wide-spread world! I am just on my way thither, and want to try my luck. Have you any inclination to go with me?’ The giant looked contemptuously at the tailor, and said: ‘You ragamuffin! You miserable creature!’

      ‘Oh, indeed?’ answered the little tailor, and unbuttoned his coat, and showed the giant the girdle, ‘there may you read what kind of a man I am!’ The giant read: ‘Seven at one stroke,’ and thought that they had been men whom the tailor had killed, and began to feel a little respect for the tiny fellow. Nevertheless, he wished to try him first, and took a stone in his hand and squeezed it together so that water dropped out of it. ‘Do that likewise,’ said the giant, ‘if you have strength.’ ‘Is that all?’ said the tailor, ‘that is child’s play with us!’ and put his hand into his pocket, brought out the soft cheese, and pressed it until the liquid ran out of it. ‘Faith,’ said he, ‘that was a little better, wasn’t it?’ The giant did not know what to say, and could not believe it of the little man. Then the giant picked up a stone and threw it so high that the eye could scarcely follow it. ‘Now, little mite of a man, do that likewise,’ ‘Well thrown,’ said the tailor, ‘but after all the stone came down to earth again; I will throw you one which shall never come back at all,’ and he put his hand into his pocket, took out the bird, and threw it into the air. The bird, delighted with its liberty, rose, flew away and did not come back. ‘How does that shot please you, comrade?’ asked the tailor. ‘You can certainly throw,’ said the giant, ‘but now we will see if you are able to carry anything properly.’ He took the little tailor to a mighty oak tree which lay there felled on the ground, and said: ‘If you are strong enough, help me to carry the tree out of the forest.’ ‘Readily,’ answered the little man; ‘take you the trunk on your shoulders, and I will raise up the branches and twigs; after all, they are the heaviest.’ The giant took the trunk on his shoulder, but the tailor seated himself on a branch, and the giant, who could not look round, had to carry away the whole tree, and the little tailor into the bargain: he behind, was quite merry and happy, and whistled the song: ‘Three tailors rode forth from the gate,’ as if carrying the tree were child’s play. The giant, after he had dragged the heavy burden part of the way, could go no further, and cried: ‘Hark you, I shall have to let the tree fall!’ The tailor sprang nimbly down, seized the tree with both arms as if he had been carrying it, and said to the giant: ‘You are such a great fellow, and yet cannot even carry the tree!’

      They went on together, and as they passed a cherry-tree, the giant laid hold of the top of the tree where the ripest fruit was hanging, bent it down, gave it into the tailor’s hand, and bade him eat. But the little tailor was much too weak to hold the tree, and when the giant let it go, it sprang back again, and the tailor was tossed into the air with it. When he had fallen down again without injury, the giant said: ‘What is this? Have you not strength enough to hold the weak twig?’ ‘There is no lack of strength,’ answered the little tailor. ‘Do you think that could be anything to a man who has struck down seven at one blow? I leapt over the tree because the huntsmen are shooting down there in the thicket. Jump as I did, if you can do it.’ The giant made the attempt but he could not get over the tree, and remained hanging in the branches, so that in this also the tailor kept the upper hand.

      The giant said: ‘If you are such a valiant fellow, come with me into our cavern and spend the night with us.’ The little tailor was willing, and followed him. When they went into the cave, other giants were sitting there by the fire, and each of them had a roasted sheep in his hand and was eating it. The little tailor looked round and thought: ‘It is much more spacious here than in my workshop.’ The giant showed him a bed, and said he was to lie down in it and sleep. The bed, however, was too big for the little tailor; he did not lie down in it, but crept into a corner. When it was midnight, and the giant thought that the little tailor was lying in a sound sleep, he got up, took a great iron bar, cut through the bed with one blow, and thought he had finished off the grasshopper for good. With the earliest dawn the giants went into the forest, and had quite forgotten the little tailor, when all at once he walked up to them quite merrily and boldly. The giants were terrified, they were afraid that he would strike them all dead, and ran away in a great hurry.

      The little tailor went onwards, always following his own pointed nose. After he had walked for a long time, he came to the courtyard of a royal palace, and as he felt weary, he lay down on the grass and fell asleep. Whilst he lay there, the people came and inspected him on all sides, and read on his girdle: ‘Seven at one stroke.’ ‘Ah!’ said they, ‘what does the great warrior want here in the midst of peace? He must be a mighty lord.’ They went and announced him to the king, and gave it as their opinion that if war should break out, this would be a weighty and useful man who ought on no account to be allowed to depart. The counsel pleased the king, and he sent one of his courtiers to the little tailor to offer him military service when he awoke. The ambassador remained standing by the sleeper, waited until he stretched his limbs and opened his eyes, and then conveyed to him this proposal. ‘For this very reason have I come here,’ the tailor replied, ‘I am ready to enter the king’s service.’ He was therefore honourably received, and a special dwelling was assigned him.

      The soldiers, however, were set against the little tailor, and wished him a thousand miles away. ‘What is to be the end of this?’ they said among themselves. ‘If we quarrel with him, and he strikes about him, seven of us will fall at every blow; not one of us can stand against him.’ They came therefore to a decision, betook themselves in a body to the king, and begged for their dismissal. ‘We are not prepared,’ said they, ‘to stay with a man who kills seven at one stroke.’ The king was sorry that for the sake of one he should lose all his faithful servants, wished that he had never set eyes on the tailor, and would willingly have been rid of him again. But he did not venture to give him his dismissal, for he dreaded lest he should strike him and all his people dead, and place himself on the royal throne. He thought about it for a long time, and at last found good counsel. He sent to the little tailor and caused him to be informed that as he was a great warrior, he had one request to make to him. In a forest of his country lived two giants, who caused great mischief with their robbing, murdering, ravaging, and burning, and no one could approach them without putting himself in danger of death. If the tailor conquered and killed these two giants, he would give him his only daughter to wife, and half of his kingdom as a dowry, likewise one hundred horsemen should go with him to assist him. ‘That would indeed be a fine thing for a man like me!’ thought the little tailor. ‘One is not offered a beautiful princess and half a kingdom every day of one’s life!’ ‘Oh, yes,’ he replied, ‘I will soon subdue the giants, and do not require the help of the hundred horsemen to do it; he who can hit seven with one blow has no need to be afraid of two.’

      The little tailor went forth, and the hundred horsemen followed him. When he came to the outskirts of the forest, he said to his followers: ‘Just stay waiting here, I alone will soon finish off the giants.’ Then he bounded into the forest and looked about right and left. After a while he perceived both giants. They lay sleeping under a tree, and snored so that the branches waved up and down. The little tailor, not idle, gathered two pocketsful of stones, and with these climbed up the tree. When he was halfway up, he slipped down by a branch, until he sat just above the sleepers, and then let one stone after another fall on the breast of one of the giants. For a long time the giant felt nothing, but at last he awoke, pushed his comrade, and said: ‘Why are you knocking me?’ ‘You must be dreaming,’ said the other, ‘I am not knocking you.’ They laid themselves down to sleep again, and then the tailor threw a stone down on the second. ‘What is the meaning of this?’ cried the other ‘Why are you pelting me?’ ‘I am not pelting you,’ answered the first, growling. They disputed about it for a time, but as they were weary they let the matter rest, and their eyes closed once more. The little tailor began his game again, picked out the biggest stone, and threw it with all his might on the breast of the first giant. ‘That is too bad!’ cried he, and sprang up like a madman, and pushed his companion against the tree until it shook. The other paid him back in the same coin, and they got into such a rage that they tore up trees and belaboured each other so long, that at last they both fell down dead on the ground at the same time. Then the little tailor leapt down. ‘It is a lucky thing,’ said he, ‘that they did not tear up the tree on which I was sitting, or I should have had to sprint on to another like a squirrel; but we tailors are nimble.’ He drew out his sword and gave each of them a couple of thrusts in the breast, and then went out to the horsemen and said: ‘The work is done; I have finished both of them off, but it was hard work! They tore up trees in their sore need, and defended themselves with them, but all that is to no purpose when a man like myself comes, who can kill seven at one blow.’ ‘But are you not wounded?’ asked the horsemen. ‘You need not concern yourself about that,’ answered the tailor, ‘they have not bent one hair of mine.’ The horsemen would not believe him, and rode into the forest; there they found the giants swimming in their blood, and all round about lay the torn-up trees.

      The little tailor demanded of the king the promised reward; he, however, repented of his promise, and again bethought himself how he could get rid of the hero. ‘Before you receive my daughter, and the half of my kingdom,’ said he to him, ‘you must perform one more heroic deed. In the forest roams a unicorn which does great harm, and you must catch it first.’ ‘I fear one unicorn still less than two giants. Seven at one blow, is my kind of affair.’ He took a rope and an axe with him, went forth into the forest, and again bade those who were sent with him to wait outside. He had not long to seek. The unicorn soon came towards him, and rushed directly on the tailor, as if it would gore him with its horn without more ado. ‘Softly, softly; it can’t be done as quickly as that,’ said he, and stood still and waited until the animal was quite close, and then sprang nimbly behind the tree. The unicorn ran against the tree with all its strength, and stuck its horn so fast in the trunk that it had not the strength enough to draw it out again, and thus it was caught. ‘Now, I have got the bird,’ said the tailor, and came out from behind the tree and put the rope round its neck, and then with his axe he hewed the horn out of the tree, and when all was ready he led the beast away and took it to the king.

      The king still would not give him the promised reward, and made a third demand. Before the wedding the tailor was to catch him a wild boar that made great havoc in the forest, and the huntsmen should give him their help. ‘Willingly,’ said the tailor, ‘that is child’s play!’ He did not take the huntsmen with him into the forest, and they were well pleased that he did not, for the wild boar had several times received them in such a manner that they had no inclination to lie in wait for him. When the boar perceived the tailor, it ran on him with foaming mouth and whetted tusks, and was about to throw him to the ground, but the hero fled and sprang into a chapel which was near and up to the window at once, and in one bound out again. The boar ran after him, but the tailor ran round outside and shut the door behind it, and then the raging beast, which was much too heavy and awkward to leap out of the window, was caught. The little tailor called the huntsmen thither that they might see the prisoner with their own eyes. The hero, however, went to the king, who was now, whether he liked it or not, obliged to keep his promise, and gave his daughter and the half of his kingdom. Had he known that it was no warlike hero, but a little tailor who was standing before him, it would have gone to his heart still more than it did. The wedding was held with great magnificence and small joy, and out of a tailor a king was made.

      After some time the young queen heard her husband say in his dreams at night: ‘Boy, make me the doublet, and patch the pantaloons, or else I will rap the yard-measure over your ears.’ Then she discovered in what state of life the young lord had been born, and next morning complained of her wrongs to her father, and begged him to help her to get rid of her husband, who was nothing else but a tailor. The king comforted her and said: ‘Leave your bedroom door open this night, and my servants shall stand outside, and when he has fallen asleep shall go in, bind him, and take him on board a ship which shall carry him into the wide world.’ The woman was satisfied with this; but the king’s armour-bearer, who had heard all, was friendly with the young lord, and informed him of the whole plot. ‘I’ll put a screw into that business,’ said the little tailor. At night he went to bed with his wife at the usual time, and when she thought that he had fallen asleep, she got up, opened the door, and then lay down again. The little tailor, who was only pretending to be asleep, began to cry out in a clear voice: ‘Boy, make me the doublet and patch me the pantaloons, or I will rap the yard-measure over your ears. I smote seven at one blow. I killed two giants, I brought away one unicorn, and caught a wild boar, and am I to fear those who are standing outside the room.’ When these men heard the tailor speaking thus, they were overcome by a great dread, and ran as if the wild huntsman were behind them, and none of them would venture anything further against him. So the little tailor was and remained a king to the end of his life.

    


    
      
        Charles Perrault

      

    


    
      
        Blue Beard

      

      There was a man who had fine houses, both in town and country, a deal of silver and gold plate, embroidered furniture, and coaches gilded all over with gold. But this man had the misfortune to have a blue beard, which made him so frightfully ugly, that all the women and girls ran away from him.

      One of his neighbours, a lady of quality, had two daughters who were perfect beauties. He desired of her one of them in marriage, leaving to her the choice which of the two she would bestow upon him. They would neither of them have him, and each made the other welcome of him, being not able to bear the thought of marrying a man who had a blue beard. And what besides gave them disgust and aversion, was his having already been married to several wives, and nobody ever knew what became of them.

      Blue Beard, to engage their affection, took them, with the lady their mother, and three or four ladies of their acquaintance, with other young people of the neighbourhood, to one of his country seats, where they stayed a whole week. There was nothing then to be seen but parties of pleasure, hunting, fishing, dancing, mirth and feasting. Nobody went to bed, but all passed the night in playing tricks upon each other. In short, every thing succeeded so well, that the youngest daughter began to think the master of the house not to have a beard so very blue, and that he was a mighty civil gentleman. As soon as they returned home, the marriage was concluded.

      About a month afterwards Blue Beard told his wife that he was obliged to take a country journey for six weeks at least, about affairs of very great consequence, desiring her to divert herself in his absence, to send for her friends and acquaintances, to carry them into the country, if she pleased, and to make good cheer wherever she was.

      "Here," said he, "are the keys of the two great wardrobes, wherein I have my best furniture; these are of my silver and gold plate, which is not every day in use; these open my strong boxes, which hold my money, both gold and silver; these my caskets of jewels; and this is the master-key to all my apartments. But for this little one here, it is the key of the closet at the end of the great gallery on the ground floor. Open them all; go into all and every one of them; except that little closet which I forbid you, and forbid it in such a manner that, if you happen to open it, there will be no bounds to my just anger and resentment."

      She promised to observe, very exactly, whatever he had ordered; when he, after having embraced her, got into his coach and proceeded on his journey.

      Her neighbours and good friends did not stay to be sent for by the newmarried lady, so great was their impatience to see all the rich furniture of her house, not daring to come while her husband was there, because of his blue beard which frightened them. They ran thro' all the rooms, closets, and wardrobes, which were all so rich and fine, that they seemed to surpass one another.

      After that, they went up into the two great rooms, where were the best and richest furniture; they could not sufficiently admire the number and beauty of the tapestry, beds, couches, cabinets, stands, tables, and looking-glasses in which you might see yourself from head to foot; some of them were framed with glass, others with silver, plain and gilded, the finest and most magnificent which were ever seen. They ceased not to extol and envy the happiness of their friend, who in the mean time no way diverted herself in looking upon all these rich things, because of the impatience she had to go and open the closet of the ground floor. She was so much pressed by her curiosity, that, without considering that it was very uncivil to leave her company, she went down a little back-stair-case, and with such excessive haste, that she had twice or thrice like to have broken her neck.

      Being come to the closet door, she made a stop for some time, thinking upon her husband's orders, and considering what unhappiness might attend her if she was disobedient; but the temptation was so strong she could not overcome it. She took then the little key, and opened it trembling; but could not at first see any thing plainly, because the windows were shut. After some moments she began to perceive that the floor was all covered over with clotted blood, in which were reflected the bodies of several dead women ranged against the walls: these were all the wives whom Blue Beard had married and murdered one after another. She was like to have died for fear, and the key, which she pulled out of the lock, fell out of her hand.

      After having somewhat recovered her senses, she took up the key, locked the door, and went up stairs into her chamber to recover herself; but she could not, so much was she frightened. Having observed that the key of the closet was stained with blood, she tried two or three times to wipe it off, but the blood would not come off; in vain did she wash it, and even rub it with soap and sand, the blood still remained, for the key was a Fairy, and she could never make it quite clean; when the blood was gone off from one side, it came again on the other.

      Blue Beard returned from his journey the same evening, and said, he had received letters upon the road, informing him that the affair he went about was ended to his advantage. His wife did all she could to convince him she was extremely glad of his speedy return. Next morning he asked her for the keys, which she gave him, but with such a trembling hand, that he easily guessed what had happened.

      "What," said he, "is not the key of my closet among the rest?"

      "I must certainly," answered she, "have left it above upon the table."

      "Fail not," said Blue Beard, "to bring it me presently."

      After putting him off several times, she was forced to bring him the key. Blue Beard, having very attentively considered it, said to his wife:

      "How comes this blood upon the key?"

      "I do not know," cried the poor woman, paler than death.

      "You do not know," replied Blue Beard; "I very well know, you were resolved to go into the closet, were you not? Mighty well, Madam; you shall go in, and take your place among the ladies you saw there."

      Upon this she threw herself at her husband's feet, and begged his pardon with all the signs of a true repentance for her disobedience. She would have melted a rock, so beautiful and sorrowful was she; but Blue Beard had a heart harder than any rock.

      "You must die, Madam," said he, "and that presently."

      "Since I must die," answered she, looking upon him with her eyes all bathed in tears, "give me some little time to say my prayers."

      "I give you," replied Blue Beard, "half a quarter of an hour, but not one moment more."

       

      When she was alone, she called out to her sister, and said to her:

      "Sister Anne" (for that was her name), "go up I beg you, upon the top of the tower, and look if my brothers are not coming; they promised me that they would come to-day, and if you see them, give them a sign to make haste."

      Her sister Anne went up upon the top of the tower, and the poor afflicted wife cried out from time to time, "Anne, sister Anne, do you see any one coming?"

      And sister Anne said:

      "I see nothing but the sun, which makes a dust, and the grass growing green."

      In the mean while Blue Beard, holding a great scimitar in his hand, cried out as loud as he could bawl to his wife:

      "Come down instantly, or I shall come up to you."

      "One moment longer, if you please," said his wife, and then she cried out very softly:

      "Anne, sister Anne, dost thou see any body coming?"

      And sister Anne answered:

      "I see nothing but the sun, which makes a dust, and the grass growing green."

      "Come down quickly," cried Blue Beard, "or I will come up to you."

      "I am coming," answered his wife; and then she cried:

      "Anne, sister Anne, dost thou see any one coming?"

      "I see," replied sister Anne, "a great dust that comes this way."

      "Are they my brothers?"

      "Alas! no, my dear sister, I see a flock of sheep."

      "Will you not come down?" cried Blue Beard.

      "One moment longer," said his wife, and then she cried out:

      "Anne, sister Anne, dost thou see nobody coming?"

      "I see," said she, "two horsemen coming, but they are yet a great way off."

      "God be praised," she cried presently, "they are my brothers; I am beckoning to them, as well as I can, for them to make haste."

      Then Blue Beard bawled out so loud, that he made the whole house tremble. The distressed wife came down, and threw herself at his feet, all in tears, with her hair about her shoulders.

      "Nought will avail," said Blue Beard, "you must die"; then, taking hold of her hair with one hand, and lifting up his scimitar with the other, he was going to take off her head.

      The poor lady turning about to him, and looking at him with dying eyes, desired him to afford her one little moment to recollect herself.

      "No, no," said he, "recommend thyself to God," and was just ready to strike.

      At this very instant there was such a loud knocking at the gate, that Blue Beard made a sudden stop. The gate was opened, and presently entered two horsemen, who drawing their swords, ran directly to Blue Beard. He knew them to be his wife's brothers, one a dragoon, the other a musqueteer; so that he ran away immediately to save himself; but the two brothers pursued so close, that they overtook him before he could get to the steps of the porch, when they ran their swords thro' his body and left him dead. The poor wife was almost as dead as her husband, and had not strength enough to rise and welcome her brothers.

      Blue Beard had no heirs, and so his wife became mistress of all his estate. She made use of one part of it to marry her sister Anne to a young gentleman who had loved her a long while; another part to buy captains' commissions for her brothers; and the rest to marry herself to a very worthy gentleman, who made her forget the ill time she had passed with Blue Beard.

       

      The Moral

       

      O curiosity, thou mortal bane!

      Spite of thy charms, thou causest often pain

      And sore regret, of which we daily find

      A thousand instances attend mankind:

      For thou-O may it not displease the fair-

      A fleeting pleasure art, but lasting care.

      And always proves, alas! too dear the prize,

      Which, in the moment of possession, dies.

       

      Another

       

      A very little share of common sense,

      And knowledge of the world, will soon evince

      That this a story is of time long pass'd;

      No husbands now such panic terrors cast;

      Nor weakly, with a vain despotic hand,

      Imperious, what's impossible, command:

      And be they discontented, or the fire

      Of wicked jealousy their hearts inspire,

      They softly sing; and of whatever hue

      Their beards may chance to be, or black, or blue,

      Grizeld, or russet, it is hard to say

      Which of the two, the man or wife, bears sway.

      
        . 

    


    
      
        Cinderilla or The Little Glass Slipper

      

      Once there was a gentleman who married, for his second wife, the proudest and most haughty woman that was ever seen. She had, by a former husband, two daughters of her own humour and they were indeed exactly like her in all things. He had likewise, by another wife, a young daughter, but of unparalleled goodness and sweetness of temper, which she took from her mother, who was the best creature in the world.

      No sooner were the ceremonies of the wedding over, but the stepmother began to shew herself in her colours. She could not bear the good qualities of this pretty girl; and the less, because they made her own daughters appear the more odious. She employed her in the meanest work of the house; she scoured the dishes, tables, amp;c. and rubbed Madam's chamber, and those of Misses, her daughters; she lay up in a sorry garret, upon a wretched straw-bed, while her sisters lay in fine rooms, with floors all inlaid, upon beds of the very newest fashion, and where they had looking-glasses so large, that they might see themselves at their full length, from head to foot.

      The poor girl bore all patiently, and dared not tell her father, who would have rattled her off; for his wife governed him intirely. When she had done her work, she used to go into the chimney-corner, and sit down among cinders and ashes, which made her commonly be called Cinder-breech; but the youngest, who was not so rude and uncivil as the eldest, called her Cinderilla. However, Cinderilla, notwithstanding her mean apparel, was a hundred times handsomer than her sisters, tho' they were always dressed very richly.

      It happened that the King's son gave a ball, and invited all persons of fashion to it. Our young misses were also invited; for they cut a very grand figure among the quality. They were mightily delighted at this invitation, and wonderfully busy in chusing out such gowns, petticoats, and head-clothes as might best become them. This was a new trouble to Cinderilla; for it was she who ironed her sisters' linen, and plaited their ruffles; they talked all day long of nothing but how they should be dressed. "For my part," said the eldest, "I will wear my red velvet suit, with French trimming." "And I," said the youngest, "shall only have my usual petticoat; but then, to make amends for that, I will put on my gold-flowered manteau, and my diamond stomacher, which is far from being the most ordinary one in the world." They sent for the best tire-woman they could get, to make up their head-dresses, and adjust their double-pinners, [1] and they had their red brushes, and patches from the fashionable maker.

       

      Cinderilla was likewise called up to them to be consulted in all these matters, for she had excellent notions, and advised them always for the best, nay and offered her service to dress their heads, which they were very willing she should do. As she was doing this, they said to her:

      "Cinderilla, would you not be glad to go to the ball?"

      "Ah!" said she, "you only jeer at me; it is not for such as I am to go thither."

      "Thou art in the right of it," replied they, "it would make the people laugh to see a Cinder-breech at a ball."

      Any one but Cinderilla would have dressed their heads awry, but she was very good, and dressed them perfectly well. They were almost two days without eating, so much they were transported with joy; they broke above a dozen of laces in trying to be laced up close, that they might have a fine slender shape, and they were continually at their looking-glass. At last the happy day came; they went to Court, and Cinderilla followed them with her eyes as long as she could, and when she had lost sight of them she fell a-crying.

      Her godmother, who saw her all in tears, asked her what was the matter.

      "I wish I could-, I wish I could-;" she was not able to speak the rest, being interrupted by her tears and sobbing.

      This godmother of hers, who was a Fairy, said to her:

      "Thou wishest thou couldest go to the ball, is it not so?"

      "Y-es," cried Cinderilla, with a great sigh.

      "Well," said her godmother, "be but a good girl, and I will contrive that thou shalt go." Then she took her into her chamber, and said to her:

      "Run into the garden, and bring me a pumpkin."

      Cinderilla went immediately to gather the finest she could get, and brought it to her godmother, not being able to imagine how this pumpkin could make her go to the ball. Her godmother scooped out all the inside of it, leaving nothing but the rind; which done, she struck it with her wand, and the pumpkin was instantly turned into a fine coach, gilded all over with gold.

      She then went to look into her mouse-trap, where she found six mice all alive, and ordered Cinderilla to lift up a little the trap-door, when giving each mouse, as it went out, a little tap with her wand, the mouse was at that moment turned into a fair horse, which altogether made a very fine set of six horses of a beautiful mouse-coloured dapple-grey.

      Being at a loss for a coachman, "I will go and see," says Cinderilla, "if there be never a rat in the rat-trap, that we may make a coachman of him."

      "Thou art in the right," replied her godmother; "go and look."

      Cinderilla brought the trap to her, and in it there were three huge rats. The Fairy made choice of one of the three, which had the largest beard, and, having touched him with her wand, he was turned into a fat jolly coachman, who had the smartest whiskers eyes ever beheld.

      After that, she said to her:

      "Go again into the garden, and you will find six lizards behind the watering pot; bring them to me."

      She had no sooner done so, but her godmother turned them into six footmen, who skipped up immediately behind the coach, with their liveries all bedaubed with gold and silver, and clung as close behind it, as if they had done nothing else their whole lives. The Fairy then said to Cinderilla:

      "Well, you see here an equipage fit to go to the ball with; are you not pleased with it?"

      "O yes," cried she, "but must I go thither as I am, in these poison nasty rags?"

      Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at the same instant, her clothes were turned into cloth of gold and silver, all beset with jewels. This done she gave her a pair of glass-slippers, [2] the prettiest in the whole world.

      Being thus decked out, she got up into her coach; but her godmother, above all things, commanded her not to stay till after midnight, telling her, at the same time, that if she stayed at the ball one moment longer, her coach would be a pumpkin again, her horses mice, her coachman a rat, her footmen lizards, and her clothes become just as they were before.

       

      She promised her godmother, she would not fail of leaving the ball before midnight; and then away she drove, scarce able to contain herself for joy. The King's son, who was told that a great Princess, whom nobody knew, was come, ran out to receive her; he gave her his hand as she alighted out of the coach, and led her into the hall, among all the company. There was immediately a profound silence, they left off dancing, and the violins ceased to play, so attentive was every one to contemplate the singular beauty of this unknown new comer. Nothing was then heard but a confused noise of,

      "Ha! how handsome she is! Ha! how handsome she is!"

      The King himself, old as he was, could not help ogling her, and telling the Queen softly, "that it was a long time since he had seen so beautiful and lovely a creature." All the ladies were busied in considering her clothes and head-dress, that they might have some made next day after the same pattern, provided they could meet with such fine materials, and as able hands to make them.

      The King's son conducted her to the most honourable seat, and afterwards took her out to dance with him: she danced so very gracefully, that they all more and more admired her. A fine collation was served up, whereof the young Prince ate not a morsel, so intently was he busied in gazing on her. She went and sat down by her sisters, shewing them a thousand civilities, giving them part of the oranges and citrons which the Prince had presented her with; which very much surprised them, for they did not know her.

      While Cinderilla was thus amusing her sisters, she heard the clock strike eleven and three quarters, whereupon she immediately made a curtesy to the company, and hasted away as fast as she could.

      Being got home, she ran to seek out her godmother, and after having thanked her, she said, "she could not but heartily wish she might go next day to the ball, because the King's son had desired her." As she was eagerly telling her godmother whatever had passed at the ball, her two sisters knocked at the door which Cinderilla ran and opened.

      "How long you have stayed," cried she, gaping, rubbing her eyes, and stretching herself as if she had been just awaked out of her sleep; she had not, however, any manner of inclination to sleep since they went from home.

      "If thou hadst been at the ball," said one of her sisters, "thou wouldst not have been tired with it; there came thither the finest Princess, the most beautiful ever was seen with mortal eyes; she shewed us a thousand civilities, and gave us oranges and citrons." Cinderilla was transported with joy; she asked them the name of that Princess; but they told her they did not know it; and that the King's son was very anxious to learn it, and would give all the world to know who she was. At this Cinderilla, smiling, replied:

      "She must then be very beautiful indeed; Lord! how happy have you been; could not I see her? Ah! dear Miss Charlotte, do lend me your yellow suit of cloaths which you wear every day!"

      "Ay, to be sure!" cried Miss Charlotte, "lend my cloaths to such a dirty Cinder-breech as thou art; who's the fool then?"

      Cinderilla, indeed, expected some such answer, and was very glad of the refusal; for she would have been sadly put to it, if her sister had lent her what she asked for jestingly.

      The next day the two sisters were at the ball, and so was Cinderilla, but dressed more magnificently than before. The King's son was always by her, and never ceased his compliments and amorous speeches to her; to whom all this was so far from being tiresome, that she quite forgot what her godmother had recommended to her, so that she, at last, counted the clock striking twelve, when she took it to be no more than eleven; she then rose up, and fled as nimble as a deer.

      The Prince followed, but could not overtake her. She left behind one of her glass slippers, which the Prince took up most carefully. She got home, but quite out of breath, without coach or footmen, and in her nasty old cloaths, having nothing left her of all her finery, but one of the little slippers, fellow to that she dropped. The guards at the palace gate were asked if they had not seen a Princess go out; who said, they had seen nobody go out, but a young girl, very meanly dressed, and who had more the air of a poor country wench, than a gentle-woman.

      When the two sisters returned from the ball, Cinderilla asked them if they had been well diverted, and if the fine lady had been there. They told her, Yes, but that she hurried away immediately when it struck twelve, and with so much haste, that she dropped one of her little glass slippers, the prettiest in the world, and which the King's son had taken up; that he had done nothing but look at it during all the latter part of the ball, and that most certainly he was very much in love with the beautiful person who owned the little slipper.

      What they said was very true; for a few days after, the King's son caused it to be proclaimed by sound of trumpet, that he would marry her whose foot this slipper would just fit. They whom he employed began to try it on upon the Princesses, then the duchesses, and all the Court, but in vain. It was brought to the two sisters, who did all they possibly could to thrust their feet into the slipper, but they could not effect it.

      Cinderilla, who saw all this, and knew her slipper, said to them laughing:

      "Let me see if it will not fit me?"

      Her sisters burst out a-laughing, and began to banter her. The gentleman who was sent to try the slipper, looked earnestly at Cinderilla, and finding her very handsome, said it was but just that she should try, and that he had orders to let every one make tryal. He invited Cinderilla to sit down, and putting the slipper to her foot, he found it went on very easily, and fitted her, as if it had been made of wax. The astonishment her two sisters were in was excessively great, but still abundantly greater, when Cinderilla pulled out of her pocket the other slipper, and put it on her foot. Thereupon, in came her godmother, who having touched, with her wand, Cinderilla's cloaths, made them richer and more magnificent than any of those she had before.

      And now her two sisters found her to be that fine beautiful lady whom they had seen at the ball. They threw themselves at her feet, to beg pardon for all the ill treatment they had made her undergo. Cinderilla took them up, and as she embraced them, cried that she forgave them with all her heart, and desired them always to love her.

      She was conducted to the young Prince, dressed as she was; he thought her more charming than ever, and, a few days after, married her.

      Cinderilla, who was no less good than beautiful, gave her two sisters lodgings in the palace, and that very same day matched them with two great lords of the court.

       

      The Moral

       

      Beauty's to the sex a treasure,

      Still admir'd beyond all measure,

      And never yet was any known,

      By still admiring, weary grown.

      But that rare quality call'd grace,

      Exceeds, by far, a handsome face;

      Its lasting charms surpass the other,

      And this rich gift her kind godmother

      Bestow'd on Cinderilla fair,

      Whom she instructed with such care.

      She gave to her such graceful mien,

      That she, thereby, became a queen.

      For thus (may ever truth prevail)

      We draw our moral from this tale.

      This quality, fair ladies, know

      Prevails much more (you'll find it so)

      T'ingage and captivate a heart,

      Than a fine head dress'd up with art.

      The fairies' gift of greatest worth

      Is grace of bearing, not high birth;

      Without this gift we'll miss the prize;

      Possession gives us wings to rise.

       

      Another

       

      A great advantage 'tis, no doubt, to man,

      To have wit, courage, birth, good sense, and brain,

      And other such-like qualities, which we

      Receiv'd from heaven's kind hand, and destiny.

      But none of these rich graces from above,

      To your advancement in the world will prove

      If godmothers and sires you disobey,

      Or 'gainst their strict advice too long you stay.

    


    
      
        Little Red Riding-Hood

      

      Once upon a time, there lived in a certain village, a little country girl, the prettiest creature was ever seen. Her mother was excessively fond of her; and her grand-mother doated on her much more. This good woman got made for her a little red riding-hood; which became the girl so extremely well, that every body called her Little Red Riding-Hood.

      One day, her mother, having made some girdle-cakes, said to her:

      "Go, my dear, and see how thy grand-mamma does, for I hear she has been very ill, carry her a girdle-cake, and this little pot of butter."

      Little Red Riding-Hood set out immediately to go to her grand-mother, who lived in another village. As she was going thro' the wood, she met with Gaffer Wolf, who had a very great mind to eat her up, but he durst not, because of some faggot-makers hard by in the forest.

      He asked her whither she was going. The poor child, who did not know that it was dangerous to stay and hear a Wolf talk, said to him:

      "I am going to see my grand-mamma, and carry her a girdle-cake, and a little pot of butter, from my mamma."

      "Does she live far off?" said the Wolf.

      "Oh! ay," answered Little Red Riding-Hood, "it is beyond that mill you see there, at the first house in the village."

      "Well," said the Wolf, "and I'll go and see her too: I'll go this way, and you go that, and we shall see who will be there soonest."

      The Wolf began to run as fast as he could, taking the nearest way; and the little girl went by that farthest about, diverting herself in gathering nuts, running after butterflies, and making nosegays of such little flowers as she met with. The Wolf was not long before he got to the old woman's house: he knocked at the door, tap, tap.

      "Who's there?"

      "Your grand-child, Little Red Riding-Hood," replied the Wolf, counterfeiting her voice, "who has brought you a girdle-cake, and a little pot of butter, sent you by mamma."

      The good grand-mother, who was in bed, because she found herself somewhat ill, cry'd out:

      "Pull the peg, and the bolt will fall."

      The Wolf pull'd the peg, and the door opened, and then presently he fell upon the good woman, and ate her up in a moment; for it was above three days that he had not touched a bit. He then shut the door, and went into the grand-mother's bed, expecting Little Red Riding-Hood, who came some time afterwards, and knock'd at the door, tap, tap.

      "Who's there?"

      Little Red Riding-Hood, hearing the big voice of the [25] Wolf, was at first afraid; but believing her grand-mother had got a cold, and was hoarse, answered:

      "'Tis your grand-child, Little Red Riding-Hood, who has brought you a girdle-cake, and a little pot of butter, mamma sends you."

      The Wolf cried out to her, softening his voice as much as he could, "Pull the peg, and the bolt will fall."

      Little Red Riding-Hood pulled the peg, and the door opened. The Wolf seeing her come in, said to her, hiding himself under the bedclothes:

      "Put the cake, and the little pot of butter upon the bread-bin, and come and lye down with me."

      Little Red Riding-Hood undressed herself, and went into bed; where, being greatly amazed to see how her grand-mother looked in her night-cloaths, she said to her:

      "Grand-mamma, what great arms you have got!"

      "That is the better to hug thee, my dear."

      "Grand-mamma, what great legs you have got!"

      "That is to run the better, my child."

      "Grand-mamma, what great ears you have got!"

      "That is to hear the better, my child."

      "Grand-mamma, what great eyes you have got!"

      "It is to see the better, my child."

      "Grand-mamma, what great teeth you have got!"

      "That is to eat thee up."

      And, saying these words, this wicked Wolf fell upon poor Little Red Riding-Hood, and ate her all up.

       

      The Moral

       

      From this short story easy we discern

      What conduct all young people ought to learn.

      But above all, young, growing misses fair,

      Whose orient rosy blooms begin t'appear:

      Who, beauties in the fragrant spring of age,

      With pretty airs young hearts are apt t'engage.

      Ill do they listen to all sorts of tongues,

      Since some inchant and lure like Syrens' songs.

      No wonder therefore 'tis, if over-power'd,

      So many of them has the Wolf devour'd.

      The Wolf, I say, for Wolves too sure there are

      Of every sort, and every character.

      Some of them mild and gentle-humour'd be,

      Of noise and gall, and rancour wholly free;

      Who tame, familiar, full of complaisance

      Ogle and leer, languish, cajole and glance;

      With luring tongues, and language wond'rous sweet,

      Follow young ladies as they walk the street,

      Ev'n to their very houses, nay, bedside,

      And, artful, tho' their true designs they hide;

      Yet ah! these simpering Wolves! Who does not see

      Most dangerous of Wolves indeed they be?

    


    
      
        The Master Cat or Puss in Boots

      

      There was a miller, who left no more estate to the three sons he had, than his Mill, his Ass, and his Cat. The partition was soon made. Neither the scrivener nor attorney were sent for. They would soon have eaten up all the poor patrimony. The eldest had the Mill, the second the Ass, and the youngest nothing but the Cat.

      The poor young fellow was quite comfortless at having so poor a lot.

      "My brothers," said he, "may get their living handsomely enough, by joining their stocks together; but for my part, when I have eaten up my Cat, and made me a muff of his skin, I must die with hunger."

      The Cat, who heard all this, but made as if he did not, said to him with a grave and serious air:

      "Do not thus afflict yourself, my good master; you have only to give me a bag, and get a pair of boots made for me, that I may scamper thro' the dirt and the brambles, and you shall see that you have not so bad a portion of me as you imagine."

      Tho' the Cat's master did not build very much upon what he said, he had however often seen him play a great many cunning tricks to catch rats and mice; as when he used to hang by the heels, or hide himself in the meal, and make as if he were dead; so that he did not altogether despair of his affording him some help in his miserable condition.

      When the Cat had what he asked for, he booted himself very gallantly; and putting his bag about his neck, he held the strings of it in his two fore paws, and went into a warren where was great abundance of rabbits. He put bran and sow-thistle into his bag, and stretching himself out at length, as if he had been dead, he waited for some young rabbit, not yet acquainted with the deceits of the world, to come and rummage his bag for what he had put into it.

      Scarce was he lain down, but he had what he wanted; a rash and foolish young rabbit jumped into his bag, and Monsieur Puss, immediately drawing close the strings, took and killed him without pity. Proud of his prey, he went with it to the palace, and asked to speak with his Majesty. He was shewed up stairs into the King's apartment, and, making a low reverence, said to him:

      "I have brought you, sir, a rabbit of the warren which my noble lord the Marquis of Carabas" (for that was the title which Puss was pleased to give his master) "has commanded me to present to your Majesty from him."

      "Tell thy master," said the King, "that I thank him, and that he does me a great deal of pleasure."

      Another time he went and hid himself among some standing corn, holding still his bag open; and when a brace of partridges ran into it, he drew the strings, and so caught them both. He went and made a present of these to the King, as he had done before of the rabbit which he took in the warren. The King in like manner received the partridges with great pleasure, and ordered him some money to drink.

      The Cat continued for two or three months, thus to carry his Majesty, from time to time, game of his master's taking. One day in particular, when he knew for certain that the King was to take the air, along the river side, with his daughter, the most beautiful Princess in the world, he said to his master:

      "If you will follow my advice, your fortune is made; you have nothing else to do, but go and wash yourself in the river, in that part I shall shew you, and leave the rest to me."

      The Marquis of Carabas did what the Cat advised him to, without knowing why or wherefore.

      While he was washing, the King passed by, and the Cat began to cry out, as loud as he could:

      "Help, help, my lord Marquis of Carabas is drowning."

      At this noise the King put his head out of his coach-window, and finding it was the Cat who had so often brought him such good game, he commanded his guards to run immediately to the assistance of his lordship the Marquis of Carabas.

      While they were drawing the poor Marquis out of the river, the Cat came up to the coach, and told the King that while his master was washing, there came by some rogues, who went off with his clothes, tho' he had cried out "Thieves, thieves," several times, as loud as he could. This cunning Cat had hidden them under a great stone. The King immediately commanded the officers of his wardrobe to run and fetch one of his best suits for the lord Marquis of Carabas.

      The King received him with great kindness, and as the fine clothes he had given him extremely set off his good mien (for he was well made, and very handsome in his person), the King's daughter took a secret inclination to him, and the Marquis of Carabas had no sooner cast two or three respectful and somewhat tender glances, but she fell in love with him to distraction. The King would needs have him come into his coach, and take part of the airing. The Cat, quite overjoyed to see his project begin to succeed, marched on before, and meeting with some countrymen, who were mowing a meadow, he said to them:

      "Good people, you who are mowing, if you do not tell the King, that the meadow you mow belongs to my lord Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as small as mince-meat."

      The King did not fail asking of the mowers, to whom the meadow they were mowing belonged.

      "To my lord Marquis of Carabas," answered they all together; for the Cat's threats had made them terribly afraid.

      "Truly a fine estate," said the King to the Marquis of Carabas.

      "You see, sir," said the Marquis, "this is a meadow which never fails to yield a plentiful harvest every year."

      The Master Cat, who still went on before, met with some reapers, and said to them:

      "Good people, you who are reaping, if you do not tell the King that all this corn belongs to the Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as small as mince-meat."

      The King, who passed by a moment after, would needs know to whom all that corn, which he then saw, did belong. "To my lord Marquis of Carabas," replied the reapers; and the King again congratulated the Marquis.

      The Master Cat, who went always before, said the same words to all he met; and the King was astonished at the vast estates of my lord Marquis of Carabas.

      Monsieur Puss came at last to a stately castle, the master of which was an Ogre, the richest had ever been known; for all the lands which the King had then gone over belonged to this castle. The Cat, who had taken care to inform himself who this Ogre was, and what he could do, asked to speak with him, saying, he could not pass so near his castle, without having the honour of paying his respects to him.

      The Ogre received him as civilly as an Ogre could do, and made him sit down.

      "I have been assured," said the Cat, "that you have the gift of being able to change yourself into all sorts of creatures you have a mind to; you can, for example, transform yourself into a lion, or elephant, and the like."

      "This is true," answered the Ogre very briskly, "and to convince you, you shall see me now become a lion."

      Puss was so sadly terrified at the sight of a lion so near him, that he immediately got into the gutter, not without abundance of trouble and danger, because of his boots, which were ill-suited for walking upon the tiles. A little while after, when Puss saw that the Ogre had resumed his natural form, he came down, and owned he had been very much frightened.

      "I have been moreover informed," said the Cat, "but I know not how to believe it, that you have also the power to take on you the shape of the smallest animals; for example, to change yourself into a rat or a mouse; but I must own to you, I take this to be impossible."

      "Impossible?" cried the Ogre, "you shall see that presently," and at the same time changed into a mouse, and began to run about the floor.

      Puss no sooner perceived this, but he fell upon him, and ate him up.

      Meanwhile the King, who saw, as he passed, this fine castle of the Ogre's, had a mind to go into it. Puss, who heard the noise of his Majesty's coach running over the drawbridge, ran out and said to the King:

      "Your Majesty is welcome to this castle of my lord Marquis of Carabas."

      "What! my lord Marquis?" cried the King, "and does this castle also belong to you? There can be nothing finer than this court, and all the stately buildings which surround it; let us go into it, if you please."

      The Marquis gave his hand to the Princess, and followed the King, who went up first. They passed into a spacious hall, where they found a magnificent collation which the Ogre had prepared for his friends, who were that very day to visit him, but dared not to enter knowing the King was there. His Majesty was perfectly charmed with the good qualities of my lord Marquis of Carabas, as was his daughter who was fallen violently in love with him; and seeing the vast estate he possessed, said to him, after having drank five or six glasses:

      "It will be owing to yourself only, my lord Marquis, if you are not my son-in-law."

      The Marquis making several low bows, accepted the honour which his Majesty conferred upon him, and forthwith, that very same day, married the Princess.

      Puss became a great lord, and never ran after mice any more, but only for his diversion.

       

      The Moral

       

      How advantageous it may be,

      By long descent of pedigree,

      T'enjoy a great estate,

      Yet knowledge how to act, we see,

      Join'd with consummate industry,

      (Nor wonder ye thereat)

      Doth often prove a greater boon,

      As should be to young people known.

       

      Another

       

      If the son of a miller so soon gains the heart

      Of a beautiful princess, and makes her impart

      Sweet languishing glances, eyes melting for love,

      It must be remark'd of fine clothes how they move,

      And that youth, a good face, a good air, with good mien,

      Are not always indifferent mediums to win

      The love of the fair, and gently inspire

      The flames of sweet passion, and tender desire.

    


    
      
        The Sleeping Beauty in the Wood

      

      There were formerly a King and a Queen, who were so sorry that they had no children, so sorry that it cannot be expressed. They went to all the waters in the world; vows, pilgrimages, all ways were tried and all to no purpose. At last, however, the Queen proved with child, and was brought to bed of a daughter. There was a very fine christening; and the Princess had for her godmothers all the Fairies they could find in the whole kingdom (they found seven), that every one of them might give her a gift, as was the custom of Fairies in those days, and that by this means the Princess might have all the perfections imaginable.

      After the ceremonies of the christening were over, all the company returned to the King's palace, where was prepared a great feast for the Fairies. There was placed before every one of them a magnificent cover with a case of massive gold, wherein were a spoon, knife and fork, all of pure gold set with diamonds and rubies. But as they were all sitting down at table, they saw come into the hall a very old Fairy whom they had not invited, because it was above fifty years since she had been out of a certain tower, and she was believed to be either dead or inchanted. The King ordered her a cover, but could not furnish her with a case of gold as the others, because they had seven only made for the seven Fairies. The old Fairy fancied she was slighted, and muttered some threat between her teeth. One of the young Fairies, who sat by her, overheard how she grumbled; and judging that she might give the little Princess some unlucky gift, went, as soon as they rose from the table, and hid herself behind the hangings, that she might speak last, and repair, as much as possible she could, the evil which the old Fairy might intend.

      In the mean while all the Fairies began to give their gifts to the Princess. The youngest gave her for gift, that she should be the most beautiful person in the world; the next, that she should have the wit of an angel; the third, that she should have a wonderful grace in every thing she did; the fourth, that she should dance perfectly well; the fifth, that she should sing like a nightingale; and the sixth, that she should play upon all kinds of music to the utmost perfection.

      The old Fairy's turn coming next, with a head shaking more with spite than age, she said, that the Princess should have her hand pierced with a spindle, and die of the wound. This terrible gift made the whole company tremble, and every body fell a-crying.

      At this very instant the young Fairy came out from behind the hangings, and spake these words aloud:

      "Be reassured, O King and Queen; your daughter shall not die of this disaster: it is true, I have no power to undo intirely what my elder has done. The Princess shall indeed pierce her hand with a spindle; but instead of dying, she shall only fall into a profound sleep, which shall last a hundred years; at the expiration of which a king's son shall come and awake her."

      The King, to avoid the misfortune foretold by the old Fairy, caused immediately proclamations to be made, whereby every-body was forbidden, on pain of death, to spin with a distaff and spindle or to have so much as any spindle in their houses.

      About fifteen or sixteen years after, the King and Queen being gone to one of their houses of pleasure, the young Princess happened one day to divert herself running up and down the palace; when going up from one apartment to another, she came into a little room on the top of a tower, where a good old woman, alone, was spinning with her spindle. This good woman had never heard of the King's proclamation against spindles.

      "What are you doing there, Goody?" said the Princess.

      "I am spinning, my pretty child," said the old woman, who did not know who she was.

      "Ha!" said the Princess, "this is very pretty; how do you do it? Give it to me, that I may see if I can do so." She had no sooner taken the spindle into her hand, than, whether being very hasty at it, somewhat unhandy, or that the decree of the Fairy had so ordained it, it ran into her hand, and she fell down in a swoon.

      The good old woman not knowing very well what to do in this affair, cried out for help. People came in from every quarter in great numbers; they threw water upon the Princess's face, unlaced her, struck her on the palms of her hands, and rubbed her temples with Hungary-water; but nothing would bring her to herself.

      And now the King, who came up at the noise, bethought himself of the prediction of the Fairies, and judging very well that this must necessarily come to pass, since the Fairies had said it, caused the Princess to be carried into the finest apartment in his palace, and to be laid upon a bed all embroidered with gold and silver. One would have taken her for an angel, she was so very beautiful; for her swooning away had not diminished one bit of her complexion; her cheeks were carnation, and her lips like coral; indeed her eyes were shut, but she was heard to breathe softly, which satisfied those about her that she was not dead. The King commanded that they should not disturb her, but let her sleep quietly till her hour of awakening was come.

      The good Fairy, who had saved her life by condemning her to sleep a hundred years, was in the kingdom of Matakin, twelve thousand leagues off, when this accident befell the Princess; but she was instantly informed of it by a little dwarf, who had boots of seven leagues, that is, boots with which he could tread over seven leagues of ground at one stride. The Fairy came away immediately, and she arrived, about an hour after, in a fiery chariot, drawn by dragons. The King handed her out of the chariot, and she approved every thing he had done; but, as she had a very great foresight, she thought, when the Princess should awake, she might not know what to do with herself, being all alone in this old palace; and this was what she did: She touched with her wand every thing in the palace (except the King and the Queen), governesses, maids of honour, ladies of the bedchamber, gentlemen, officers, stewards, cooks, under-cooks, scullions, guards, with their beef-eaters, pages, footmen; she likewise touched all the horses which were in the stables, as well as their grooms, the great dogs in the outward court, and pretty little Mopsey too, the Princess's little spaniel-bitch, which lay by her on the bed.

      Immediately upon her touching them, they all fell asleep, that they might not awake before their mistress, and that they might be ready to wait upon her when she wanted them. The very spits at the fire, as full as they could hold of partridges and pheasants, did fall asleep, and the fire likewise. All this was done in a moment. Fairies are not long in doing their business.

      And now the King and the Queen, having kissed their dear child without waking her, went out of the palace, and put forth a proclamation, that nobody should dare to come near it. This, however, was not necessary; for, in a quarter of an hour's time, there grew up, all round about the park, such a vast number of trees, great and small, bushes and brambles, twining one within another, that neither man nor beast could pass thro'; so that nothing could be seen but the very top of the towers of the palace; and that too, not unless it was a good way off. Nobody doubted but the Fairy gave herein a sample of her art, that the Princess, while she continued sleeping, might have nothing to fear from any curious people.

      When a hundred years were gone and past, the son of the King then reigning, and who was of another family from that of the sleeping Princess, being gone a-hunting on that side of the country, asked, what were those towers which he saw in the middle of a great thick wood? Every one answered according as they had heard; some said that it was a ruinous old castle, haunted by spirits; others, that all the sorcerers and witches of the country kept there their sabbath, or nights meeting. The common opinion was that an Ogre [3] lived there, and that he carried thither all the little children he could catch, that he might eat them up at his leisure, without any-body's being able to follow him, as having himself, only, the power to pass thro' the wood.

      The Prince was at a stand, not knowing what to believe, when a very aged countryman spake to him thus: "May it please your Royal Highness, it is now above fifty years since I heard my father, who had heard my grandfather, say that there then was in this castle, a Princess, the most beautiful was ever seen; that she must sleep there a hundred years, and should be awaked by a king's son; for whom she was reserved." The young Prince was all on fire at these words, believing, without a moment's doubt, that he could put an end to this rare adventure; and pushed on by love and honour resolved that moment to look into it.

      Scarce had he advanced towards the wood, when all the great trees, the bushes and brambles, gave way of themselves to let him pass thro'; he walked up to the castle which he saw at the end of a large avenue which he went into; and what a little surprised him was, that he saw none of his people could follow him, because the trees closed again, as soon as he had pass'd thro' them. However, he did not cease from continuing his way; a young and amorous Prince is always valiant. He came into a spacious outward court, where everything he saw might have frozen up the most fearless person with horror. There reigned over all a most frightful silence; the image of death everywhere shewed itself, and there was nothing to be seen but stretched out bodies of men and animals, all seeming to be dead. He, however, very well knew, by the ruby faces and pimpled noses of the beef-eaters, that they were only asleep; and their goblets, wherein still remained some drops of wine, shewed plainly, that they fell asleep in their cups.

      He then crossed a court paved with marble, went up the stairs, and came into the guard-chamber, where the guards were standing in their ranks, with their muskets upon their shoulders, and snoring as loud as they could. After that he went through several rooms full of gentlemen and ladies, all asleep, some standing, others sitting. At last he came into a chamber all gilded with gold, where he saw, upon a bed, the curtains of which were all open, the finest sight was ever beheld: a Princess, who appeared to be about fifteen or sixteen years of age, and whose bright, and in a manner resplendent beauty, had somewhat in it divine. He approached with trembling and admiration, and fell down before her upon his knees.

      And now, as the inchantment was at an end, the Princess awaked, and looking on him with eyes more tender than the first view might seem to admit of: "Is it you, my Prince," said she to him, "you have tarried long."

      The Prince, charmed with these words, and much more with the manner in which they were spoken, knew not how to shew his joy and gratitude; he assured her, that he loved her better than he did himself; his discourse was not well connected, but it pleased her all the more; little eloquence, a great deal of love. He was more at a loss than she, and we need not wonder at it; she had time to think on what to say to him; for it is very probable (though history mentions nothing of it) that the good Fairy, during so long a sleep, had entertained her with pleasant dreams. In short, when they talked four hours together, they said not half what they had to say.

      In the mean while, all the palace awaked; every one thought upon their particular business; and as all of them were not in love, they were ready to die for hunger; the chief lady of honour, being as sharp set as other folks, grew very impatient, and told the Princess aloud, That supper was served up. The Prince helped the Princess to rise, she was entirely dressed, and very magnificently, but his Royal Highness took care not to tell her that she was dressed like his great grand-mother, and had a point-band peeping over a high collar; she looked not a bit the less beautiful and charming for all that.

      They went into the great hall of looking-glasses, where they supped, and were served by the Princess's officers; the violins and hautboys played old tunes, but very excellent, tho' it was now above a hundred years since they had been played; and after supper, without losing any time, the lord almoner married them in the chapel of the castle, and the chief lady of honour drew the curtains. They had but very little sleep; the Princess had no occasion, and the Prince left her next morning to return into the city, where his father must needs have been anxious on his account. The Prince told him that he lost his way in the forest, as he was hunting, and that he had lain at the cottage of a collier, who gave him cheese and brown bread.

      The King his father, who was of an easy disposition, believed him; but his mother could not be persuaded this was true; and seeing that he went almost every day a-hunting, and that he always had some excuse ready when he had laid out three or four nights together, she no longer doubted he had some little amour, for he lived with the Princess above two whole years, and had by her two children, the eldest of which, who was a daughter, was named Aurora, and the youngest, who was a son, they called Day, because he was even handsomer and more beautiful than his sister.

      The Queen said more than once to her son, in order to bring him to speak freely to her, that a young man must e'en take his pleasure; but he never dared to trust her with his secret; he feared her, tho' he loved her; for she was of the race of the Ogres, and the King would never have married her, had it not been for her vast riches; it was even whispered about the court, that she had Ogreish inclinations, and that, whenever she saw little children passing by, she had all the difficulty in the world to refrain from falling upon them. And so the Prince would never tell her one word.

      But when the King was dead, which happened about two years afterwards; and he saw himself lord and master, he openly declared his marriage; and he went in great ceremony to fetch his Queen from the castle. They made a magnificent entry into the capital city, she riding between her two children.

      Some time after, the King went to make war with the Emperor Cantalabutte, his neighbour. He left the government of the kingdom to the Queen his mother, and earnestly recommended to her care his wife and children. He was like to be at war all the summer, and as soon as he departed, the Queen-mother sent her daughter-in-law and her children to a country-house among the woods, that she might with the more ease gratify her

      Some few days afterwards she went thither herself, and said to her clerk of the kitchen:

      "I have a mind to eat little Aurora for my dinner to morrow."

      "Ah! Madam," cried the clerk of the kitchen.

      "I will have it so," replied the Queen (and this she spake in the tone of an Ogress, who had a strong desire to eat fresh meat), "and will eat her with a Sauce Robert." [4]

      The poor man knowing very well that he must not play tricks with Ogresses, took his great knife and went up into little Aurora's chamber. She was then four years old, and came up to him jumping and laughing, to take him about the neck, and ask him for some sugar-candy. Upon which he began to weep, the great knife fell out of his hand, and he went into the back-yard, and killed a little lamb, and dressed it with such good sauce, that his mistress assured him she had never eaten anything so good in her life. He had at the same time taken up little Aurora, and carried her to his wife, to conceal her in the lodging he had at the end of the court yard.

      About eight days afterwards, the wicked Queen said to the clerk of the kitchen:

      "I will sup upon little Day."

      He answered not a word, being resolved to cheat her, as he had done before. He went to find out little Day, and saw him with a little foil in his hand, with which he was fencing with a great monkey; the child being then only three years of age. He took him up in his arms, and carried him to his wife, that she might conceal him in her chamber along with his sister, and in the room of little Day cooked up a young kid very tender, which the Ogress found to be wonderfully good.

      This was hitherto all mighty well: but one evening this wicked Queen said to her clerk of the kitchen:

      "I will eat the Queen with the same sauce I had with her children."

      It was now that the poor clerk of the kitchen despaired of being able to deceive her. The young Queen was turned of twenty, not reckoning the hundred years she had been asleep: her skin was somewhat tough, tho' very fair and white; and how to find in the yard a beast so firm, was what puzzled him. He took then a resolution, that he might save his own life, to cut the Queen's throat; and going up into her chamber, with intent to do it at once, he put himself into as great a fury as he could possibly, and came into the young Queen's room with his dagger in his hand. He would not, however, surprise her, but told her, with a great deal of respect, the orders he had received from the Queen-mother.

      "Do it, do it," said she stretching out her neck, "execute your orders, and then I shall go and see my children, my poor children, whom I so much and so tenderly loved," for she thought them dead ever since they had been taken away without her knowledge.

      "No, no, Madam," cried the poor clerk of the kitchen, all in tears, "you shall not die, and yet you shall see your children again; but it must be in my lodgings, where I have concealed them, and I shall deceive the Queen once more, by giving her in your stead a young hind."

      Upon this he forthwith conducted her to his chamber; where leaving her to embrace her children, and cry along with them, he went and dressed a hind, which the Queen had for her supper, and devoured it with the same appetite, as if it had been the young Queen. Exceedingly was she delighted with her cruelty, and she had invented a story to tell the King, at his return, how ravenous wolves had eaten up the Queen his wife, and her two children.

      One evening, as she was, according to her custom, rambling round about the courts and yards of the palace, to see if she could smell any fresh meat, she heard, in a ground-room little Day crying, for his mamma was going to whip him, because he had been naughty; and she heard, at the same time, little Aurora begging pardon for her brother.

      The Ogress presently knew the voice of the Queen and her children, and being quite mad that she had been thus deceived, she commanded next morning, by break of day (with a most horrible voice, which made every body tremble) that they should bring into the middle of the great court a large tub, which she caused to be filled with toads, vipers, snakes, and all sorts of serpents, in order to have thrown into it the Queen and her children, the clerk of the kitchen, his wife and maid; all whom she had given orders should be brought thither with their hands tied behind them.

      They were brought out accordingly, and the executioners were just going to throw them into the tub, when the King (who was not so soon expected) entered the court on horse-back (for he came post) and asked, with the utmost astonishment, what was the meaning of that horrible spectacle? No one dared to tell him; when the Ogress, all inraged to see what had happened, threw herself head-foremost into the tub, and was instantly devoured by the ugly creatures she had ordered to be thrown into it for others. The King could not but be very sorry, for she was his mother; but he soon comforted himself with his beautiful wife, and his pretty children.

       

      The Moral

       

      To get as prize a husband rich and gay.

      Of humour sweet, with many years to stay,

      Is natural enough, 'tis true;

      To wait for him a hundred years,

      And all that while asleep, appears

      A thing entirely new.

      Now at this time of day,

      Not one of all the sex we see

      Doth sleep with such profound tranquillity:

      But yet this Fable seems to let us know

      That very often Hymen's blisses sweet,

      Altho' some tedious obstacles they meet,

      Are not less happy for approaching slow.

      'Tis nature's way that ladies fair

      Should yearn conjugal joys to share;

      And so I've not the heart to preach

      A moral that's beyond their reach.

    


    
      
        Hans Christian Andersen

      

    


    
      
        The Fir Tree

      

      FAR away in the forest, where the warm sun and the fresh air made a sweet resting place, grew a pretty little fir tree. The situation was all that could be desired; and yet the tree was not happy, it wished so much to be like its tall companions, the pines and firs which grew around it.

      The sun shone, and the soft air fluttered its leaves, and the little peasant children passed by, prattling merrily; but the fir tree did not heed them.

      Sometimes the children would bring a large basket of raspberries or strawberries, wreathed on straws, and seat themselves near the fir tree, and say, "Is it not a pretty little tree?" which made it feel even more unhappy than before.

      And yet all this while the tree grew a notch or joint taller every year, for by the number of joints in the stem of a fir tree we can discover its age.

      Still, as it grew, it complained: "Oh! how I wish I were as tall as the other trees; then I would spread out my branches on every side, and my crown would overlook the wide world around. I should have the birds building their nests on my boughs, and when the wind blew, I should bow with stately dignity, like my tall companions."

      So discontented was the tree, that it took no pleasure in the warm sunshine, the birds, or the rosy clouds that floated over it morning and evening.

      Sometimes in winter, when the snow lay white and glittering on the ground, there was a little hare that would come springing along, and jump right over the little tree's head; then how mortified it would feel.

      Two winters passed; and when the third arrived, the tree had grown so tall that the hare was obliged to run round it. Yet it remained unsatisfied and would exclaim: "Oh! to grow, to grow; if I could but keep on growing tall and old! There is nothing else worth caring for in the world."

      In the autumn the woodcutters came, as usual, and cut down several of the tallest trees; and the young fir, which was now grown to a good, full height, shuddered as the noble trees fell to the earth with a crash.

      After the branches were lopped off, the trunks looked so slender and bare that they could scarcely be recognized. Then they were placed, one upon another, upon wagons and drawn by horses out of the forest. Where could they be going? What would become of them? The young fir tree wished very much to know.

      So in the spring, when the swallows and the storks came, it asked: "Do you know where those trees were taken? Did you meet them?"

      The swallows knew nothing; but the stork, after a little reflection, nodded his head and said: "Yes, I think I do. As I flew from Egypt, I met several new ships, and they had fine masts that smelt like fir. These must have been the trees; and I assure you they were stately; they sailed right gloriously!"

      "Oh, how I wish I were tall enough to go on the sea," said the fir tree. "Tell me what is this sea, and what does it look like?"

      "It would take too much time to explain-a great deal too much," said the stork, flying quickly away.

      "Rejoice in thy youth," said the sunbeam; "rejoice in thy fresh growth and in the young life that is in thee."

      And the wind kissed the tree, and the dew watered it with tears, but the fir tree regarded them not.

      Christmas time drew near, and many young trees were cut down, some that were even smaller and younger than the fir tree, who enjoyed neither rest nor peace for longing to leave its forest home. These young trees, which were chosen for their beauty, kept their branches, and they, also, were laid on wagons and drawn by horses far away out of the forest.

      "Where are they going?" asked the fir tree. "They are not taller than I am; indeed, one is not so tall. And why do they keep all their branches? Where are they going?"

      "We know, we know," sang the sparrows; "we have looked in at the windows of the houses in the town, and we know what is done with them. Oh! you cannot think what honor and glory they receive. They are dressed up in the most splendid manner. We have seen them standing in the middle of a warm room, and adorned with all sorts of beautiful things-honey cakes, gilded apples, playthings, and many hundreds of wax tapers."

      "And then," asked the fir tree, trembling in all its branches, "and then what happens?"

      "We did not see any more," said the sparrows; "but this was enough for us."

      "I wonder whether anything so brilliant will ever happen to me," thought the fir tree. "It would be better even than crossing the sea. I long for it almost with pain. Oh, when will Christmas be here? I am now as tall and well grown as those which were taken away last year. O that I were now laid on the wagon, or standing in the warm room with all that brightness and splendor around me! Something better and more beautiful is to come after, or the trees would not be so decked out. Yes, what follows will be grander and more splendid. What can it be? I am weary with longing. I scarcely know what it is that I feel."

      "Rejoice in our love," said the air and the sunlight. "Enjoy thine own bright life in the fresh air."

      But the tree would not rejoice, though it grew taller every day, and winter and summer its dark-green foliage might be seen in the forest, while passers-by would say, "What a beautiful tree!"

      A short time before the next Christmas the discontented fir tree was the first to fall. As the ax cut sharply through the stem and divided the pith, the tree fell with a groan to the earth, conscious of pain and faintness and forgetting all its dreams of happiness in sorrow at leaving its home in the forest. It knew that it should never again see its dear old companions the trees, nor the little bushes and many-colored flowers that had grown by its side; perhaps not even the birds. Nor was the journey at all pleasant.

      The tree first recovered itself while being unpacked in the courtyard of a house, with several other trees; and it heard a man say: "We only want one, and this is the prettiest. This is beautiful!"

      Then came two servants in grand livery and carried the fir tree into a large and beautiful apartment. Pictures hung on the walls, and near the tall tile stove stood great china vases with lions on the lids. There were rocking-chairs, silken sofas, and large tables covered with pictures; and there were books, and playthings that had cost a hundred times a hundred dollars-at least so said the children.

      Then the fir tree was placed in a large tub full of sand-but green baize hung all round it so that no one could know it was a tub-and it stood on a very handsome carpet. Oh, how the fir tree trembled! What was going to happen to him now? Some young ladies came, and the servants helped them to adorn the tree.

      On one branch they hung little bags cut out of colored paper, and each bag was filled with sweetmeats. From other branches hung gilded apples and walnuts, as if they had grown there; and above and all around were hundreds of red, blue, and white tapers, which were fastened upon the branches. Dolls, exactly like real men and women, were placed under the green leaves,-the tree had never seen such things before,-and at the very top was fastened a glittering star made of gold tinsel. Oh, it was very beautiful. "This evening," they all exclaimed, "how bright it will be!"

      "O that the evening were come," thought the tree, "and the tapers lighted! Then I shall know what else is going to happen. Will the trees of the forest come to see me? Will the sparrows peep in at the windows, I wonder, as they fly? Shall I grow faster here than in the forest, and shall I keep on all these ornaments during summer and winter?" But guessing was of very little use. His back ached with trying, and this pain is as bad for a slender fir tree as headache is for us.

      At last the tapers were lighted, and then what a glistening blaze of splendor the tree presented! It trembled so with joy in all its branches that one of the candles fell among the green leaves and burned some of them. "Help! help!" exclaimed the young ladies; but no harm was done, for they quickly extinguished the fire.

      After this the tree tried not to tremble at all, though the fire frightened him, he was so anxious not to hurt any of the beautiful ornaments, even while their brilliancy dazzled him.

      And now the folding doors were thrown open, and a troop of children rushed in as if they intended to upset the tree, and were followed more slowly by their elders. For a moment the little ones stood silent with astonishment, and then they shouted for joy till the room rang; and they danced merrily round the tree while one present after another was taken from it.

      "What are they doing? What will happen next?" thought the tree. At last the candles burned down to the branches and were put out. Then the children received permission to plunder the tree.

      Oh, how they rushed upon it! There was such a riot that the branches cracked, and had it not been fastened with the glistening star to the ceiling, it must have been thrown down.

      Then the children danced about with their pretty toys, and no one noticed the tree except the children's maid, who came and peeped among the branches to see if an apple or a fig had been forgotten.

      "A story, a story," cried the children, pulling a little fat man towards the tree.

      "Now we shall be in the green shade," said the man as he seated himself under it, "and the tree will have the pleasure of hearing, also; but I shall only relate one story. What shall it be? Ivede-Avede or Humpty Dumpty, who fell downstairs, but soon got up again, and at last married a princess?"

      "Ivede-Avede," cried some; "Humpty Dumpty," cried others; and there was a famous uproar. But the fir tree remained quite still and thought to himself: "Shall I have anything to do with all this? Ought I to make a noise, too?" but he had already amused them as much as they wished and they paid no attention to him.

      Then the old man told them the story of Humpty Dumpty-how he fell downstairs, and was raised up again, and married a princess. And the children clapped their hands and cried, "Tell another, tell another," for they wanted to hear the story of Ivede-Avede; but this time they had only "Humpty Dumpty." After this the fir tree became quite silent and thoughtful. Never had the birds in the forest told such tales as that of Humpty Dumpty, who fell downstairs, and yet married a princess.

      "Ah, yes! so it happens in the world," thought the fir tree. He believed it all, because it was related by such a pleasant man.

      "Ah, well!" he thought, "who knows? Perhaps I may fall down, too, and marry a princess;" and he looked forward joyfully to the next evening, expecting to be again decked out with lights and playthings, gold and fruit. "To-morrow I will not tremble," thought he; "I will enjoy all my splendor, and I shall hear the story of Humpty Dumpty again, and perhaps of Ivede-Avede." And the tree remained quiet and thoughtful all night.

      In the morning the servants and the housemaid came in. "Now," thought the fir tree, "all my splendor is going to begin again." But they dragged him out of the room and upstairs to the garret and threw him on the floor in a dark corner where no daylight shone, and there they left him. "What does this mean?" thought the tree. "What am I to do here? I can hear nothing in a place like this;" and he leaned against the wall and thought and thought.

      And he had time enough to think, for days and nights passed and no one came near him; and when at last somebody did come, it was only to push away some large boxes in a corner. So the tree was completely hidden from sight, as if it had never existed.

      "It is winter now," thought the tree; "the ground is hard and covered with snow, so that people cannot plant me. I shall be sheltered here, I dare say, until spring comes. How thoughtful and kind everybody is to me! Still, I wish this place were not so dark and so dreadfully lonely, with not even a little hare to look at. How pleasant it was out in the forest while the snow lay on the ground, when the hare would run by, yes, and jump over me, too, although I did not like it then. Oh! it is terribly lonely here."

      "Squeak, squeak," said a little mouse, creeping cautiously towards the tree; then came another, and they both sniffed at the fir tree and crept in and out between the branches.

      "Oh, it is very cold," said the little mouse. "If it were not we should be very comfortable here, shouldn't we, old fir tree?"

      "I am not old," said the fir tree. "There are many who are older than I am."

      "Where do you come from?" asked the mice, who were full of curiosity; "and what do you know? Have you seen the most beautiful places in the world, and can you tell us all about them? And have you been in the storeroom, where cheeses lie on the shelf and hams hang from the ceiling? One can run about on tallow candles there; one can go in thin and come out fat."

      "I know nothing of that," said the fir tree, "but I know the wood, where the sun shines and the birds sing." And then the tree told the little mice all about its youth. They had never heard such an account in their lives; and after they had listened to it attentively, they said: "What a number of things you have seen! You must have been very happy."

      "Happy!" exclaimed the fir tree; and then, as he reflected on what he had been telling them, he said, "Ah, yes! after all, those were happy days." But when he went on and related all about Christmas Eve, and how he had been dressed up with cakes and lights, the mice said, "How happy you must have been, you old fir tree."

      "I am not old at all," replied the tree; "I only came from the forest this winter. I am now checked in my growth."

      "What splendid stories you can tell," said the little mice. And the next night four other mice came with them to hear what the tree had to tell. The more he talked the more he remembered, and then he thought to himself: "Yes, those were happy days; but they may come again. Humpty Dumpty fell downstairs, and yet he married the princess. Perhaps I may marry a princess, too." And the fir tree thought of the pretty little birch tree that grew in the forest; a real princess, a beautiful princess, she was to him.

      "Who is Humpty Dumpty?" asked the little mice. And then the tree related the whole story; he could remember every single word. And the little mice were so delighted with it that they were ready to jump to the top of the tree. The next night a great many more mice made their appearance, and on Sunday two rats came with them; but the rats said it was not a pretty story at all, and the little mice were very sorry, for it made them also think less of it.

      "Do you know only that one story?" asked the rats.

      "Only that one," replied the fir tree. "I heard it on the happiest evening in my life; but I did not know I was so happy at the time."

      "We think it is a very miserable story," said the rats. "Don't you know any story about bacon or tallow in the storeroom?"

      "No," replied the tree.

      "Many thanks to you, then," replied the rats, and they went their ways.

      The little mice also kept away after this, and the tree sighed and said: "It was very pleasant when the merry little mice sat round me and listened while I talked. Now that is all past, too. However, I shall consider myself happy when some one comes to take me out of this place."

      But would this ever happen? Yes; one morning people came to clear up the garret; the boxes were packed away, and the tree was pulled out of the corner and thrown roughly on the floor; then the servants dragged it out upon the staircase, where the daylight shone.

      "Now life is beginning again," said the tree, rejoicing in the sunshine and fresh air. Then it was carried downstairs and taken into the courtyard so quickly that it forgot to think of itself and could only look about, there was so much to be seen.

      The court was close to a garden, where everything looked blooming. Fresh and fragrant roses hung over the little palings. The linden trees were in blossom, while swallows flew here and there, crying, "Twit, twit, twit, my mate is coming"; but it was not the fir tree they meant.

      "Now I shall live," cried the tree joyfully, spreading out its branches; but alas! they were all withered and yellow, and it lay in a corner among weeds and nettles. The star of gold paper still stuck in the top of the tree and glittered in the sunshine.

      Two of the merry children who had danced round the tree at Christmas and had been so happy were playing in the same courtyard. The youngest saw the gilded star and ran and pulled it off the tree. "Look what is sticking to the ugly old fir tree," said the child, treading on the branches till they crackled under his boots.

      And the tree saw all the fresh, bright flowers in the garden and then looked at itself and wished it had remained in the dark corner of the garret. It thought of its fresh youth in the forest, of the merry Christmas evening, and of the little mice who had listened to the story of Humpty Dumpty.

      "Past! past!" said the poor tree. "Oh, had I but enjoyed myself while I could have done so! but now it is too late."

      Then a lad came and chopped the tree into small pieces, till a large bundle lay in a heap on the ground. The pieces were placed in a fire, and they quickly blazed up brightly, while the tree sighed so deeply that each sigh was like a little pistol shot. Then the children who were at play came and seated themselves in front of the fire, and looked at it and cried, "Pop, pop." But at each "pop," which was a deep sigh, the tree was thinking of a summer day in the forest or of some winter night there when the stars shone brightly, and of Christmas evening, and of Humpty Dumpty,-the only story it had ever heard or knew how to relate,-till at last it was consumed.

      The boys still played in the garden, and the youngest wore on his breast the golden star with which the tree had been adorned during the happiest evening of its existence. Now all was past; the tree's life was past and the story also past-for all stories must come to an end at some time or other.

    


    
      
        Little Tuk

      

      LITTLE TUK! An odd name, to be sure! However, it was not the little boy's real name. His real name was Carl; but when he was so young that he could not speak plainly, he used to call himself Tuk. It would be hard to say why, for it is not at all like "Carl"; but the name does as well as any, if one only knows it.

      Little Tuk was left at home to take care of his sister Gustava, who was much younger than himself; and he had also to learn his lesson. Here were two things to be done at the same time, and they did not at all suit each other. The poor boy sat with his sister in his lap, singing to her all the songs he knew, yet giving, now and then, a glance into his geography, which lay open beside him. By to-morrow morning he must know the names of all the towns in Seeland by heart, and be able to tell about them all that could be told.

      His mother came at last, and took little Gustava in her arms. Tuk ran quickly to the window and read and read till he had almost read his eyes out-for it was growing dark, and his mother could not afford to buy candles.

      "There goes the old washerwoman down the lane," said the mother, as she looked out of the window. "She can hardly drag herself along, poor thing; and now she has to carry that heavy pail from the pump. Be a good boy, little Tuk, and run across to help the poor creature, will you not?" And little Tuk ran quickly and helped to bear the weight of the pail. But when he came back into the room, it was quite dark. Nothing was said about a candle, and it was of no use to wish for one; he must go to his little trundle-bed, which was made of an old settle.

      There he lay, still thinking of the geography lesson, of Seeland, and of all that the master had said. He could not read the book again, as he should by rights have done, for want of a light. So he put the geography-book under his pillow. Somebody had once told him that would help him wonderfully to remember his lesson, but he had never yet found that one could depend upon it.

      There he lay and thought and thought, till all at once he felt as though some one were gently sealing his mouth and eyes with a kiss. He slept and yet did not sleep, for he seemed to see the old washerwoman's mild, kind eyes fixed upon him, and to hear her say: "It would be a shame, indeed, for you not to know your lesson to-morrow, little Tuk. You helped me; now I will help you, and our Lord will help us both."

      All at once the leaves of the book began to rustle under little Tuk's head, and he heard something crawling about under his pillow.

      "Cluck, cluck, cluck!" cried a hen, as she crept towards him. (She came from the town of Kjöge.) "I'm a Kjöge hen," she said. And then she told him how many inhabitants the little town contained, and about the battle that had once been fought there, and how it was now hardly worth mentioning, there were so many greater things.

      Scratch, scratch! kribbley crabbley! and now a great wooden bird jumped down upon the bed. It was the popinjay from the shooting ground at Præstö. He had reckoned the number of inhabitants in Præstö, and found that there were as many as he had nails in his body. He was a proud bird. "Thorwaldsen lived in one corner of Præstö, close by me. Am I not a pretty bird, a merry popinjay?"

      And now little Tuk no longer lay in bed. All in a moment he was on horseback, and on he went, gallop, gallop! A splendid knight, with a bright helmet and waving plume,-a knight of the olden time,-held him on his own horse; and on they rode together, through the wood of the ancient city of Vordingborg, and it was once again a great and busy town. The high towers of the king's castle rose against the sky, and bright lights were seen gleaming through the windows. Within were music and merrymaking. King Waldemar was leading out the noble ladies of his court to dance with him.

      Suddenly the morning dawned, the lamps grew pale, the sun rose, the outlines of the buildings faded away, and at last one high tower alone remained to mark the spot where the royal castle had stood. The vast city had shrunk into a poor, mean-looking little town. The schoolboys, coming out of school with their geography-books under their arms, said, "Two thousand inhabitants"; but that was a mere boast, for the town had not nearly so many.

      And little Tuk lay in his bed. He knew not whether he had been dreaming or not, but again there was some one close by his side.

      "Little Tuk! little Tuk!" cried a voice; it was the voice of a young sailor boy. "I am come to bring you greeting from Korsör. Korsör is a new town, a living town, with steamers and mail coaches. Once people used to call it a low, ugly place, but they do so no longer.

      "'I dwell by the seaside,' says Korsör; 'I have broad highroads and pleasure gardens; and I have given birth to a poet, a witty one, too, which is more than all poets are. I once thought of sending a ship all round the world; but I did not do it, though I might as well have done so. I dwell so pleasantly, close by the port; and I am fragrant with perfume, for the loveliest roses bloom round about me, close to my gates.'"

      And little Tuk could smell the roses and see them and their fresh green leaves. But in a moment they had vanished; the green leaves spread and thickened-a perfect grove had grown up above the bright waters of the bay, and above the grove rose the two high-pointed towers of a glorious old church. From the side of the grass-grown hill gushed a fountain in rainbow-hued streams, with a merry, musical voice, and close beside it sat a king, wearing a gold crown upon his long dark hair. This was King Hroar of the springs; and hard by was the town of Roskilde (Hroar's Fountain). And up the hill, on a broad highway, went all the kings and queens of Denmark, wearing golden crowns; hand in hand they passed on into the church, and the deep music of the organ mingled with the clear rippling of the fountain. For nearly all the kings and queens of Denmark lie buried in this beautiful church. And little Tuk saw and heard it all.

      "Don't forget the towns," said King Hroar.

      Then all vanished; though where it went he knew not. It seemed like turning the leaves of a book.

      And now there stood before him an old peasant woman from Sorö, the quiet little town where grass grows in the very market place. Her green linen apron was thrown over her head and back, and the apron was very wet, as if it had been raining heavily.

      "And so it has," she said. And she told a great many pretty things from Holberg's comedies, and recited ballads about Waldemar and Absalon; for Holberg had founded an academy in her native town.

      All at once she cowered down and rocked her head as if she were a frog about to spring. "Koax!" cried she; "it is wet, it is always wet, and it is as still as the grave in Sorö." She had changed into a frog. "Koax!" and again she was an old woman. "One must dress according to the weather," she said.

      "It is wet! it is wet! My native town is like a bottle; one goes in at the cork, and by the cork one must come out. In old times we had the finest of fish; now we have fresh, rosy-cheeked boys at the bottom of the bottle. There they learn wisdom-Greek, Greek, and Hebrew! Koax!"

      It sounded exactly as if frogs were croaking, or as if some one were walking over the great swamp with heavy boots. So tiresome was her tone, all on the same note, that little Tuk fell fast asleep; and a very good thing it was for him.

      But even in sleep there came a dream, or whatever else it may be called. His little sister Gustava, with her blue eyes and flaxen ringlets, was grown into a tall, beautiful girl, who, though she had no wings, could fly; and away they now flew over Seeland-over its green woods and blue waters.

      "Hark! Do you hear the cock crow, little Tuk? 'Cock-a-doodle-do!' The fowls are flying hither from Kjöge, and you shall have a farmyard, a great, great poultry yard of your own! You shall never suffer hunger or want. The golden goose, the bird of good omen, shall be yours; you shall become a rich and happy man. Your house shall rise up like King Waldemar's towers and be richly decked with statues like those of Thorwaldsen at Præstö.

      "Understand me well; your good name shall be borne round the world, like the ship that was to sail from Korsör, and at Roskilde you shall speak and give counsel wisely and well, little Tuk, like King Hroar; and when at last you shall lie in your peaceful grave you shall sleep as quietly-"

      "As if I lay sleeping in Sorö," said Tuk, and he woke. It was a bright morning, and he could not remember his dream, but it was not necessary that he should. One has no need to know what one will live to see.

      And now he sprang quickly out of bed and sought his book, that had lain under his pillow. He read his lesson and found that he knew the towns perfectly well.

      And the old washerwoman put her head in at the door and said, with a friendly nod: "Thank you, my good child, for yesterday's help. May the Lord fulfill your brightest and most beautiful dreams! I know he will."

      Little Tuk had forgotten what he had dreamed, but it did not matter. There was One above who knew it all.

    


    
      
        The Ugly Duckling

      

      IT was so beautiful in the country. It was the summer time. The wheat fields were golden, the oats were green, and the hay stood in great stacks in the green meadows. The stork paraded about among them on his long red legs, chattering away in Egyptian, the language he had learned from his lady mother.

      All around the meadows and cornfields grew thick woods, and in the midst of the forest was a deep lake. Yes, it was beautiful, it was delightful in the country.

      In a sunny spot stood a pleasant old farmhouse circled all about with deep canals; and from the walls down to the water's edge grew great burdocks, so high that under the tallest of them a little child might stand upright. The spot was as wild as if it had been in the very center of the thick wood.

      In this snug retreat sat a duck upon her nest, watching for her young brood to hatch; but the pleasure she had felt at first was almost gone; she had begun to think it a wearisome task, for the little ones were so long coming out of their shells, and she seldom had visitors. The other ducks liked much better to swim about in the canals than to climb the slippery banks and sit under the burdock leaves to have a gossip with her. It was a long time to stay so much by herself.

      At length, however, one shell cracked, and soon another, and from each came a living creature that lifted its head and cried "Peep, peep."

      "Quack, quack!" said the mother; and then they all tried to say it, too, as well as they could, while they looked all about them on every side at the tall green leaves. Their mother allowed them to look about as much as they liked, because green is good for the eyes.

      "What a great world it is, to be sure," said the little ones, when they found how much more room they had than when they were in the eggshell.

      "Is this all the world, do you imagine?" said the mother. "Wait till you have seen the garden. Far beyond that it stretches down to the pastor's field, though I have never ventured to such a distance. Are you all out?" she continued, rising to look. "No, not all; the largest egg lies there yet, I declare. I wonder how long this business is to last. I'm really beginning to be tired of it;" but for all that she sat down again.

      "Well, and how are you to-day?" quacked an old duck who came to pay her a visit.

      "There's one egg that takes a deal of hatching. The shell is hard and will not break," said the fond mother, who sat still upon her nest. "But just look at the others. Have I not a pretty family? Are they not the prettiest little ducklings you ever saw? They are the image of their father-the good for naught! He never comes to see me."

      "Let me see the egg that will not break," said the old duck. "I've no doubt it's a Guinea fowl's egg. The same thing happened to me once, and a deal of trouble it gave me, for the young ones are afraid of the water. I quacked and clucked, but all to no purpose. Let me take a look at it. Yes, I am right; it's a Guinea fowl, upon my word; so take my advice and leave it where it is. Come to the water and teach the other children to swim."

      "I think I will sit a little while longer," said the mother. "I have sat so long, a day or two more won't matter."

      "Very well, please yourself," said the old duck, rising; and she went away.

      At last the great egg broke, and the latest bird cried "Peep, peep," as he crept forth from the shell. How big and ugly he was! The mother duck stared at him and did not know what to think. "Really," she said, "this is an enormous duckling, and it is not at all like any of the others. I wonder if he will turn out to be a Guinea fowl. Well, we shall see when we get to the water-for into the water he must go, even if I have to push him in myself."

      On the next day the weather was delightful. The sun shone brightly on the green burdock leaves, and the mother duck took her whole family down to the water and jumped in with a splash. "Quack, quack!" cried she, and one after another the little ducklings jumped in. The water closed over their heads, but they came up again in an instant and swam about quite prettily, with their legs paddling under them as easily as possible; their legs went of their own accord; and the ugly gray-coat was also in the water, swimming with them.

      "Oh," said the mother, "that is not a Guinea fowl. See how well he uses his legs, and how erect he holds himself! He is my own child, and he is not so very ugly after all, if you look at him properly. Quack, quack! come with me now. I will take you into grand society and introduce you to the farmyard, but you must keep close to me or you may be trodden upon; and, above all, beware of the cat."

      When they reached the farmyard, there was a wretched riot going on; two families were fighting for an eel's head, which, after all, was carried off by the cat. "See, children, that is the way of the world," said the mother duck, whetting her beak, for she would have liked the eel's head herself. "Come, now, use your legs, and let me see how well you can behave. You must bow your heads prettily to that old duck yonder; she is the highest born of them all and has Spanish blood; therefore she is well off. Don't you see she has a red rag tied to her leg, which is something very grand and a great honor for a duck; it shows that every one is anxious not to lose her, and that she is to be noticed by both man and beast. Come, now, don't turn in your toes; a well-bred duckling spreads his feet wide apart, just like his father and mother, in this way; now bend your necks and say 'Quack!'"

      The ducklings did as they were bade, but the other ducks stared, and said, "Look, here comes another brood-as if there were not enough of us already! And bless me, what a queer-looking object one of them is; we don't want him here"; and then one flew out and bit him in the neck.

      "Let him alone," said the mother; "he is not doing any harm."

      "Yes, but he is so big and ugly. He's a perfect fright," said the spiteful duck, "and therefore he must be turned out. A little biting will do him good."

      "The others are very pretty children," said the old duck with the rag on her leg, "all but that one. I wish his mother could smooth him up a bit; he is really ill-favored."

      "That is impossible, your grace," replied the mother. "He is not pretty, but he has a very good disposition and swims as well as the others or even better. I think he will grow up pretty, and perhaps be smaller. He has remained too long in the egg, and therefore his figure is not properly formed;" and then she stroked his neck and smoothed the feathers, saying: "It is a drake, and therefore not of so much consequence. I think he will grow up strong and able to take care of himself."

      "The other ducklings are graceful enough," said the old duck. "Now make yourself at home, and if you find an eel's head you can bring it to me."

      And so they made themselves comfortable; but the poor duckling who had crept out of his shell last of all and looked so ugly was bitten and pushed and made fun of, not only by the ducks but by all the poultry.

      "He is too big," they all said; and the turkey cock, who had been born into the world with spurs and fancied himself really an emperor, puffed himself out like a vessel in full sail and flew at the duckling. He became quite red in the head with passion, so that the poor little thing did not know where to go, and was quite miserable because he was so ugly as to be laughed at by the whole farmyard.

      So it went on from day to day; it got worse and worse. The poor duckling was driven about by every one; even his brothers and sisters were unkind to him and would say, "Ah, you ugly creature, I wish the cat would get you" and his mother had been heard to say she wished he had never been born. The ducks pecked him, the chickens beat him, and the girl who fed the poultry pushed him with her feet. So at last he ran away, frightening the little birds in the hedge as he flew over the palings. "They are afraid because I am so ugly," he said. So he flew still farther, until he came out on a large moor inhabited by wild ducks. Here he remained the whole night, feeling very sorrowful.

      In the morning, when the wild ducks rose in the air, they stared at their new comrade. "What sort of a duck are you?" they all said, coming round him.

      He bowed to them and was as polite as he could be, but he did not reply to their question. "You are exceedingly ugly," said the wild ducks; "but that will not matter if you do not want to marry one of our family."

      Poor thing! he had no thoughts of marriage; all he wanted was permission to lie among the rushes and drink some of the water on the moor. After he had been on the moor two days, there came two wild geese, or rather goslings, for they had not been out of the egg long, which accounts for their impertinence. "Listen, friend," said one of them to the duckling; "you are so ugly that we like you very well. Will you go with us and become a bird of passage? Not far from here is another moor, in which there are some wild geese, all of them unmarried. It is a chance for you to get a wife. You may make your fortune, ugly as you are."

      "Bang, bang," sounded in the air, and the two wild geese fell dead among the rushes, and the water was tinged with blood. "Bang, bang," echoed far and wide in the distance, and whole flocks of wild geese rose up from the rushes.

      The sound continued from every direction, for the sportsmen surrounded the moor, and some were even seated on branches of trees, overlooking the rushes. The blue smoke from the guns rose like clouds over the dark trees, and as it floated away across the water, a number of sporting dogs bounded in among the rushes, which bent beneath them wherever they went. How they terrified the poor duckling! He turned away his head to hide it under his wing, and at the same moment a large, terrible dog passed quite near him. His jaws were open, his tongue hung from his mouth, and his eyes glared fearfully. He thrust his nose close to the duckling, showing his sharp teeth, and then "splash, splash," he went into the water, without touching him.

      "Oh," sighed the duckling, "how thankful I am for being so ugly; even a dog will not bite me."

      And so he lay quite still, while the shot rattled through the rushes, and gun after gun was fired over him. It was late in the day before all became quiet, but even then the poor young thing did not dare to move. He waited quietly for several hours and then, after looking carefully around him, hastened away from the moor as fast as he could. He ran over field and meadow till a storm arose, and he could hardly struggle against it.

      Towards evening he reached a poor little cottage that seemed ready to fall, and only seemed to remain standing because it could not decide on which side to fall first. The storm continued so violent that the duckling could go no farther. He sat down by the cottage, and then he noticed that the door was not quite closed, in consequence of one of the hinges having given way. There was, therefore, a narrow opening near the bottom large enough for him to slip through, which he did very quietly, and got a shelter for the night. Here, in this cottage, lived a woman, a cat, and a hen. The cat, whom his mistress called "My little son," was a great favorite; he could raise his back, and purr, and could even throw out sparks from his fur if it were stroked the wrong way. The hen had very short legs, so she was called "Chickie Short-legs." She laid good eggs, and her mistress loved her as if she had been her own child. In the morning the strange visitor was discovered; the cat began to purr and the hen to cluck.

      "What is that noise about?" said the old woman, looking around the room. But her sight was not very good; therefore when she saw the duckling she thought it must be a fat duck that had strayed from home. "Oh, what a prize!" she exclaimed. "I hope it is not a drake, for then I shall have some ducks' eggs. I must wait and see."

      So the duckling was allowed to remain on trial for three weeks; but there were no eggs.

      Now the cat was the master of the house, and the hen was the mistress; and they always said, "We and the world," for they believed themselves to be half the world, and by far the better half, too. The duckling thought that others might hold a different opinion on the subject, but the hen would not listen to such doubts.

      "Can you lay eggs?" she asked. "No." "Then have the goodness to cease talking." "Can you raise your back, or purr, or throw out sparks?" said the cat. "No." "Then you have no right to express an opinion when sensible people are speaking." So the duckling sat in a corner, feeling very low-spirited; but when the sunshine and the fresh air came into the room through the open door, he began to feel such a great longing for a swim that he could not help speaking of it.

      "What an absurd idea!" said the hen. "You have nothing else to do; therefore you have foolish fancies. If you could purr or lay eggs, they would pass away."

      "But it is so delightful to swim about on the water," said the duckling, "and so refreshing to feel it close over your head while you dive down to the bottom."

      "Delightful, indeed! it must be a queer sort of pleasure," said the hen. "Why, you must be crazy! Ask the cat-he is the cleverest animal I know; ask him how he would like to swim about on the water, or to dive under it, for I will not speak of my own opinion. Ask our mistress, the old woman; there is no one in the world more clever than she is. Do you think she would relish swimming and letting the water close over her head?"

      "I see you don't understand me," said the duckling.

      "We don't understand you? Who can understand you, I wonder? Do you consider yourself more clever than the cat or the old woman?-I will say nothing of myself. Don't imagine such nonsense, child, and thank your good fortune that you have been so well received here. Are you not in a warm room and in society from which you may learn something? But you are a chatterer, and your company is not very agreeable. Believe me, I speak only for your good. I may tell you unpleasant truths, but that is a proof of my friendship. I advise you, therefore, to lay eggs and learn to purr as quickly as possible."

      "I believe I must go out into the world again," said the duckling.

      "Yes, do," said the hen. So the duckling left the cottage and soon found water on which it could swim and dive, but he was avoided by all other animals because of his ugly appearance.

      Autumn came, and the leaves in the forest turned to orange and gold; then, as winter approached, the wind caught them as they fell and whirled them into the cold air. The clouds, heavy with hail and snowflakes, hung low in the sky, and the raven stood among the reeds, crying, "Croak, croak." It made one shiver with cold to look at him. All this was very sad for the poor little duckling.

      One evening, just as the sun was setting amid radiant clouds, there came a large flock of beautiful birds out of the bushes. The duckling had never seen any like them before. They were swans; and they curved their graceful necks, while their soft plumage shone with dazzling whiteness. They uttered a singular cry as they spread their glorious wings and flew away from those cold regions to warmer countries across the sea. They mounted higher and higher in the air, and the ugly little duckling had a strange sensation as he watched them. He whirled himself in the water like a wheel, stretched out his neck towards them, and uttered a cry so strange that it frightened even himself. Could he ever forget those beautiful, happy birds! And when at last they were out of his sight, he dived under the water and rose again almost beside himself with excitement. He knew not the names of these birds nor where they had flown, but he felt towards them as he had never felt towards any other bird in the world.

      He was not envious of these beautiful creatures; it never occurred to him to wish to be as lovely as they. Poor ugly creature, how gladly he would have lived even with the ducks, had they only treated him kindly and given him encouragement.

      The winter grew colder and colder; he was obliged to swim about on the water to keep it from freezing, but every night the space on which he swam became smaller and smaller. At length it froze so hard that the ice in the water crackled as he moved, and the duckling had to paddle with his legs as well as he could, to keep the space from closing up. He became exhausted at last and lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ice.

      Early in the morning a peasant who was passing by saw what had happened. He broke the ice in pieces with his wooden shoe and carried the duckling home to his wife. The warmth revived the poor little creature; but when the children wanted to play with him, the duckling thought they would do him some harm, so he started up in terror, fluttered into the milk pan, and splashed the milk about the room. Then the woman clapped her hands, which frightened him still more. He flew first into the butter cask, then into the meal tub and out again. What a condition he was in! The woman screamed and struck at him with the tongs; the children laughed and screamed and tumbled over each other in their efforts to catch him, but luckily he escaped. The door stood open; the poor creature could just manage to slip out among the bushes and lie down quite exhausted in the newly fallen snow.

      It would be very sad were I to relate all the misery and privations which the poor little duckling endured during the hard winter; but when it had passed he found himself lying one morning in a moor, amongst the rushes. He felt the warm sun shining and heard the lark singing and saw that all around was beautiful spring.

      Then the young bird felt that his wings were strong, as he flapped them against his sides and rose high into the air. They bore him onwards until, before he well knew how it had happened, he found himself in a large garden. The apple trees were in full blossom, and the fragrant elders bent their long green branches down to the stream, which wound round a smooth lawn. Everything looked beautiful in the freshness of early spring. From a thicket close by came three beautiful white swans, rustling their feathers and swimming lightly over the smooth water. The duckling saw these lovely birds and felt more strangely unhappy than ever.

      "I will fly to these royal birds," he exclaimed, "and they will kill me because, ugly as I am, I dare to approach them. But it does not matter; better be killed by them than pecked by the ducks, beaten by the hens, pushed about by the maiden who feeds the poultry, or starved with hunger in the winter."

      Then he flew to the water and swam towards the beautiful swans. The moment they espied the stranger they rushed to meet him with outstretched wings.

      "Kill me," said the poor bird and he bent his head down to the surface of the water and awaited death.

      But what did he see in the clear stream below? His own image-no longer a dark-gray bird, ugly and disagreeable to look at, but a graceful and beautiful swan.

      To be born in a duck's nest in a farmyard is of no consequence to a bird if it is hatched from a swan's egg. He now felt glad at having suffered sorrow and trouble, because it enabled him to enjoy so much better all the pleasure and happiness around him; for the great swans swam round the newcomer and stroked his neck with their beaks, as a welcome.

      Into the garden presently came some little children and threw bread and cake into the water.

      "See," cried the youngest, "there is a new one;" and the rest were delighted, and ran to their father and mother, dancing and clapping their hands and shouting joyously, "There is another swan come; a new one has arrived."

      Then they threw more bread and cake into the water and said, "The new one is the most beautiful of all, he is so young and pretty." And the old swans bowed their heads before him.

      Then he felt quite ashamed and hid his head under his wing, for he did not know what to do, he was so happy-yet he was not at all proud. He had been persecuted and despised for his ugliness, and now he heard them say he was the most beautiful of all the birds. Even the elder tree bent down its boughs into the water before him, and the sun shone warm and bright. Then he rustled his feathers, curved his slender neck, and cried joyfully, from the depths of his heart, "I never dreamed of such happiness as this while I was the despised ugly duckling."

    


    
      
        Little Ida's Flowers

      

      MY POOR flowers are quite faded!" said little Ida. "Only yesterday evening they were so pretty, and now all the leaves are drooping. Why do they do that?" she asked of the student, who sat on the sofa. He was a great favorite with her, because he used to tell her the prettiest of stories and cut out the most amusing things in paper-hearts with little ladies dancing in them, and high castles with doors which one could open and shut. He was a merry student. "Why do the flowers look so wretched to-day?" asked she again, showing him a bouquet of faded flowers.

      "Do you not know?" replied the student. "The flowers went to a ball last night, and are tired. That's why they hang their heads."

      "What an idea," exclaimed little Ida. "Flowers cannot dance!"

      "Of course they can dance! When it is dark, and we are all gone to bed, they jump about as merrily as possible. They have a ball almost every night."

      "And can their children go to the ball?" asked Ida.

      "Oh, yes," said the student; "daisies and lilies of the valley, that are quite little."

      "And when is it that the prettiest flowers dance?"

      "Have you not been to the large garden outside the town gate, in front of the castle where the king lives in summer-the garden that is so full of lovely flowers? You surely remember the swans which come swimming up when you give them crumbs of bread? Believe me, they have capital balls there."

      "I was out there only yesterday with my mother," said Ida, "but there were no leaves on the trees, and I did not see a single flower. What has become of them? There were so many in the summer."

      "They are inside the palace now," replied the student. "As soon as the king and all his court go back to the town, the flowers hasten out of the garden and into the palace, where they have famous times. Oh, if you could but see them! The two most beautiful roses seat themselves on the throne and act king and queen. All the tall red cockscombs stand before them on either side and bow; they are the chamberlains. Then all the pretty flowers come, and there is a great ball. The blue violets represent the naval cadets; they dance with hyacinths and crocuses, who take the part of young ladies. The tulips and the tall tiger lilies are old ladies,-dowagers,-who see to it that the dancing is well done and that all things go on properly."

      "But," asked little Ida, "is there no one there to harm the flowers for daring to dance in the king's castle?"

      "No one knows anything about it," replied the student. "Once during the night, perhaps, the old steward of the castle does, to be sure, come in with his great bunch of keys to see that all is right; but the moment the flowers hear the clanking of the keys they stand stock-still or hide themselves behind the long silk window curtains. Then the old steward will say, 'Do I not smell flowers here?' but he can't see them."

      "That is very funny," exclaimed little Ida, clapping her hands with glee; "but should not I be able to see the flowers?"

      "To be sure you can see them," replied the student. "You have only to remember to peep in at the windows the next time you go to the palace. I did so this very day, and saw a long yellow lily lying on the sofa. She was a court lady."

      "Do the flowers in the Botanical Garden go to the ball? Can they go all that long distance?"

      "Certainly," said the student; "for the flowers can fly if they please. Have you not seen the beautiful red and yellow butterflies that look so much like flowers? They are in fact nothing else. They have flown off their stalks high into the air and flapped their little petals just as if they were wings, and thus they came to fly about. As a reward for always behaving well they have leave to fly about in the daytime, too, instead of sitting quietly on their stalks at home, till at last the flower petals have become real wings. That you have seen yourself.

      "It may be, though, that the flowers in the Botanical Garden have never been in the king's castle. They may not have heard what frolics take place there every night. But I'll tell you; if, the next time you go to the garden, you whisper to one of the flowers that a great ball is to be given yonder in the castle, the news will spread from flower to flower and they will all fly away. Then should the professor come to his garden there won't be a flower there, and he will not be able to imagine what has become of them."

      "But how can one flower tell it to another? for I am sure the flowers cannot speak."

      "No; you are right there," returned the student. "They cannot speak, but they can make signs. Have you ever noticed that when the wind blows a little the flowers nod to each other and move all their green leaves? They can make each other understand in this way just as well as we do by talking."

      "And does the professor understand their pantomime?" asked Ida.

      "Oh, certainly; at least part of it. He came into his garden one morning and saw that a great stinging nettle was making signs with its leaves to a beautiful red carnation. It was saying, 'You are so beautiful, and I love you with all my heart!' But the professor doesn't like that sort of thing, and he rapped the nettle on her leaves, which are her fingers; but she stung him, and since then he has never dared to touch a nettle."

      "Ha! ha!" laughed little Ida, "that is very funny."

      "How can one put such stuff into a child's head?" said a tiresome councilor, who had come to pay a visit. He did not like the student and always used to scold when he saw him cutting out the droll pasteboard figures, such as a man hanging on a gibbet and holding a heart in his hand to show that he was a stealer of hearts, or an old witch riding on a broomstick and carrying her husband on the end of her nose. The councilor could not bear such jokes, and he would always say, as now: "How can any one put such notions into a child's head? They are only foolish fancies."

      But to little Ida all that the student had told her was very entertaining, and she kept thinking it over. She was sure now that her pretty yesterday's flowers hung their heads because they were tired, and that they were tired because they had been to the ball. So she took them to the table where stood her toys. Her doll lay sleeping, but Ida said to her, "You must get up, and be content to sleep to-night in the table drawer, for the poor flowers are ill and must have your bed to sleep in; then perhaps they will be well again by to-morrow."

      And she at once took the doll out, though the doll looked vexed at giving up her cradle to the flowers.

      Ida laid the flowers in the doll's bed and drew the coverlet quite over them, telling them to lie still while she made some tea for them to drink, in order that they might be well next day. And she drew the curtains about the bed, that the sun might not shine into their eyes.

      All the evening she thought of nothing but what the student had told her; and when she went to bed herself, she ran to the window where her mother's tulips and hyacinths stood. She whispered to them, "I know very well that you are going to a ball to-night." The flowers pretended not to understand and did not stir so much as a leaf, but that did not prevent Ida from knowing what she knew.

      When she was in bed she lay for a long time thinking how delightful it must be to see the flower dance in the king's castle, and said to herself, "I wonder if my flowers have really been there." Then she fell asleep.

      In the night she woke. She had been dreaming of the student and the flowers and the councilor, who told her they were making game of her. All was still in the room, the night lamp was burning on the table, and her father and mother were both asleep.

      "I wonder if my flowers are still lying in Sophie's bed," she thought to herself. "How I should like to know!" She raised herself a little and looked towards the door, which stood half open; within lay the flowers and all her playthings. She listened, and it seemed to her that she heard some one playing upon the piano, but quite softly, and more sweetly than she had ever heard before.

      "Now all the flowers are certainly dancing," thought she. "Oh, how I should like to see them!" but she dared not get up for fear of waking her father and mother. "If they would only come in here!" But the flowers did not come, and the music went on so prettily that she could restrain herself no longer, and she crept out of her little bed, stole softly to the door, and peeped into the room. Oh, what a pretty sight it was!

    


    
      
        Little Thumbelina

      

      THERE was once a woman who wished very much to have a little child. She went to a fairy and said: "I should so very much like to have a little child. Can you tell me where I can find one?"

      "Oh, that can be easily managed," said the fairy. "Here is a barleycorn; it is not exactly of the same sort as those which grow in the farmers' fields, and which the chickens eat. Put it into a flowerpot and see what will happen."

      "Thank you," said the woman; and she gave the fairy twelve shillings, which was the price of the barleycorn. Then she went home and planted it, and there grew up a large, handsome flower, somewhat like a tulip in appearance, but with its leaves tightly closed, as if it were still a bud.

      "It is a beautiful flower," said the woman, and she kissed the red and golden-colored petals; and as she did so the flower opened, and she could see that it was a real tulip. But within the flower, upon the green velvet stamens, sat a very delicate and graceful little maiden. She was scarcely half as long as a thumb, and they gave her the name of Little Thumb, or Thumbelina, because she was so small.

      A walnut shell, elegantly polished, served her for a cradle; her bed was formed of blue violet leaves, with a rose leaf for a counterpane. Here she slept at night, but during the day she amused herself on a table, where the peasant wife had placed a plate full of water.

      Round this plate were wreaths of flowers with their stems in the water, and upon it floated a large tulip leaf, which served the little one for a boat. Here she sat and rowed herself from side to side, with two oars made of white horsehair. It was a very pretty sight. Thumbelina could also sing so softly and sweetly that nothing like her singing had ever before been heard.

      One night, while she lay in her pretty bed, a large, ugly, wet toad crept through a broken pane of glass in the window and leaped right upon the table where she lay sleeping under her rose-leaf quilt.

      "What a pretty little wife this would make for my son," said the toad, and she took up the walnut shell in which Thumbelina lay asleep, and jumped through the window with it, into the garden.

      In the swampy margin of a broad stream in the garden lived the toad with her son. He was uglier even than his mother; and when he saw the pretty little maiden in her elegant bed, he could only cry "Croak, croak, croak."

      "Don't speak so loud, or she will wake," said the toad, "and then she might run away, for she is as light as swan's-down. We will place her on one of the water-lily leaves out in the stream; it will be like an island to her, she is so light and small, and then she cannot escape; and while she is there we will make haste and prepare the stateroom under the marsh, in which you are to live when you are married."

      Far out in the stream grew a number of water lilies with broad green leaves which seemed to float on the top of the water. The largest of these leaves appeared farther off than the rest, and the old toad swam out to it with the walnut shell, in which Thumbelina still lay asleep.

      The tiny creature woke very early in the morning and began to cry bitterly when she found where she was, for she could see nothing but water on every side of the large green leaf, and no way of reaching the land.

      Meanwhile the old toad was very busy under the marsh, decking her room with rushes and yellow wildflowers, to make it look pretty for her new daughter-in-law. Then she swam out with her ugly son to the leaf on which she had placed poor Thumbelina. She wanted to bring the pretty bed, that she might put it in the bridal chamber to be ready for her. The old toad bowed low to her in the water and said, "Here is my son; he will be your husband, and you will live happily together in the marsh by the stream."

      "Croak, croak, croak," was all her son could say for himself. So the toad took up the elegant little bed and swam away with it, leaving Thumbelina all alone on the green leaf, where she sat and wept. She could not bear to think of living with the old toad and having her ugly son for a husband. The little fishes who swam about in the water beneath had seen the toad and heard what she said, so now they lifted their heads above the water to look at the little maiden.

      As soon as they caught sight of her they saw she was very pretty, and it vexed them to think that she must go and live with the ugly toads.

      "No, it must never be!" So they gathered together in the water, round the green stalk which held the leaf on which the little maiden stood, and gnawed it away at the root with their teeth. Then the leaf floated down the stream, carrying Thumbelina far away out of reach of land.

      Thumbelina sailed past many towns, and the little birds in the bushes saw her and sang, "What a lovely little creature." So the leaf swam away with her farther and farther, till it brought her to other lands. A graceful little white butterfly constantly fluttered round her and at last alighted on the leaf. The little maiden pleased him, and she was glad of it, for now the toad could not possibly reach her, and the country through which she sailed was beautiful, and the sun shone upon the water till it glittered like liquid gold. She took off her girdle and tied one end of it round the butterfly, fastening the other end of the ribbon to the leaf, which now glided on much faster than before, taking Thumbelina with it as she stood.

      Presently a large cockchafer flew by. The moment he caught sight of her he seized her round her delicate waist with his claws and flew with her into a tree. The green leaf floated away on the brook, and the butterfly flew with it, for he was fastened to it and could not get away.

      Oh, how frightened Thumbelina felt when the cockchafer flew with her to the tree! But especially was she sorry for the beautiful white butterfly which she had fastened to the leaf, for if he could not free himself he would die of hunger. But the cockchafer did not trouble himself at all about the matter. He seated himself by her side, on a large green leaf, gave her some honey from the flowers to eat, and told her she was very pretty, though not in the least like a cockchafer.

      After a time all the cockchafers who lived in the tree came to pay Thumbelina a visit. They stared at her, and then the young lady cockchafers turned up their feelers and said, "She has only two legs! how ugly that looks." "She has no feelers," said another. "Her waist is quite slim. Pooh! she is like a human being."

      "Oh, she is ugly," said all the lady cockchafers. The cockchafer who had run away with her believed all the others when they said she was ugly. He would have nothing more to say to her, and told her she might go where she liked. Then he flew down with her from the tree and placed her on a daisy, and she wept at the thought that she was so ugly that even the cockchafers would have nothing to say to her. And all the while she was really the loveliest creature that one could imagine, and as tender and delicate as a beautiful rose leaf.

      During the whole summer poor little Thumbelina lived quite alone in the wide forest. She wove herself a bed with blades of grass and hung it up under a broad leaf, to protect herself from the rain. She sucked the honey from the flowers for food and drank the dew from their leaves every morning.

      So passed away the summer and the autumn, and then came the winter-the long, cold winter. All the birds who had sung to her so sweetly had flown away, and the trees and the flowers had withered. The large shamrock under the shelter of which she had lived was now rolled together and shriveled up; nothing remained but a yellow, withered stalk. She felt dreadfully cold, for her clothes were torn, and she was herself so frail and delicate that she was nearly frozen to death. It began to snow, too; and the snowflakes, as they fell upon her, were like a whole shovelful falling upon one of us, for we are tall, but she was only an inch high. She wrapped herself in a dry leaf, but it cracked in the middle and could not keep her warm, and she shivered with cold.

      Near the wood in which she had been living was a large cornfield, but the corn had been cut a long time; nothing remained but the bare, dry stubble, standing up out of the frozen ground. It was to her like struggling through a large wood.

      Oh! how she shivered with the cold. She came at last to the door of a field mouse, who had a little den under the corn stubble. There dwelt the field mouse in warmth and comfort, with a whole roomful of corn, a kitchen, and a beautiful dining room. Poor Thumbelina stood before the door, just like a little beggar girl, and asked for a small piece of barleycorn, for she had been without a morsel to eat for two days.

      "You poor little creature," said the field mouse, for she was really a good old mouse, "come into my warm room and dine with me."

      She was pleased with Thumbelina, so she said, "You are quite welcome to stay with me all the winter, if you like; but you must keep my rooms clean and neat, and tell me stories, for I shall like to hear them very much." And Thumbelina did all that the field mouse asked her, and found herself very comfortable.

      "We shall have a visitor soon," said the field mouse one day; "my neighbor pays me a visit once a week. He is better off than I am; he has large rooms, and wears a beautiful black velvet coat. If you could only have him for a husband, you would be well provided for indeed. But he is blind, so you must tell him some of your prettiest stories."

      Thumbelina did not feel at all interested about this neighbor, for he was a mole. However, he came and paid his visit, dressed in his black velvet coat.

      "He is very rich and learned, and his house is twenty times larger than mine," said the field mouse.

      He was rich and learned, no doubt, but he always spoke slightingly of the sun and the pretty flowers, because he had never seen them. Thumbelina was obliged to sing to him, "Ladybird, ladybird, fly away home," and many other pretty songs. And the mole fell in love with her because she had so sweet a voice; but he said nothing yet, for he was very prudent and cautious. A short time before, the mole had dug a long passage under the earth, which led from the dwelling of the field mouse to his own, and here she had permission to walk with Thumbelina whenever she liked. But he warned them not to be alarmed at the sight of a dead bird which lay in the passage. It was a perfect bird, with a beak and feathers, and could not have been dead long. It was lying just where the mole had made his passage. The mole took in his mouth a piece of phosphorescent wood, which glittered like fire in the dark. Then he went before them to light them through the long, dark passage. When they came to the spot where the dead bird lay, the mole pushed his broad nose through the ceiling, so that the earth gave way and the daylight shone into the passage.

      In the middle of the floor lay a swallow, his beautiful wings pulled close to his sides, his feet and head drawn up under his feathers-the poor bird had evidently died of the cold. It made little Thumbelina very sad to see it, she did so love the little birds; all the summer they had sung and twittered for her so beautifully. But the mole pushed it aside with his crooked legs and said: "He will sing no more now. How miserable it must be to be born a little bird! I am thankful that none of my children will ever be birds, for they can do nothing but cry 'Tweet, tweet,' and must always die of hunger in the winter."

      "Yes, you may well say that, as a clever man!" exclaimed the field mouse. "What is the use of his twittering if, when winter comes, he must either starve or be frozen to death? Still, birds are very high bred."

      Thumbelina said nothing, but when the two others had turned their backs upon the bird, she stooped down and stroked aside the soft feathers which covered his head, and kissed the closed eyelids. "Perhaps this was the one who sang to me so sweetly in the summer," she said; "and how much pleasure it gave me, you dear, pretty bird."

      The mole now stopped up the hole through which the daylight shone, and then accompanied the ladies home. But during the night Thumbelina could not sleep; so she got out of bed and wove a large, beautiful carpet of hay. She carried it to the dead bird and spread it over him, with some down from the flowers which she had found in the field mouse's room. It was as soft as wool, and she spread some of it on each side of the bird, so that he might lie warmly in the cold earth.

      "Farewell, pretty little bird," said she, "farewell. Thank you for your delightful singing during the summer, when all the trees were green and the warm sun shone upon us." Then she laid her head on the bird's breast, but she was alarmed, for it seemed as if something inside the bird went "thump, thump." It was the bird's heart; he was not really dead, only benumbed with the cold, and the warmth had restored him to life. In autumn all the swallows fly away into warm countries; but if one happens to linger, the cold seizes it, and it becomes chilled and falls down as if dead. It remains where it fell, and the cold snow covers it.

      Thumbelina trembled very much; she was quite frightened, for the bird was large, a great deal larger than herself (she was only an inch high). But she took courage, laid the wool more thickly over the poor swallow, and then took a leaf which she had used for her own counterpane and laid it over his head.

      The next night she again stole out to see him. He was alive, but very weak; he could only open his eyes for a moment to look at Thumbelina, who stood by, holding a piece of decayed wood in her hand, for she had no other lantern. "Thank you, pretty little maiden," said the sick swallow; "I have been so nicely warmed that I shall soon regain my strength and be able to fly about again in the warm sunshine."

      "Oh," said she, "it is cold out of doors now; it snows and freezes. Stay in your warm bed; I will take care of you."

      She brought the swallow some water in a flower leaf, and after he had drunk, he told her that he had wounded one of his wings in a thornbush and could not fly as fast as the others, who were soon far away on their journey to warm countries. At last he had fallen to the earth, and could remember nothing more, nor how he came to be where she had found him.

      All winter the swallow remained underground, and Thumbelina nursed him with care and love. She did not tell either the mole or the field mouse anything about it, for they did not like swallows. Very soon the springtime came, and the sun warmed the earth. Then the swallow bade farewell to Thumbelina, and she opened the hole in the ceiling which the mole had made. The sun shone in upon them so beautifully that the swallow asked her if she would go with him. She could sit on his back, he said, and he would fly away with her into the green woods. But she knew it would grieve the field mouse if she left her in that manner, so she said, "No, I cannot."

      "Farewell, then, farewell, you good, pretty little maiden," said the swallow, and he flew out into the sunshine.

      Thumbelina looked after him, and the tears rose in her eyes. She was very fond of the poor swallow.

      "Tweet, tweet," sang the bird, as he flew out into the green woods, and Thumbelina felt very sad. She was not allowed to go out into the warm sunshine. The corn which had been sowed in the field over the house of the field mouse had grown up high into the air and formed a thick wood to Thumbelina, who was only an inch in height.

      "You are going to be married, little one," said the field mouse. "My neighbor has asked for you. What good fortune for a poor child like you! Now we will prepare your wedding clothes. They must be woolen and linen. Nothing must be wanting when you are the wife of the mole."

      Thumbelina had to turn the spindle, and the field mouse hired four spiders, who were to weave day and night. Every evening the mole visited her and was continually speaking of the time when the summer would be over. Then he would keep his wedding day with Thumbelina; but now the heat of the sun was so great that it burned the earth and made it hard, like stone. As soon as the summer was over the wedding should take place. But Thumbelina was not at all pleased, for she did not like the tiresome mole.

      Every morning when the sun rose and every evening when it went down she would creep out at the door, and as the wind blew aside the ears of corn so that she could see the blue sky, she thought how beautiful and bright it seemed out there and wished so much to see her dear friend, the swallow, again. But he never returned, for by this time he had flown far away into the lovely green forest.

      When autumn arrived Thumbelina had her outfit quite ready, and the field mouse said to her, "In four weeks the wedding must take place."

      Then she wept and said she would not marry the disagreeable mole.

      "Nonsense," replied the field mouse. "Now don't be obstinate, or I shall bite you with my white teeth. He is a very handsome mole; the queen herself does not wear more beautiful velvets and furs. His kitchens and cellars are quite full. You ought to be very thankful for such good fortune."

      So the wedding day was fixed, on which the mole was to take her away to live with him, deep under the earth, and never again to see the warm sun, because he did not like it. The poor child was very unhappy at the thought of saying farewell to the beautiful sun, and as the field mouse had given her permission to stand at the door, she went to look at it once more.

      "Farewell, bright sun," she cried, stretching out her arm towards it; and then she walked a short distance from the house, for the corn had been cut, and only the dry stubble remained in the fields. "Farewell, farewell," she repeated, twining her arm around a little red flower that grew just by her side. "Greet the little swallow from me, if you should see him again."

      "Tweet, tweet," sounded over her head suddenly. She looked up, and there was the swallow himself flying close by. As soon as he spied Thumbelina he was delighted. She told him how unwilling she was to marry the ugly mole, and to live always beneath the earth, nevermore to see the bright sun. And as she told him, she wept.

      "Cold winter is coming," said the swallow, "and I am going to fly away into warmer countries. Will you go with me? You can sit on my back and fasten yourself on with your sash. Then we can fly away from the ugly mole and his gloomy rooms-far away, over the mountains, into warmer countries, where the sun shines more brightly than here; where it is always summer, and the flowers bloom in greater beauty. Fly now with me, dear little one; you saved my life when I lay frozen in that dark, dreary passage."

      "Yes, I will go with you," said Thumbelina; and she seated herself on the bird's back, with her feet on his outstretched wings, and tied her girdle to one of his strongest feathers.

      The swallow rose in the air and flew over forest and over sea-high above the highest mountains, covered with eternal snow. Thumbelina would have been frozen in the cold air, but she crept under the bird's warm feathers, keeping her little head uncovered, so that she might admire the beautiful lands over which they passed. At length they reached the warm countries, where the sun shines brightly and the sky seems so much higher above the earth. Here on the hedges and by the wayside grew purple, green, and white grapes, lemons and oranges hung from trees in the fields, and the air was fragrant with myrtles and orange blossoms. Beautiful children ran along the country lanes, playing with large gay butterflies; and as the swallow flew farther and farther, every place appeared still more lovely.

      At last they came to a blue lake, and by the side of it, shaded by trees of the deepest green, stood a palace of dazzling white marble, built in the olden times. Vines clustered round its lofty pillars, and at the top were many swallows' nests, and one of these was the home of the swallow who carried Thumbelina.

      "This is my house," said the swallow; "but it would not do for you to live there-you would not be comfortable. You must choose for yourself one of those lovely flowers, and I will put you down upon it, and then you shall have everything that you can wish to make you happy."

      "That will be delightful," she said, and clapped her little hands for joy.

      A large marble pillar lay on the ground, which, in falling, had been broken into three pieces. Between these pieces grew the most beautiful large white flowers, so the swallow flew down with Thumbelina and placed her on one of the broad leaves. But how surprised she was to see in the middle of the flower a tiny little man, as white and transparent as if he had been made of crystal! He had a gold crown on his head, and delicate wings at his shoulders, and was not much larger than was she herself. He was the angel of the flower, for a tiny man and a tiny woman dwell in every flower, and this was the king of them all.

      "Oh, how beautiful he is!" whispered Thumbelina to the swallow.

      The little prince was at first quite frightened at the bird, who was like a giant compared to such a delicate little creature as himself; but when he saw Thumbelina he was delighted and thought her the prettiest little maiden he had ever seen. He took the gold crown from his head and placed it on hers, and asked her name and if she would be his wife and queen over all the flowers.

      This certainly was a very different sort of husband from the son of the toad, or the mole with his black velvet and fur, so she said Yes to the handsome prince. Then all the flowers opened, and out of each came a little lady or a tiny lord, all so pretty it was quite a pleasure to look at them. Each of them brought Thumbelina a present; but the best gift was a pair of beautiful wings, which had belonged to a large white fly, and they fastened them to Thumbelina's shoulders, so that she might fly from flower to flower.

      Then there was much rejoicing, and the little swallow, who sat above them in his nest, was asked to sing a wedding song, which he did as well as he could; but in his heart he felt sad, for he was very fond of Thumbelina and would have liked never to part from her again.

      "You must not be called Thumbelina any more," said the spirit of the flowers to her. "It is an ugly name, and you are so very lovely. We will call you Maia."

      "Farewell, farewell," said the swallow, with a heavy heart, as he left the warm countries, to fly back into Denmark. There he had a nest over the window of a house in which dwelt the writer of fairy tales. The swallow sang "Tweet, tweet," and from his song came the whole story.

      There was no night lamp in the room, still it was quite bright; the moon shone through the window down upon the floor, and it was almost like daylight. The hyacinths and tulips stood there in two rows. Not one was left on the window, where stood the empty flower pots. On the floor all the flowers danced gracefully, making all the turns, and holding each other by their long green leaves as they twirled around. At the piano sat a large yellow lily, which little Ida remembered to have seen in the summer, for she recollected that the student had said, "How like she is to Miss Laura," and how every one had laughed at the remark. But now she really thought that the lily was very like the young lady. It had exactly her manner of playing-bending its long yellow face, now to one side and now to the other, and nodding its head to mark the time of the beautiful music.

      A tall blue crocus now stepped forward, sprang upon the table on which lay Ida's playthings, went straight to the doll's cradle, and drew back the curtains. There lay the sick flowers; but they rose at once, greeted the other flowers, and made a sign that they would like to join in the dance. They did not look at all ill now.

      Suddenly a heavy noise was heard, as of something falling from the table. Ida glanced that way and saw that it was the rod she had found on her bed on Shrove Tuesday, and that it seemed to wish to belong to the flowers. It was a pretty rod, for a wax figure that looked exactly like the councilor sat upon the head of it.

      The rod began to dance, and the wax figure that was riding on it became long and great, like the councilor himself, and began to exclaim, "How can one put such stuff into a child's head?" It was very funny to see, and little Ida could not help laughing, for the rod kept on dancing, and the councilor had to dance too,-there was no help for it,-whether he remained tall and big or became a little wax figure again. But the other flowers said a good word for him, especially those that had lain in the doll's bed, so that at last the rod left it in peace.

      At the same time there was a loud knocking inside the drawer where Sophie, Ida's doll, lay with many other toys. She put out her head and asked in great astonishment: "Is there a ball here? Why has no one told me of it?" She sat down upon the table, expecting some of the flowers to ask her to dance with them; but as they did not, she let herself fall upon the floor so as to make a great noise; and then the flowers all came crowding about to ask if she were hurt, and they were very polite-especially those that had lain in her bed.

      She was not at all hurt, and the flowers thanked her for the use of her pretty bed and took her into the middle of the room, where the moon shone, and danced with her, while the other flowers formed a circle around them. So now Sophie was pleased and said they might keep her bed, for she did not mind sleeping in the drawer the least in the world.

      But the flowers replied: "We thank you most heartily for your kindness, but we shall not live long enough to need it; we shall be quite dead by to-morrow. But tell little Ida she is to bury us out in the garden near the canary bird's grave; and then we shall wake again next summer and be even more beautiful than we have been this year."

      "Oh, no, you must not die," said Sophie, kissing them as she spoke; and then a great company of flowers came dancing in. Ida could not imagine where they could have come from, unless from the king's garden. Two beautiful roses led the way, wearing golden crowns; then followed wallflowers and pinks, who bowed to all present. They brought a band of music with them. Wild hyacinths and little white snowdrops jingled merry bells. It was a most remarkable orchestra. Following these were an immense number of flowers, all dancing-violets, daisies, lilies of the valley, and others which it was a delight to see.

      At last all the happy flowers wished one another good night. Little Ida, too, crept back to bed, to dream of all that she had seen.

      When she rose next morning she went at once to her little table to see if her flowers were there. She drew aside the curtains of her little bed; yes, there lay the flowers, but they were much more faded to-day than yesterday. Sophie too was in the drawer, but she looked very sleepy.

      "Do you remember what you were to say to me?" asked Ida of her.

      But Sophie looked quite stupid and had not a word to say.

      "You are not kind at all," said Ida; "and yet all the flowers let you dance with them."

      Then she chose from her playthings a little pasteboard box with birds painted on it, and in it she laid the dead flowers.

      "That shall be your pretty casket," said she; "and when my cousins come to visit me, by and by, they shall help me to bury you in the garden, in order that next summer you may grow again and be still more beautiful."

      The two cousins were two merry boys, Gustave and Adolphe. Their father had given them each a new crossbow, which they brought with them to show to Ida. She told them of the poor flowers that were dead and were to be buried in the garden. So the two boys walked in front, with their bows slung across their shoulders, and little Ida followed, carrying the dead flowers in their pretty coffin. A little grave was dug for them in the garden. Ida first kissed the flowers and then laid them in the earth, and Adolphe and Gustave shot with their crossbows over the grave, for they had neither guns nor cannons.

    


    
      
        Sunshine Stories

      

      I AM going to tell a story," said the Wind.

      "I beg your pardon," said the Rain, "but now it is my turn. Have you not been howling round the corner this long time, as hard as ever you could?"

      "Is this the gratitude you owe me?" said the Wind; "I, who in honor of you turn inside out-yes, even break-all the umbrellas, when the people won't have anything to do with you."

      "I will speak myself," said the Sunshine. "Silence!" and the Sunshine said it with such glory and majesty that the weary Wind fell prostrate, and the Rain, beating against him, shook him, as she said:

      "We won't stand it! She is always breaking through-is Madame Sunshine. Let us not listen to her; what she has to say is not worth hearing." And still the Sunshine began to talk, and this is what she said:

      "A beautiful swan flew over the rolling, tossing waves of the ocean. Every one of its feathers shone like gold; and one feather drifted down to the great merchant vessel that, with sails all set, was sailing away.

      "The feather fell upon the light curly hair of a young man, whose business it was to care for the goods in the ship-the supercargo he was called. The feather of the bird of fortune touched his forehead, became a pen in his hand, and brought him such luck that he soon became a wealthy merchant, rich enough to have bought for himself spurs of gold-rich enough to change a golden plate into a nobleman's shield, on which," said the Sunshine, "I shone."

      "The swan flew farther, away and away, over the sunny green meadow, where the little shepherd boy, only seven years old, had lain down in the shade of the old tree, the only one there was in sight.

      "In its flight the swan kissed one of the leaves of the tree, and falling into the boy's hand, it was changed to three leaves-to ten-to a whole book; yes, and in the book he read about all the wonders of nature, about his native language, about faith and knowledge. At night he laid the book under his pillow, that he might not forget what he had been reading.

      "The wonderful book led him also to the schoolroom, and thence everywhere, in search of knowledge. I have read his name among the names of learned men," said the Sunshine.

      "The swan flew into the quiet, lonely forest, and rested awhile on the deep, dark lake where the lilies grow, where the wild apples are to be found on the shore, where the cuckoo and the wild pigeon have their homes.

      "In the wood was a poor woman gathering firewood-branches and dry sticks that had fallen. She bore them on her back in a bundle, and in her arms she held her little child. She too saw the golden swan, the bird of fortune, as it rose from among the reeds on the shore. What was it that glittered so? A golden egg that was still quite warm. She laid it in her bosom, and the warmth remained. Surely there was life in the egg! She heard the gentle pecking inside the shell, but she thought it was her own heart that was beating.

      "At home in her poor cottage she took out the egg. 'Tick! tick!' it said, as if it had been a gold watch, but it was not; it was an egg-a real, living egg.

      "The egg cracked and opened, and a dear little baby swan, all feathered as with the purest gold, pushed out its tiny head. Around its neck were four rings, and as this woman had four boys-three at home, and this little one that was with her in the lonely wood-she understood at once that there was one for each boy. Just as she had taken them the little gold bird took flight.

      "She kissed each ring, then made each of the children kiss one of the rings, laid it next the child's heart awhile, then put it on his finger. I saw it all," said the Sunshine, "and I saw what happened afterward.

      "One of the boys, while playing by a ditch, took a lump of clay in his hand, then turned and twisted it till it took shape and was like Jason, who went in search of the Golden Fleece and found it.

      "The second boy ran out upon the meadow, where stood the flowers-flowers of all imaginable colors. He gathered a handful and squeezed them so tightly that the juice flew into his eyes, and some of it wet the ring upon his hand. It cribbled and crawled in his brain and in his hands, and after many a day and many a year, people in the great city talked of the famous painter that he was.

      "The third child held the ring in his teeth, and so tightly that it gave forth sound-the echo of a song in the depth of his heart. Then thoughts and feelings rose in beautiful sounds,-rose like singing swans,-plunged, too, like swans, into the deep, deep sea. He became a great musical composer, a master, of whom every country has the right to say, 'He was mine, for he was the world's.'

      "And the fourth little one-yes, he was the 'ugly duck' of the family. They said he had the pip and must eat pepper and butter like a sick chicken, and that was what was given him; but of me he got a warm, sunny kiss," said the Sunshine. "He had ten kisses for one. He was a poet and was first kissed, then buffeted all his life through.

      "But he held what no one could take from him-the ring of fortune from Dame Fortune's golden swan. His thoughts took wing and flew up and away like singing butterflies-emblems of an immortal life."

      "That was a dreadfully long story," said the Wind.

      "And so stupid and tiresome," said the Rain. "Blow upon me, please, that I may revive a little."

      And while the Wind blew, the Sunshine said: "The swan of fortune flew over the lovely bay where the fishermen had set their nets. The very poorest one among them was wishing to marry-and marry he did.

      "To him the swan brought a piece of amber. Amber draws things toward itself, and this piece drew hearts to the house where the fisherman lived with his bride. Amber is the most wonderful of incense, and there came a soft perfume, as from a holy place, a sweet breath from beautiful nature, that God has made. And the fisherman and his wife were happy and grateful in their peaceful home, content even in their poverty. And so their life became a real Sunshine Story."

      "I think we had better stop now," said the Wind. "I am dreadfully bored. The Sunshine has talked long enough."

      "I think so, too," said the Rain.

      And what do we others who have heard the story say?

      We say, "Now the story's done."

    


    
      
        The Darning-Needle

      

      THERE was once a Darning-needle who thought herself so fine that she came at last to believe that she was fit for embroidery.

      "Mind now that you hold me fast," she said to the Fingers that took her up. "Pray don't lose me. If I should fall on the ground I should certainly be lost, I am so fine."

      "That's more than you can tell," said the Fingers, as they grasped her tightly by the waist.

      "I come with a train, you see," said the Darning-needle, as she drew her long thread after her; but there was no knot in the thread.

      The Fingers pressed the point of the Needle upon an old pair of slippers, in which the upper leather had burst and must be sewed together. The slippers belonged to the cook.

      "This is very coarse work!" said the Darning-needle. "I shall never get through alive. There, I'm breaking! I'm breaking!" and break she did. "Did I not say so?" said the Darning-needle. "I'm too delicate for such work as that."

      "Now it's quite useless for sewing," said the Fingers; but they still held her all the same, for the cook presently dropped some melted sealing wax upon the needle and then pinned her neckerchief in front with it.

      "See, now I'm a breastpin," said the Darning-needle. "I well knew that I should come to honor; when one is something, one always comes to something. Merit is sure to rise." And at this she laughed, only inwardly, of course, for one can never see when a Darning-needle laughs. There she sat now, quite at her ease, and as proud as if she sat in a state carriage and gazed upon all about her.

      "May I take the liberty to ask if you are made of gold?" she asked of the pin, her neighbor. "You have a splendid appearance and quite a remarkable head, though it is so little. You should do what you can to grow-of course it is not every one that can have sealing wax dropped upon her."

      And the Darning-needle drew herself up so proudly that she fell out of the neckerchief into the sink, which the cook was at that moment rinsing.

      "Now I'm going to travel," said the Darning-needle, "if only I don't get lost."

      But that was just what happened to her.

      "I'm too delicate for this world," she said, as she found herself in the gutter. "But I know who I am, and there is always some little pleasure in that!" It was thus that the Darning-needle kept up her proud bearing and lost none of her good humor. And now all sorts of things swam over her-chips and straws and scraps of old newspapers.

      "Only see how they sail along," said the Darning-needle to herself. "They little know what is under them, though it is I, and I sit firmly here. See! there goes a chip! It thinks of nothing in the world but itself-of nothing in the world but a chip! There floats a straw; see how it turns and twirls about. Do think of something besides yourself or you may easily run against a stone. There swims a bit of a newspaper. What's written upon it is forgotten long ago, yet how it spreads itself out and gives itself airs! I sit patiently and quietly here! I know what I am, and I shall remain the same-always."

      One day there lay something beside her that glittered splendidly. She thought it must be a diamond, but it was really only a bit of broken glass from a bottle. As it shone so brightly the Darning-needle spoke to it, introducing herself as a breastpin.

      "You are a diamond, I suppose," she said.

      "Why, yes, something of the sort."

      So each believed the other to be some rare and costly trinket; and they began to converse together upon the world, saying how very conceited it was.

      "Yes," said the Darning-needle, "I have lived in a young lady's box; and the young lady happened to be a cook. She had five fingers upon each of her hands, and anything more conceited and arrogant than those five fingers, I never saw. And yet they were only there that they might take me out of the box or put me back again."

      "Were they of high descent?" asked the Bit of Bottle. "Did they shine?"

      "No, indeed," replied the Darning-needle; "but they were none the less haughty. There were five brothers of them-all of the Finger family. And they held themselves so proudly side by side, though they were of quite different heights. The outermost, Thumbling he was called, was short and thick set; he generally stood out of the rank, a little in front of the others; he had only one joint in his back, and could only bow once; but he used to say that if he were cut off from a man, that man would be cut off from military service. Foreman, the second, put himself forward on all occasions, meddled with sweet and sour, pointed to sun and moon, and when the fingers wrote, it was he who pressed the pen. Middleman, the third of the brothers, could look over the others' heads, and gave himself airs for that. Ringman, the fourth, went about with a gold belt about his waist; and little Playman, whom they called Peter Spielman, did nothing at all and was proud of that, I suppose. There was nothing to be heard but boasting, and that is why I took myself away."

      "And now we sit here together and shine," said the Bit of Bottle.

      At that very moment some water came rushing along the gutter, so that it overflowed and carried the glass diamond along with it.

      "So he is off," said the Darning-needle, "and I still remain. I am left here because I am too slender and genteel. But that's my pride, and pride is honorable." And proudly she sat, thinking many thoughts.

      "I could almost believe I had been born of a sunbeam, I'm so fine. It seems as if the sunbeams were always trying to seek me under the water. Alas, I'm so delicate that even my own mother cannot find me. If I had my old eye still, which broke off, I think I should cry-but no, I would not; it's not genteel to weep."

      One day a couple of street boys were paddling about in the gutter, hunting for old nails, pennies, and such like. It was dirty work, but they seemed to find great pleasure in it.

      "Hullo!" cried one of them, as he pricked himself with the Darning-needle; "here's a fellow for you!"

      "I'm not a fellow! I'm a young lady!" said the Darning-needle, but no one heard it.

      The sealing wax had worn off, and she had become quite black; "but black makes one look slender, and is always becoming." She thought herself finer even than before.

      "There goes an eggshell sailing along," said the boys; and they stuck the Darning-needle into the shell.

      "A lady in black, and within white walls!" said the Darning-needle; "that is very striking. Now every one can see me. I hope I shall not be seasick, for then I shall break."

      But the fear was needless; she was not seasick, neither did she break.

      "Nothing is so good to prevent seasickness as to have a steel stomach and to bear in mind that one is something a little more than an ordinary person. My seasickness is all over now. The more genteel and honorable one is, the more one can endure."

      Crash went the eggshell, as a wagon rolled over both of them. It was a wonder that she did not break.

      "Mercy, what a crushing weight!" said the Darning-needle. "I'm growing seasick, after all. I'm going to break!"

      But she was not sick, and she did not break, though the wagon wheels rolled over her. She lay at full length in the road, and there let her lie.

    


    
      
        The Little Match Girl

      

      IT was dreadfully cold; it was snowing fast, and was almost dark, as evening came on-the last evening of the year. In the cold and the darkness, there went along the street a poor little girl, bareheaded and with naked feet. When she left home she had slippers on, it is true; but they were much too large for her feet-slippers that her mother had used till then, and the poor little girl lost them in running across the street when two carriages were passing terribly fast. When she looked for them, one was not to be found, and a boy seized the other and ran away with it, saying he would use it for a cradle some day, when he had children of his own.

      So on the little girl went with her bare feet, that were red and blue with cold. In an old apron that she wore were bundles of matches, and she carried a bundle also in her hand. No one had bought so much as a bunch all the long day, and no one had given her even a penny.

      Poor little girl! Shivering with cold and hunger she crept along, a perfect picture of misery.

      The snowflakes fell on her long flaxen hair, which hung in pretty curls about her throat; but she thought not of her beauty nor of the cold. Lights gleamed in every window, and there came to her the savory smell of roast goose, for it was New Year's Eve. And it was this of which she thought.

      In a corner formed by two houses, one of which projected beyond the other, she sat cowering down. She had drawn under her her little feet, but still she grew colder and colder; yet she dared not go home, for she had sold no matches and could not bring a penny of money. Her father would certainly beat her; and, besides, it was cold enough at home, for they had only the house-roof above them, and though the largest holes had been stopped with straw and rags, there were left many through which the cold wind could whistle.

      And now her little hands were nearly frozen with cold. Alas! a single match might do her good if she might only draw it from the bundle, rub it against the wall, and warm her fingers by it. So at last she drew one out. Whisht! How it blazed and burned! It gave out a warm, bright flame like a little candle, as she held her hands over it. A wonderful little light it was. It really seemed to the little girl as if she sat before a great iron stove with polished brass feet and brass shovel and tongs. So blessedly it burned that the little maiden stretched out her feet to warm them also. How comfortable she was! But lo! the flame went out, the stove vanished, and nothing remained but the little burned match in her hand.

      She rubbed another match against the wall. It burned brightly, and where the light fell upon the wall it became transparent like a veil, so that she could see through it into the room. A snow-white cloth was spread upon the table, on which was a beautiful china dinner-service, while a roast goose, stuffed with apples and prunes, steamed famously and sent forth a most savory smell. And what was more delightful still, and wonderful, the goose jumped from the dish, with knife and fork still in its breast, and waddled along the floor straight to the little girl.

      But the match went out then, and nothing was left to her but the thick, damp wall.

      She lighted another match. And now she was under a most beautiful Christmas tree, larger and far more prettily trimmed than the one she had seen through the glass doors at the rich merchant's. Hundreds of wax tapers were burning on the green branches, and gay figures, such as she had seen in shop windows, looked down upon her. The child stretched out her hands to them; then the match went out.

      Still the lights of the Christmas tree rose higher and higher. She saw them now as stars in heaven, and one of them fell, forming a long trail of fire.

      "Now some one is dying," murmured the child softly; for her grandmother, the only person who had loved her, and who was now dead, had told her that whenever a star falls a soul mounts up to God.

      She struck yet another match against the wall, and again it was light; and in the brightness there appeared before her the dear old grandmother, bright and radiant, yet sweet and mild, and happy as she had never looked on earth.

      "Oh, grandmother," cried the child, "take me with you. I know you will go away when the match burns out. You, too, will vanish, like the warm stove, the splendid New Year's feast, the beautiful Christmas tree." And lest her grandmother should disappear, she rubbed the whole bundle of matches against the wall.

      And the matches burned with such a brilliant light that it became brighter than noonday. Her grandmother had never looked so grand and beautiful. She took the little girl in her arms, and both flew together, joyously and gloriously, mounting higher and higher, far above the earth; and for them there was neither hunger, nor cold, nor care-they were with God.

      But in the corner, at the dawn of day, sat the poor girl, leaning against the wall, with red cheeks and smiling mouth-frozen to death on the last evening of the old year. Stiff and cold she sat, with the matches, one bundle of which was burned.

      "She wanted to warm herself, poor little thing," people said. No one imagined what sweet visions she had had, or how gloriously she had gone with her grandmother to enter upon the joys of a new year.

    


    
      
        The Loving Pair

      

      A WHIPPING Top and a Ball lay close together in a drawer among other playthings. One day the Top said to the Ball, "Since we are living so much together, why should we not be lovers?"

      But the Ball, being made of morocco leather, thought herself a very high-bred lady, and would hear nothing of such a proposal. On the next day the little boy to whom the playthings belonged came to the drawer; he painted the Top red and yellow, and drove a bright brass nail right through the head of it; it looked very smart indeed as it spun around after that.

      "Look at me," said he to the Ball. "What do you say to me now; why should we not make a match of it, and become man and wife? We suit each other so well!-you can jump and I can dance. There would not be a happier pair in the whole world!"

      "Do you think so?" said the Ball. "Perhaps you do not know that my father and mother were morocco slippers, and that I have a Spanish cork in my body!"

      "Yes, but then I am made of mahogany," said the Top; "the Mayor himself turned me. He has a turning lathe of his own, and he took great pleasure in making me."

      "Can I trust you in this?" asked the Ball.

      "May I never be whipped again, if what I tell you is not true," returned the Top.

      "You plead your cause well," said the Ball; "but I am not free to listen to your proposal. I am as good as engaged to a swallow. As often as I fly up into the air, he puts his head out of his nest, and says, 'Will you?' In my heart I have said Yes to him, and that is almost the same as an engagement; but I'll promise never to forget you."

      "A deal of good that will do me," said the Top, and they left off speaking to each other.

      Next day the Ball was taken out. The Top saw it fly like a bird into the air-so high that it passed quite out of sight. It came back again; but each time that it touched the earth, it sprang higher than before. This must have been either from its longing to mount higher, like the swallow, or because it had the Spanish cork in its body. On the ninth time the little Ball did not return. The boy sought and sought, but all in vain, for it was gone.

      "I know very well where she is," sighed the Top. "She is in the swallow's nest, celebrating her wedding."

      The more the Top thought of this the more lovely the Ball became to him; that she could not be his bride seemed to make his love for her the greater. She had preferred another rather than himself, but he could not forget her. He twirled round and round, spinning and humming, but always thinking of the Ball, who grew more and more beautiful the more he thought of her. And thus several years passed,-it came to be an old love,-and now the Top was no longer young!

      One day he was gilded all over; never in his life had he been half so handsome. He was now a golden top, and bravely he spun, humming all the time. But once he sprang too high-and was gone!

      They looked everywhere for him,-even in the cellar,-but he was nowhere to be found. Where was he?

      He had jumped into the dustbin, and lay among cabbage stalks, sweepings, dust, and all sorts of rubbish that had fallen from the gutter in the roof.

      "Alas! my gay gilding will soon be spoiled here. What sort of trumpery can I have got among?" And then he peeped at a long cabbage stalk which lay much too near him, and at something strange and round, which appeared like an apple, but was not. It was an old Ball that must have lain for years in the gutter, and been soaked through and through with water.

      "Thank goodness! at last I see an equal; one of my own sort, with whom I can talk," said the Ball, looking earnestly at the gilded Top. "I am myself made of real morocco, sewed together by a young lady's hands, and within my body is a Spanish cork; though no one would think it now. I was very near marrying the swallow, when by a sad chance I fell into the gutter on the roof. I have lain there five years, and I am now wet through and through. You may think what a wearisome situation it has been for a young lady like me."

      The Top made no reply. The more he thought of his old love, and the more he heard, the more sure he became that this was indeed she.

      Then came the housemaid to empty the dustbin. "Hullo!" she cried; "why, here's the gilt Top." And so the Top was brought again to the playroom, to be used and honored as before, while nothing was again heard of the Ball.

      And the Top never spoke again of his old love-the feeling must have passed away. And it is not strange, when the object of it has lain five years in a gutter, and been drenched through and through, and when one meets her again in a dustbin.

    


    
      
        Oscar Wilde

      

    


    
      
        The Devoted Friend

      

      One morning the old Water-rat put his head out of his hole. He had bright beady eyes and stiff grey whiskers and his tail was like a long bit of black india-rubber. The little ducks were swimming about in the pond, looking just like a lot of yellow canaries, and their mother, who was pure white with real red legs, was trying to teach them how to stand on their heads in the water.

      “You will never be in the best society unless you can stand on your heads,” she kept saying to them; and every now and then she showed them how it was done. But the little ducks paid no attention to her. They were so young that they did not know what an advantage it is to be in society at all.
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      “What disobedient children!” cried the old Water-rat; “they really deserve to be drowned.”

      “Nothing of the kind,” answered the Duck, “every one must make a beginning, and parents cannot be too patient.”

      “Ah! I know nothing about the feelings of parents,” said the Water-rat; “I am not a family man. In fact, I have never been married, and I never intend to be. Love is all very well in its way, but friendship is much higher. Indeed, I know of nothing in the world that is either nobler or rarer than a devoted friendship.”

      “And what, pray, is your idea of the duties of a devoted friend?” asked a Green Linnet, who was sitting in a willow-tree hard by, and had overheard the conversation.

      “Yes, that is just what I want to know,” said the Duck; and she swam away to the end of the pond, and stood upon her head, in order to give her children a good example.

      “What a silly question!” cried the Water-rat. “I should expect my devoted friend to be devoted to me, of course.”

      “And what would you do in return?” said the little bird, swinging upon a silver spray, and flapping his tiny wings.

      “I don’t understand you,” answered the Water-rat.

      “Let me tell you a story on the subject,” said the Linnet.

      “Is the story about me?” asked the Water-rat. “If so, I will listen to it, for I am extremely fond of fiction.”

      “It is applicable to you,” answered the Linnet; and he flew down, and alighting upon the bank, he told the story of The Devoted Friend.

      “Once upon a time,” said the Linnet, “there was an honest little fellow named Hans.”

      “Was he very distinguished?” asked the Water-rat.

      “No,” answered the Linnet, “I don’t think he was distinguished at all, except for his kind heart, and his funny round good-humoured face. He lived in a tiny cottage all by himself, and every day he worked in his garden. In all the country-side there was no garden so lovely as his. Sweet-william grew there, and Gilly-flowers, and Shepherds’-purses, and Fair-maids of France. There were damask Roses, and yellow Roses, lilac Crocuses, and gold, purple Violets and white. Columbine and Ladysmock, Marjoram and Wild Basil, the Cowslip and the Flower-de-luce, the Daffodil and the Clove-Pink bloomed or blossomed in their proper order as the months went by, one flower taking another flower’s place, so that there were always beautiful things to look at, and pleasant odours to smell.

      “Little Hans had a great many friends, but the most devoted friend of all was big Hugh the Miller. Indeed, so devoted was the rich Miller to little Hans, that he would never go by his garden without leaning over the wall and plucking a large nosegay, or a handful of sweet herbs, or filling his pockets with plums and cherries if it was the fruit season.

      “‘Real friends should have everything in common,’ the Miller used to say, and little Hans nodded and smiled, and felt very proud of having a friend with such noble ideas.

      “Sometimes, indeed, the neighbours thought it strange that the rich Miller never gave little Hans anything in return, though he had a hundred sacks of flour stored away in his mill, and six milch cows, and a large flock of woolly sheep; but Hans never troubled his head about these things, and nothing gave him greater pleasure than to listen to all the wonderful things the Miller used to say about the unselfishness of true friendship.

      “So little Hans worked away in his garden. During the spring, the summer, and the autumn he was very happy, but when the winter came, and he had no fruit or flowers to bring to the market, he suffered a good deal from cold and hunger, and often had to go to bed without any supper but a few dried pears or some hard nuts. In the winter, also, he was extremely lonely, as the Miller never came to see him then.

      “‘There is no good in my going to see little Hans as long as the snow lasts,’ the Miller used to say to his wife, ‘for when people are in trouble they should be left alone, and not be bothered by visitors. That at least is my idea about friendship, and I am sure I am right. So I shall wait till the spring comes, and then I shall pay him a visit, and he will be able to give me a large basket of primroses and that will make him so happy.’

      “‘You are certainly very thoughtful about others,’ answered the Wife, as she sat in her comfortable armchair by the big pinewood fire; ‘very thoughtful indeed. It is quite a treat to hear you talk about friendship. I am sure the clergyman himself could not say such beautiful things as you do, though he does live in a three-storied house, and wear a gold ring on his little finger.’

      “‘But could we not ask little Hans up here?’ said the Miller’s youngest son. ‘If poor Hans is in trouble I will give him half my porridge, and show him my white rabbits.’

      “‘What a silly boy you are!’ cried the Miller; ‘I really don’t know what is the use of sending you to school. You seem not to learn anything. Why, if little Hans came up here, and saw our warm fire, and our good supper, and our great cask of red wine, he might get envious, and envy is a most terrible thing, and would spoil anybody’s nature. I certainly will not allow Hans’ nature to be spoiled. I am his best friend, and I will always watch over him, and see that he is not led into any temptations. Besides, if Hans came here, he might ask me to let him have some flour on credit, and that I could not do. Flour is one thing, and friendship is another, and they should not be confused. Why, the words are spelt differently, and mean quite different things. Everybody can see that.’

      “‘How well you talk!’ said the Miller’s Wife, pouring herself out a large glass of warm ale; ‘really I feel quite drowsy. It is just like being in church.’

      “‘Lots of people act well,’ answered the Miller; ‘but very few people talk well, which shows that talking is much the more difficult thing of the two, and much the finer thing also’; and he looked sternly across the table at his little son, who felt so ashamed of himself that he hung his head down, and grew quite scarlet, and began to cry into his tea. However, he was so young that you must excuse him.”

      “Is that the end of the story?” asked the Water-rat.

      “Certainly not,” answered the Linnet, “that is the beginning.”

      “Then you are quite behind the age,” said the Water-rat. “Every good story-teller nowadays starts with the end, and then goes on to the beginning, and concludes with the middle. That is the new method. I heard all about it the other day from a critic who was walking round the pond with a young man. He spoke of the matter at great length, and I am sure he must have been right, for he had blue spectacles and a bald head, and whenever the young man made any remark, he always answered ‘Pooh!’ But pray go on with your story. I like the Miller immensely. I have all kinds of beautiful sentiments myself, so there is a great sympathy between us.”

      “Well,” said the Linnet, hopping now on one leg and now on the other, “as soon as the winter was over, and the primroses began to open their pale yellow stars, the Miller said to his wife that he would go down and see little Hans.

      “‘Why, what a good heart you have!’ cried his Wife; ‘you are always thinking of others. And mind you take the big basket with you for the flowers.’

      “So the Miller tied the sails of the windmill together with a strong iron chain, and went down the hill with the basket on his arm.

      “‘Good morning, little Hans,’ said the Miller.

      “‘Good morning,’ said Hans, leaning on his spade, and smiling from ear to ear.

      “‘And how have you been all the winter?’ said the Miller.

      “‘Well, really,’ cried Hans, ‘it is very good of you to ask, very good indeed. I am afraid I had rather a hard time of it, but now the spring has come, and I am quite happy, and all my flowers are doing well.’

      “‘We often talked of you during the winter, Hans,’ said the Miller, ‘and wondered how you were getting on.’

      “‘That was kind of you,’ said Hans; ‘I was half afraid you had forgotten me.’

      “‘Hans, I am surprised at you,’ said the Miller; ‘friendship never forgets. That is the wonderful thing about it, but I am afraid you don’t understand the poetry of life. How lovely your primroses are looking, by-the-bye!”

      “‘They are certainly very lovely,’ said Hans, ‘and it is a most lucky thing for me that I have so many. I am going to bring them into the market and sell them to the Burgomaster’s daughter, and buy back my wheelbarrow with the money.’

      “‘Buy back your wheelbarrow? You don’t mean to say you have sold it? What a very stupid thing to do!’

      “‘Well, the fact is,’ said Hans, ‘that I was obliged to. You see the winter was a very bad time for me, and I really had no money at all to buy bread with. So I first sold the silver buttons off my Sunday coat, and then I sold my silver chain, and then I sold my big pipe, and at last I sold my wheelbarrow. But I am going to buy them all back again now.’

      “‘Hans,’ said the Miller, ‘I will give you my wheelbarrow. It is not in very good repair; indeed, one side is gone, and there is something wrong with the wheel-spokes; but in spite of that I will give it to you. I know it is very generous of me, and a great many people would think me extremely foolish for parting with it, but I am not like the rest of the world. I think that generosity is the essence of friendship, and, besides, I have got a new wheelbarrow for myself. Yes, you may set your mind at ease, I will give you my wheelbarrow.’

      “‘Well, really, that is generous of you,’ said little Hans, and his funny round face glowed all over with pleasure. ‘I can easily put it in repair, as I have a plank of wood in the house.’

      “‘A plank of wood!’ said the Miller; ‘why, that is just what I want for the roof of my barn. There is a very large hole in it, and the corn will all get damp if I don’t stop it up. How lucky you mentioned it! It is quite remarkable how one good action always breeds another. I have given you my wheelbarrow, and now you are going to give me your plank. Of course, the wheelbarrow is worth far more than the plank, but true, friendship never notices things like that. Pray get it at once, and I will set to work at my barn this very day.’

      “‘Certainly,’ cried little Hans, and he ran into the shed and dragged the plank out.

      “‘It is not a very big plank,’ said the Miller, looking at it, ‘and I am afraid that after I have mended my barn-roof there won’t be any left for you to mend the wheelbarrow with; but, of course, that is not my fault. And now, as I have given you my wheelbarrow, I am sure you would like to give me some flowers in return. Here is the basket, and mind you fill it quite full.’

      “‘Quite full?’ said little Hans, rather sorrowfully, for it was really a very big basket, and he knew that if he filled it he would have no flowers left for the market and he was very anxious to get his silver buttons back.

      “‘Well, really,’ answered the Miller, ‘as I have given you my wheelbarrow, I don’t think that it is much to ask you for a few flowers. I may be wrong, but I should have thought that friendship, true friendship, was quite free from selfishness of any kind.’

      “‘My dear friend, my best friend,’ cried little Hans, ‘you are welcome to all the flowers in my garden. I would much sooner have your good opinion than my silver buttons, any day’; and he ran and plucked all his pretty primroses, and filled the Miller’s basket.

      “‘Good-bye, little Hans,’ said the Miller, as he went up the hill with the plank on his shoulder, and the big basket in his hand.

      “‘Good-bye,’ said little Hans, and he began to dig away quite merrily, he was so pleased about the wheelbarrow.

      “The next day he was nailing up some honeysuckle against the porch, when he heard the Miller’s voice calling to him from the road. So he jumped off the ladder, and ran down the garden, and looked over the wall.

      “There was the Miller with a large sack of flour on his back.

      “‘Dear little Hans,’ said the Miller, ‘would you mind carrying this sack of flour for me to market?’

      “‘Oh, I am so sorry,’ said Hans, ‘but I am really very busy to-day. I have got all my creepers to nail up, and all my flowers to water, and all my grass to roll.’

      “‘Well, really,’ said the Miller, ‘I think that, considering that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, it is rather unfriendly of you to refuse.’

      “‘Oh, don’t say that,’ cried little Hans, ‘I wouldn’t be unfriendly for the whole world’; and he ran in for his cap, and trudged off with the big sack on his shoulders.

      “It was a very hot day, and the road was terribly dusty, and before Hans had reached the sixth milestone he was so tired that he had to sit down and rest. However, he went on bravely, and as last he reached the market. After he had waited there some time, he sold the sack of flour for a very good price, and then he returned home at once, for he was afraid that if he stopped too late he might meet some robbers on the way.
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      “‘It has certainly been a hard day,’ said little Hans to himself as he was going to bed, ‘but I am glad I did not refuse the Miller, for he is my best friend, and, besides, he is going to give me his wheelbarrow.’

      “Early the next morning the Miller came down to get the money for his sack of flour, but little Hans was so tired that he was still in bed.

      “‘Upon my word,’ said the Miller, ‘you are very lazy. Really, considering that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, I think you might work harder. Idleness is a great sin, and I certainly don’t like any of my friends to be idle or sluggish. You must not mind my speaking quite plainly to you. Of course I should not dream of doing so if I were not your friend. But what is the good of friendship if one cannot say exactly what one means? Anybody can say charming things and try to please and to flatter, but a true friend always says unpleasant things, and does not mind giving pain. Indeed, if he is a really true friend he prefers it, for he knows that then he is doing good.’

      “‘I am very sorry,’ said little Hans, rubbing his eyes and pulling off his night-cap, ‘but I was so tired that I thought I would lie in bed for a little time, and listen to the birds singing. Do you know that I always work better after hearing the birds sing?’

      “‘Well, I am glad of that,’ said the Miller, clapping little Hans on the back, ‘for I want you to come up to the mill as soon as you are dressed, and mend my barn-roof for me.’

      “Poor little Hans was very anxious to go and work in his garden, for his flowers had not been watered for two days, but he did not like to refuse the Miller, as he was such a good friend to him.

      “‘Do you think it would be unfriendly of me if I said I was busy?’ he inquired in a shy and timid voice.

      “‘Well, really,’ answered the Miller, ‘I do not think it is much to ask of you, considering that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow; but of course if you refuse I will go and do it myself.’

      “‘Oh! on no account,’ cried little Hans and he jumped out of bed, and dressed himself, and went up to the barn.

      “He worked there all day long, till sunset, and at sunset the Miller came to see how he was getting on.

      “‘Have you mended the hole in the roof yet, little Hans?’ cried the Miller in a cheery voice.

      “‘It is quite mended,’ answered little Hans, coming down the ladder.

      “‘Ah!’ said the Miller, ‘there is no work so delightful as the work one does for others.’

      “‘It is certainly a great privilege to hear you talk,’ answered little Hans, sitting down, and wiping his forehead, ‘a very great privilege. But I am afraid I shall never have such beautiful ideas as you have.’

      “‘Oh! they will come to you,’ said the Miller, ‘but you must take more pains. At present you have only the practice of friendship; some day you will have the theory also.’

      “‘Do you really think I shall?’ asked little Hans.

      “‘I have no doubt of it,’ answered the Miller, ‘but now that you have mended the roof, you had better go home and rest, for I want you to drive my sheep to the mountain to-morrow.’

      “Poor little Hans was afraid to say anything to this, and early the next morning the Miller brought his sheep round to the cottage, and Hans started off with them to the mountain. It took him the whole day to get there and back; and when he returned he was so tired that he went off to sleep in his chair, and did not wake up till it was broad daylight.

      “‘What a delightful time I shall have in my garden,’ he said, and he went to work at once.

      “But somehow he was never able to look after his flowers at all, for his friend the Miller was always coming round and sending him off on long errands, or getting him to help at the mill. Little Hans was very much distressed at times, as he was afraid his flowers would think he had forgotten them, but he consoled himself by the reflection that the Miller was his best friend. ‘Besides,’ he used to say, ‘he is going to give me his wheelbarrow, and that is an act of pure generosity.’
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      “So little Hans worked away for the Miller, and the Miller said all kinds of beautiful things about friendship, which Hans took down in a note-book, and used to read over at night, for he was a very good scholar.

      “Now it happened that one evening little Hans was sitting by his fireside when a loud rap came at the door. It was a very wild night, and the wind was blowing and roaring round the house so terribly that at first he thought it was merely the storm. But a second rap came, and then a third, louder than any of the others.

      “‘It is some poor traveller,’ said little Hans to himself, and he ran to the door.

      “There stood the Miller with a lantern in one hand and a big stick in the other.

      “‘Dear little Hans,’ cried the Miller, ‘I am in great trouble. My little boy has fallen off a ladder and hurt himself, and I am going for the Doctor. But he lives so far away, and it is such a bad night, that it has just occurred to me that it would be much better if you went instead of me. You know I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, and so, it is only fair that you should do something for me in return.’

      “‘Certainly,’ cried little Hans, ‘I take it quite as a compliment your coming to me, and I will start off at once. But you must lend me your lantern, as the night is so dark that I am afraid I might fall into the ditch.’

      “‘I am very sorry,’ answered the Miller, ‘but it is my new lantern, and it would be a great loss to me if anything happened to it.’

      “‘Well, never mind, I will do without it,’ cried little Hans, and he took down his great fur coat, and his warm scarlet cap, and tied a muffler round his throat, and started off.

      “What a dreadful storm it was! The night was so black that little Hans could hardly see, and the wind was so strong that he could scarcely stand. However, he was very courageous, and after he had been walking about three hours, he arrived at the Doctor’s house, and knocked at the door.

      “‘Who is there?’ cried the Doctor, putting his head out of his bedroom window.

      “‘Little Hans, Doctor.’

      “’What do you want, little Hans?’

      “‘The Miller’s son has fallen from a ladder, and has hurt himself, and the Miller wants you to come at once.’

      “‘All right!’ said the Doctor; and he ordered his horse, and his big boots, and his lantern, and came downstairs, and rode off in the direction of the Miller’s house, little Hans trudging behind him.

      “But the storm grew worse and worse, and the rain fell in torrents, and little Hans could not see where he was going, or keep up with the horse. At last he lost his way, and wandered off on the moor, which was a very dangerous place, as it was full of deep holes, and there poor little Hans was drowned. His body was found the next day by some goatherds, floating in a great pool of water, and was brought back by them to the cottage.

      “Everybody went to little Hans’ funeral, as he was so popular, and the Miller was the chief mourner.

      “‘As I was his best friend,’ said the Miller, ‘it is only fair that I should have the best place’; so he walked at the head of the procession in a long black cloak, and every now and then he wiped his eyes with a big pocket-handkerchief.

      “‘Little Hans is certainly a great loss to every one,’ said the Blacksmith, when the funeral was over, and they were all seated comfortably in the inn, drinking spiced wine and eating sweet cakes.

      “‘A great loss to me at any rate,’ answered the Miller; ‘why, I had as good as given him my wheelbarrow, and now I really don’t know what to do with it. It is very much in my way at home, and it is in such bad repair that I could not get anything for it if I sold it. I will certainly take care not to give away anything again. One always suffers for being generous.’”

      “Well?” said the Water-rat, after a long pause.

      “Well, that is the end,” said the Linnet.

      “But what became of the Miller?” asked the Water-rat.

      “Oh! I really don’t know,” replied the Linnet; “and I am sure that I don’t care.”

      “It is quite evident then that you have no sympathy in your nature,” said the Water-rat.

      “I am afraid you don’t quite see the moral of the story,” remarked the Linnet.

      “The what?” screamed the Water-rat.

      “The moral.”

      “Do you mean to say that the story has a moral?”

      “Certainly,” said the Linnet.

      “Well, really,” said the Water-rat, in a very angry manner, “I think you should have told me that before you began. If you had done so, I certainly would not have listened to you; in fact, I should have said ‘Pooh,’ like the critic. However, I can say it now”; so he shouted out “Pooh” at the top of his voice, gave a whisk with his tail, and went back into his hole.

      “And how do you like the Water-rat?” asked the Duck, who came paddling up some minutes afterwards. “He has a great many good points, but for my own part I have a mother’s feelings, and I can never look at a confirmed bachelor without the tears coming into my eyes.”

      “I am rather afraid that I have annoyed him,” answered the Linnet. “The fact is, that I told him a story with a moral.”

      “Ah! that is always a very dangerous thing to do,” said the Duck.

      And I quite agree with her.

    


    
      
        The Remarkable Rocket

      

      The King’s son was going to be married, so there were general rejoicings. He had waited a whole year for his bride, and at last she had arrived. She was a Russian Princess, and had driven all the way from Finland in a sledge drawn by six reindeer. The sledge was shaped like a great golden swan, and between the swan’s wings lay the little Princess herself. Her long ermine-cloak reached right down to her feet, on her head was a tiny cap of silver tissue, and she was as pale as the Snow Palace in which she had always lived. So pale was she that as she drove through the streets all the people wondered. “She is like a white rose!” they cried, and they threw down flowers on her from the balconies.

      At the gate of the Castle the Prince was waiting to receive her. He had dreamy violet eyes, and his hair was like fine gold. When he saw her he sank upon one knee, and kissed her hand.

      “Your picture was beautiful,” he murmured, “but you are more beautiful than your picture”; and the little Princess blushed.

      “She was like a white rose before,” said a young Page to his neighbour, “but she is like a red rose now”; and the whole Court was delighted.

      For the next three days everybody went about saying, “White rose, Red rose, Red rose, White rose”; and the King gave orders that the Page’s salary was to be doubled. As he received no salary at all this was not of much use to him, but it was considered a great honour, and was duly published in the Court Gazette.
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      When the three days were over the marriage was celebrated. It was a magnificent ceremony, and the bride and bridegroom walked hand in hand under a canopy of purple velvet embroidered with little pearls. Then there was a State Banquet, which lasted for five hours. The Prince and Princess sat at the top of the Great Hall and drank out of a cup of clear crystal. Only true lovers could drink out of this cup, for if false lips touched it, it grew grey and dull and cloudy.

      “It’s quite clear that they love each other,” said the little Page, “as clear as crystal!” and the King doubled his salary a second time. “What an honour!” cried all the courtiers.

      After the banquet there was to be a Ball. The bride and bridegroom were to dance the Rose-dance together, and the King had promised to play the flute. He played very badly, but no one had ever dared to tell him so, because he was the King. Indeed, he knew only two airs, and was never quite certain which one he was playing; but it made no matter, for, whatever he did, everybody cried out, “Charming! charming!”

      The last item on the programme was a grand display of fireworks, to be let off exactly at midnight. The little Princess had never seen a firework in her life, so the King had given orders that the Royal Pyrotechnist should be in attendance on the day of her marriage.

      “What are fireworks like?” she had asked the Prince, one morning, as she was walking on the terrace.

      “They are like the Aurora Borealis,” said the King, who always answered questions that were addressed to other people, “only much more natural. I prefer them to stars myself, as you always know when they are going to appear, and they are as delightful as my own flute-playing. You must certainly see them.”

      So at the end of the King’s garden a great stand had been set up, and as soon as the Royal Pyrotechnist had put everything in its proper place, the fireworks began to talk to each other.

      “The world is certainly very beautiful,” cried a little Squib. “Just look at those yellow tulips. Why! if they were real crackers they could not be lovelier. I am very glad I have travelled. Travel improves the mind wonderfully, and does away with all one’s prejudices.”

      “The King’s garden is not the world, you foolish squib,” said a big Roman Candle; “the world is an enormous place, and it would take you three days to see it thoroughly.”

      “Any place you love is the world to you,” exclaimed a pensive Catherine Wheel, who had been attached to an old deal box in early life, and prided herself on her broken heart; “but love is not fashionable any more, the poets have killed it. They wrote so much about it that nobody believed them, and I am not surprised. True love suffers, and is silent. I remember myself once-But it is no matter now. Romance is a thing of the past.”

      “Nonsense!” said the Roman Candle, “Romance never dies. It is like the moon, and lives for ever. The bride and bridegroom, for instance, love each other very dearly. I heard all about them this morning from a brown-paper cartridge, who happened to be staying in the same drawer as myself, and knew the latest Court news.”

      But the Catherine Wheel shook her head. “Romance is dead, Romance is dead, Romance is dead,” she murmured. She was one of those people who think that, if you say the same thing over and over a great many times, it becomes true in the end.

      Suddenly, a sharp, dry cough was heard, and they all looked round.

      It came from a tall, supercilious-looking Rocket, who was tied to the end of a long stick. He always coughed before he made any observation, so as to attract attention.

      “Ahem! ahem!” he said, and everybody listened except the poor Catherine Wheel, who was still shaking her head, and murmuring, “Romance is dead.”

      “Order! order!” cried out a Cracker. He was something of a politician, and had always taken a prominent part in the local elections, so he knew the proper Parliamentary expressions to use.

      “Quite dead,” whispered the Catherine Wheel, and she went off to sleep.

      As soon as there was perfect silence, the Rocket coughed a third time and began. He spoke with a very slow, distinct voice, as if he was dictating his memoirs, and always looked over the shoulder of the person to whom he was talking. In fact, he had a most distinguished manner.

      “How fortunate it is for the King’s son,” he remarked, “that he is to be married on the very day on which I am to be let off. Really, if it had been arranged beforehand, it could not have turned out better for him; but, Princes are always lucky.”

      “Dear me!” said the little Squib, “I thought it was quite the other way, and that we were to be let off in the Prince’s honour.”

      “It may be so with you,” he answered; “indeed, I have no doubt that it is, but with me it is different. I am a very remarkable Rocket, and come of remarkable parents. My mother was the most celebrated Catherine Wheel of her day, and was renowned for her graceful dancing. When she made her great public appearance she spun round nineteen times before she went out, and each time that she did so she threw into the air seven pink stars. She was three feet and a half in diameter, and made of the very best gunpowder. My father was a Rocket like myself, and of French extraction. He flew so high that the people were afraid that he would never come down again. He did, though, for he was of a kindly disposition, and he made a most brilliant descent in a shower of golden rain. The newspapers wrote about his performance in very flattering terms. Indeed, the Court Gazette called him a triumph of Pylotechnic art.”

      “Pyrotechnic, Pyrotechnic, you mean,” said a Bengal Light; “I know it is Pyrotechnic, for I saw it written on my own canister.”

      “Well, I said Pylotechnic,” answered the Rocket, in a severe tone of voice, and the Bengal Light felt so crushed that he began at once to bully the little squibs, in order to show that he was still a person of some importance.

      “I was saying,” continued the Rocket, “I was saying-What was I saying?”

      “You were talking about yourself,” replied the Roman Candle.

      “Of course; I knew I was discussing some interesting subject when I was so rudely interrupted. I hate rudeness and bad manners of every kind, for I am extremely sensitive. No one in the whole world is so sensitive as I am, I am quite sure of that.”

      “What is a sensitive person?” said the Cracker to the Roman Candle.

      “A person who, because he has corns himself, always treads on other people’s toes,” answered the Roman Candle in a low whisper; and the Cracker nearly exploded with laughter.

      “Pray, what are you laughing at?” inquired the Rocket; “I am not laughing.”

      “I am laughing because I am happy,” replied the Cracker.

      “That is a very selfish reason,” said the Rocket angrily. “What right have you to be happy? You should be thinking about others. In fact, you should be thinking about me. I am always thinking about myself, and I expect everybody else to do the same. That is what is called sympathy. It is a beautiful virtue, and I possess it in a high degree. Suppose, for instance, anything happened to me to-night, what a misfortune that would be for every one! The Prince and Princess would never be happy again, their whole married life would be spoiled; and as for the King, I know he would not get over it. Really, when I begin to reflect on the importance of my position, I am almost moved to tears.”

      “If you want to give pleasure to others,” cried the Roman Candle, “you had better keep yourself dry.”

      “Certainly,” exclaimed the Bengal Light, who was now in better spirits; “that is only common sense.”

      “Common sense, indeed!” said the Rocket indignantly; “you forget that I am very uncommon, and very remarkable. Why, anybody can have common sense, provided that they have no imagination. But I have imagination, for I never think of things as they really are; I always think of them as being quite different. As for keeping myself dry, there is evidently no one here who can at all appreciate an emotional nature. Fortunately for myself, I don’t care. The only thing that sustains one through life is the consciousness of the immense inferiority of everybody else, and this is a feeling that I have always cultivated. But none of you have any hearts. Here you are laughing and making merry just as if the Prince and Princess had not just been married.”

      “Well, really,” exclaimed a small Fire-balloon, “why not? It is a most joyful occasion, and when I soar up into the air I intend to tell the stars all about it. You will see them twinkle when I talk to them about the pretty bride.”

      “Ah! what a trivial view of life!” said the Rocket; “but it is only what I expected. There is nothing in you; you are hollow and empty. Why, perhaps the Prince and Princess may go to live in a country where there is a deep river, and perhaps they may have one only son, a little fair-haired boy with violet eyes like the Prince himself; and perhaps some day he may go out to walk with his nurse; and perhaps the nurse may go to sleep under a great elder-tree; and perhaps the little boy may fall into the deep river and be drowned. What a terrible misfortune! Poor people, to lose their only son! It is really too dreadful! I shall never get over it.”

      “But they have not lost their only son,” said the Roman Candle; “no misfortune has happened to them at all.”

      “I never said that they had,” replied the Rocket; “I said that they might. If they had lost their only son there would be no use in saying anything more about the matter. I hate people who cry over spilt milk. But when I think that they might lose their only son, I certainly am very much affected.”

      “You certainly are!” cried the Bengal Light. “In fact, you are the most affected person I ever met.”

      “You are the rudest person I ever met,” said the Rocket, “and you cannot understand my friendship for the Prince.”

      “Why, you don’t even know him,” growled the Roman Candle.

      “I never said I knew him,” answered the Rocket. “I dare say that if I knew him I should not be his friend at all. It is a very dangerous thing to know one’s friends.”

      “You had really better keep yourself dry,” said the Fire-balloon. “That is the important thing.”

      “Very important for you, I have no doubt,” answered the Rocket, “but I shall weep if I choose”; and he actually burst into real tears, which flowed down his stick like rain-drops, and nearly drowned two little beetles, who were just thinking of setting up house together, and were looking for a nice dry spot to live in.

      “He must have a truly romantic nature,” said the Catherine Wheel, “for he weeps when there is nothing at all to weep about”; and she heaved a deep sigh, and thought about the deal box.

      But the Roman Candle and the Bengal Light were quite indignant, and kept saying, “Humbug! humbug!” at the top of their voices. They were extremely practical, and whenever they objected to anything they called it humbug.

      Then the moon rose like a wonderful silver shield; and the stars began to shine, and a sound of music came from the palace.

      The Prince and Princess were leading the dance. They danced so beautifully that the tall white lilies peeped in at the window and watched them, and the great red poppies nodded their heads and beat time.

      Then ten o’clock struck, and then eleven, and then twelve, and at the last stroke of midnight every one came out on the terrace, and the King sent for the Royal Pyrotechnist.

      “Let the fireworks begin,” said the King; and the Royal Pyrotechnist made a low bow, and marched down to the end of the garden. He had six attendants with him, each of whom carried a lighted torch at the end of a long pole.

      It was certainly a magnificent display.

      Whizz! Whizz! went the Catherine Wheel, as she spun round and round. Boom! Boom! went the Roman Candle. Then the Squibs danced all over the place, and the Bengal Lights made everything look scarlet. “Good-bye,” cried the Fire-balloon, as he soared away, dropping tiny blue sparks. Bang! Bang! answered the Crackers, who were enjoying themselves immensely. Every one was a great success except the Remarkable Rocket. He was so damp with crying that he could not go off at all. The best thing in him was the gunpowder, and that was so wet with tears that it was of no use. All his poor relations, to whom he would never speak, except with a sneer, shot up into the sky like wonderful golden flowers with blossoms of fire. Huzza! Huzza! cried the Court; and the little Princess laughed with pleasure.

      “I suppose they are reserving me for some grand occasion,” said the Rocket; “no doubt that is what it means,” and he looked more supercilious than ever.

      The next day the workmen came to put everything tidy. “This is evidently a deputation,” said the Rocket; “I will receive them with becoming dignity” so he put his nose in the air, and began to frown severely as if he were thinking about some very important subject. But they took no notice of him at all till they were just going away. Then one of them caught sight of him. “Hallo!” he cried, “what a bad rocket!” and he threw him over the wall into the ditch.

      “Bad Rocket? Bad Rocket?” he said, as he whirled through the air; “impossible! Grand Rocket, that is what the man said. Bad and Grand sound very much the same, indeed they often are the same”; and he fell into the mud.

      “It is not comfortable here,” he remarked, “but no doubt it is some fashionable watering-place, and they have sent me away to recruit my health. My nerves are certainly very much shattered, and I require rest.”

      Then a little Frog, with bright jewelled eyes, and a green mottled coat, swam up to him.

      “A new arrival, I see!” said the Frog. “Well, after all there is nothing like mud. Give me rainy weather and a ditch, and I am quite happy. Do you think it will be a wet afternoon? I am sure I hope so, but the sky is quite blue and cloudless. What a pity!”

      “Ahem! ahem!” said the Rocket, and he began to cough.

      “What a delightful voice you have!” cried the Frog. “Really it is quite like a croak, and croaking is of course the most musical sound in the world. You will hear our glee-club this evening. We sit in the old duck pond close by the farmer’s house, and as soon as the moon rises we begin. It is so entrancing that everybody lies awake to listen to us. In fact, it was only yesterday that I heard the farmer’s wife say to her mother that she could not get a wink of sleep at night on account of us. It is most gratifying to find oneself so popular.”

      “Ahem! ahem!” said the Rocket angrily. He was very much annoyed that he could not get a word in.

      “A delightful voice, certainly,” continued the Frog; “I hope you will come over to the duck-pond. I am off to look for my daughters. I have six beautiful daughters, and I am so afraid the Pike may meet them. He is a perfect monster, and would have no hesitation in breakfasting off them. Well, good-bye: I have enjoyed our conversation very much, I assure you.”

      “Conversation, indeed!” said the Rocket. “You have talked the whole time yourself. That is not conversation.”

      “Somebody must listen,” answered the Frog, “and I like to do all the talking myself. It saves time, and prevents arguments.”

      “But I like arguments,” said the Rocket.

      “I hope not,” said the Frog complacently. “Arguments are extremely vulgar, for everybody in good society holds exactly the same opinions. Good-bye a second time; I see my daughters in the distance and the little Frog swam away.

      “You are a very irritating person,” said the Rocket, “and very ill-bred. I hate people who talk about themselves, as you do, when one wants to talk about oneself, as I do. It is what I call selfishness, and selfishness is a most detestable thing, especially to any one of my temperament, for I am well known for my sympathetic nature. In fact, you should take example by me; you could not possibly have a better model. Now that you have the chance you had better avail yourself of it, for I am going back to Court almost immediately. I am a great favourite at Court; in fact, the Prince and Princess were married yesterday in my honour. Of course you know nothing of these matters, for you are a provincial.”

      “There is no good talking to him,” said a Dragon-fly, who was sitting on the top of a large brown bulrush; “no good at all, for he has gone away.”

      “Well, that is his loss, not mine,” answered the Rocket. “I am not going to stop talking to him merely because he pays no attention. I like hearing myself talk. It is one of my greatest pleasures. I often have long conversations all by myself, and I am so clever that sometimes I don’t understand a single word of what I am saying.”

      “Then you should certainly lecture on Philosophy,” said the Dragon-fly; and he spread a pair of lovely gauze wings and soared away into the sky.

      “How very silly of him not to stay here!” said the Rocket. “I am sure that he has not often got such a chance of improving his mind. However, I don’t care a bit. Genius like mine is sure to be appreciated some day”; and he sank down a little deeper into the mud.

      After some time a large White Duck swam up to him. She had yellow legs, and webbed feet, and was considered a great beauty on account of her waddle.

      “Quack, quack, quack,” she said. “What a curious shape you are! May I ask were you born like that, or is it the result of an accident?”

      “It is quite evident that you have always lived in the country,” answered the Rocket, “otherwise you would know who I am. However, I excuse your ignorance. It would be unfair to expect other people to be as remarkable as oneself. You will no doubt be surprised to hear that I can fly up into the sky, and come down in a shower of golden rain.”

      “I don’t think much of that,” said the Duck, “as I cannot see what use it is to any one. Now, if you could plough the fields like the ox, or draw a cart like the horse, or look after the sheep like the collie-dog, that would be something.”

      “My good creature,” cried the Rocket in a very haughty tone of voice, “I see that you belong to the lower orders. A person of my position is never useful. We have certain accomplishments, and that is more than sufficient. I have no sympathy myself with industry of any kind, least of all with such industries as you seem to recommend. Indeed, I have always been of opinion that hard work is simply the refuge of people who have nothing whatever to do.”

      “Well, well,” said the Duck, who was of a very peaceable disposition, and never quarrelled with any one, “everybody has different tastes. I hope, at any rate, that you are going to take up your residence here.”

      “Oh! dear no,” cried the Rocket. “I am merely a visitor, a distinguished visitor. The fact is that I find this place rather tedious. There is neither society here, nor solitude. In fact, it is essentially suburban. I shall probably go back to Court, for I know that I am destined to make a sensation in the world.”
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      “I had thoughts of entering public life once myself,” remarked the Duck; “there are so many things that need reforming. Indeed, I took the chair at a meeting some time ago, and we passed resolutions condemning everything that we did not like. However, they did not seem to have much effect. Now I go in for domesticity, and look after my family.”

      “I am made for public life,” said the Rocket, “and so are all my relations, even the humblest of them. Whenever we appear we excite great attention. I have not actually appeared myself, but when I do so it will be a magnificent sight. As for domesticity, it ages one rapidly, and distracts one’s mind from higher things.”

      “Ah! the higher things of life, how fine they are!” said the Duck; “and that reminds me how hungry I feel”: and she swam away down the stream, saying, “Quack, quack, quack.”

      “Come back! come back!” screamed the Rocket, “I have a great deal to say to you”; but the Duck paid no attention to him. “I am glad that she has gone,” he said to himself, “she has a decidedly middle-class mind”; and he sank a little deeper still into the mud, and began to think about the loneliness of genius, when suddenly two little boys in white smocks came running down the bank, with a kettle and some faggots.

      “This must be the deputation,” said the Rocket, and he tried to look very dignified.

      “Hallo!” cried one of the boys, “look at this old stick! I wonder how it came here”; and he picked the rocket out of the ditch.

      “Old Stick!” said the Rocket, “impossible! Gold Stick, that is what he said. Gold Stick is very complimentary. In fact, he mistakes me for one of the Court dignitaries!”

      “Let us put it into the fire!” said the other boy, “it will help to boil the kettle.”

      So they piled the faggots together, and put the Rocket on top, and lit the fire.

      “This is magnificent,” cried the Rocket, “they are going to let me off in broad day-light, so that every one can see me.”

      “We will go to sleep now,” they said, “and when we wake up the kettle will be boiled”; and they lay down on the grass, and shut their eyes.

      The Rocket was very damp, so he took a long time to burn. At last, however, the fire caught him.

      “Now I am going off!” he cried, and he made himself very stiff and straight. “I know I shall go much higher than the stars, much higher than the moon, much higher than the sun. In fact, I shall go so high that-”

      Fizz! Fizz! Fizz! and he went straight up into the air.

      “Delightful!” he cried, “I shall go on like this for ever. What a success I am!”

      But nobody saw him.

      Then he began to feel a curious tingling sensation all over him.

      “Now I am going to explode,” he cried. “I shall set the whole world on fire, and make such a noise that nobody will talk about anything else for a whole year.” And he certainly did explode. Bang! Bang! Bang! went the gunpowder. There was no doubt about it.

      But nobody heard him, not even the two little boys, for they were sound asleep.

      Then all that was left of him was the stick, and this fell down on the back of a Goose who was taking a walk by the side of the ditch.

      “Good heavens!” cried the Goose. “It is going to rain sticks”; and she rushed into the water.

      “I knew I should create a great sensation,” gasped the Rocket, and he went out.

    


    
      
        The Nightingale And The Rose

      

      “She said that she would dance with me if I brought her red roses,” cried the young Student; “but in all my garden there is no red rose.”

      From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she looked out through the leaves, and wondered.

      “No red rose in all my garden!” he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with tears. “Ah, on what little things does happiness depend! I have read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made wretched.”

      “Here at last is a true lover,” said the Nightingale. “Night after night have I sung of him, though I knew him not: night after night have I told his story to the stars, and now I see him. His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire; but passion has made his face like pale ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.”

      “The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night,” murmured the young Student, “and my love will be of the company. If I bring her a red rose she will dance with me till dawn. If I bring her a red rose, I shall hold her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder, and her hand will be clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so I shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will have no heed of me, and my heart will break.”

      “Here indeed is the true lover,” said the Nightingale. “What I sing of, he suffers-what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is a wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than fine opals. Pearls and pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the marketplace. It may not be purchased of the merchants, nor can it be weighed out in the balance for gold.”

      “The musicians will sit in their gallery,” said the young Student, “and play upon their stringed instruments, and my love will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor, and the courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round her. But with me she will not dance, for I have no red rose to give her”; and he flung himself down on the grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.
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      “Why is he weeping?” asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air.

      “Why, indeed?” said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a sunbeam.

      “Why, indeed?” whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft, low voice.

      “He is weeping for a red rose,” said the Nightingale.

      “For a red rose?” they cried; “how very ridiculous!” and the little Lizard, who was something of a cynic, laughed outright.

      But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student’s sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about the mystery of Love.

      Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed across the garden.

      In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree, and when she saw it she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray.

      “Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing you my sweetest song.”

      But the Tree shook its head.

      “My roses are white,” it answered; “as white as the foam of the sea, and whiter than the snow upon the mountain. But go to my brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you what you want.”

      So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round the old sun-dial.

      “Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing you my sweetest song.”

      But the Tree shook its head.

      “My roses are yellow,” it answered; “as yellow as the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an amber throne, and yellower than the daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe. But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student’s window, and perhaps he will give you what you want.”

      So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing beneath the Student’s window.

      “Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing you my sweetest song.”

      But the Tree shook its head.

      “My roses are red,” it answered, “as red as the feet of the dove, and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped my buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and I shall have no roses at all this year.”

      “One red rose is all I want,” cried the Nightingale, “only one red rose! Is there no way by which I can get it?”

      “There is a way,” answered the Tree; “but it is so terrible that I dare not tell it to you.”

      “Tell it to me,” said the Nightingale, “I am not afraid.”

      “If you want a red rose,” said the Tree, “you must build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with your own heart’s-blood. You must sing to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you must sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-blood must flow into my veins, and become mine.”

      “Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,” cried the Nightingale, “and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?”

      So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed through the grove.

      The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left him, and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.

      “Be happy,” cried the Nightingale, “be happy; you shall have your red rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with my own heart’s-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.”

      The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the things that are written down in books.

      But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little Nightingale who had built her nest in his branches.

      “Sing me one last song,” he whispered; “I shall feel very lonely when you are gone.”

      So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water bubbling from a silver jar.

      When she had finished her song the Student got up, and pulled a note-book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.

      “She has form,” he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove-“that cannot be denied to her; but has she got feeling? I am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style, without any sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely of music, and everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any practical good.” And he went into his room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love; and, after a time, he fell asleep.

      And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long she sang with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

      She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the top-most spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was it, at first, as the mist that hangs over the river-pale as the feet of the morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

      But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before the rose is finished.”

      So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

      And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose’s heart remained white, for only a Nightingale’s heart’s-blood can crimson the heart of a rose.
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      And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before the rose is finished.”

      So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

      And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby was the heart.

      But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.

      Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold morning air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds of the river, and they carried its message to the sea.

      “Look, look!” cried the Tree, “the rose is finished now”; but the Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

      And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.

      “Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!” he cried; “here is a red rose! I have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful that I am sure it has a long Latin name”; and he leaned down and plucked it.

      Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor’s house with the rose in his hand.

      The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet.

      “You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose,” cried the Student. “Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell you how I love you.”

      But the girl frowned.
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      “I am afraid it will not go with my dress,” she answered; “and, besides, the Chamberlain’s nephew has sent me some real jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.”

      “Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the Student angrily; and he threw the rose into the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

      “Ungrateful!” said the girl. “I tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I don’t believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain’s nephew has”; and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

      “What a silly thing Love is,” said the Student as he walked away. “It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.”

      So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and began to read.

    


    
      
        The Selfish Giant

      

      Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go and play in the Giant’s garden.

      It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there were twelve peach-trees that in the spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children used to stop their games in order to listen to them. “How happy we are here!” they cried to each other.
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      One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the Cornish ogre, and had stayed with him for seven years. After the seven years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his conversation was limited, and he determined to return to his own castle. When he arrived he saw the children playing in the garden.

      “What are you doing here?” he cried in a very gruff voice, and the children ran away.

      “My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant; “any one can understand that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but myself.” So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice-board.

       

      TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSECUTED

       

      He was a very selfish Giant.

      The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones, and they did not like it. They used to wander round the high wall when their lessons were over, and talk about the beautiful garden inside. “How happy we were there,” they said to each other.

      Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were little blossoms and little birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish Giant it was still winter. The birds did not care to sing in it as there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful flower put its head out from the grass, but when it saw the notice-board it was so sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground again, and went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the Snow and the Frost. “Spring has forgotten this garden,” they cried, “so we will live here all the year round.” The Snow covered up the grass with her great white cloak, and the Frost painted all the trees silver. Then they invited the North Wind to stay with them, and he came. He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the garden, and blew the chimney-pots down. “This is a delightful spot,” he said, “we must ask the Hail on a visit.” So the Hail came. Every day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the castle till he broke most of the slates, and then he ran round and round the garden as fast as he could go. He was dressed in grey, and his breath was like ice.
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      “I cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming,” said the Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at his cold white garden; “I hope there will be a change in the weather.”

      But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden fruit to every garden, but to the Giant’s garden she gave none. “He is too selfish,” she said. So it was always Winter there, and the North Wind, and the Hail, and the Frost, and the Snow danced about through the trees.

      One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he heard some lovely music. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought it must be the King’s musicians passing by. It was really only a little linnet singing outside his window, but it was so long since he had heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed to him to be the most beautiful music in the world. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his head, and the North Wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume came to him through the open casement. “I believe the Spring has come at last,” said the Giant; and he jumped out of bed and looked out.

      What did he see?

      He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall the children had crept in, and they were sitting in the branches of the trees. In every tree that he could see there was a little child. And the trees were so glad to have the children back again that they had covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving their arms gently above the children’s heads. The birds were flying about and twittering with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the green grass and laughing. It was a lovely scene, only in one corner it was still winter. It was the farthest corner of the garden, and in it was standing a little boy. He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches of the tree, and he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly. The poor tree was still quite covered with frost and snow, and the North Wind was blowing and roaring above it. “Climb up! little boy,” said the Tree, and it bent its branches down as low as it could; but the boy was too tiny.

      And the Giant’s heart melted as he looked out. “How selfish I have been!” he said; “now I know why the Spring would not come here. I will put that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then I will knock down the wall, and my garden shall be the children’s playground for ever and ever.” He was really very sorry for what he had done.
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      So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, and went out into the garden. But when the children saw him they were so frightened that they all ran away, and the garden became winter again. Only the little boy did not run, for his eyes were so full of tears that he did not see the Giant coming. And the Giant stole up behind him and took him gently in his hand, and put him up into the tree. And the tree broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, and the little boy stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant’s neck, and kissed him. And the other children, when they saw that the Giant was not wicked any longer, came running back, and with them came the Spring. “It is your garden now, little children,” said the Giant, and he took a great axe and knocked down the wall. And when the people were going to market at twelve o’clock they found the Giant playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever seen.

      All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the Giant to bid him good-bye.

      “But where is your little companion?” he said: “the boy I put into the tree.” The Giant loved him the best because he had kissed him.

      “We don’t know,” answered the children; “he has gone away.”

      “You must tell him to be sure and come here to-morrow,” said the Giant. But the children said that they did not know where he lived, and had never seen him before; and the Giant felt very sad.

      Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and played with the Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant loved was never seen again. The Giant was very kind to all the children, yet he longed for his first little friend, and often spoke of him. “How I would like to see him!” he used to say.

      Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He could not play about any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the children at their games, and admired his garden. “I have many beautiful flowers,” he said; “but the children are the most beautiful flowers of all.”

      One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was dressing. He did not hate the Winter now, for he knew that it was merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting.
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      Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and looked. It certainly was a marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were all golden, and silver fruit hung down from them, and underneath it stood the little boy he had loved.

      Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He hastened across the grass, and came near to the child. And when he came quite close his face grew red with anger, and he said, “Who hath dared to wound thee?” For on the palms of the child’s hands were the prints of two nails, and the prints of two nails were on the little feet.

      “Who hath dared to wound thee?” cried the Giant; “tell me, that I may take my big sword and slay him.”

      “Nay!” answered the child; “but these are the wounds of Love.”

      “Who art thou?” said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, and he knelt before the little child.

      And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, “You let me play once in your garden, to-day you shall come with me to my garden, which is Paradise.”

      And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant lying dead under the tree, all covered with white blossoms.

    


    
      
        The Happy Prince

      

      Woman opening window and seeing bird.

      High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt.

      He was very much admired indeed. “He is as beautiful as a weathercock,” remarked one of the Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; “only not quite so useful,” he added, fearing lest people should think him unpractical, which he really was not.

      “Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sensible mother of her little boy who was crying for the moon. “The Happy Prince never dreams of crying for anything.”

      “I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy,” muttered a disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue.

      “He looks just like an angel,” said the Charity Children as they came out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white pinafores.

      “How do you know?” said the Mathematical Master, “you have never seen one.”

      “Ah! but we have, in our dreams,” answered the children; and the Mathematical Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not approve of children dreaming.
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      One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had gone away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in love with the most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the spring as he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her.

      “Shall I love you?” said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her, touching the water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it lasted all through the summer.

      “It is a ridiculous attachment,” twittered the other Swallows; “she has no money, and far too many relations”; and indeed the river was quite full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came they all flew away.

      After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love. “She has no conversation,” he said, “and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind.” And certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtseys. “I admit that she is domestic,” he continued, “but I love travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love travelling also.”

      “Will you come away with me?” he said finally to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so attached to her home.

      “You have been trifling with me,” he cried. “I am off to the Pyramids. Good-bye!” and he flew away.

      All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city. “Where shall I put up?” he said; “I hope the town has made preparations.”

      Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

      “I will put up there,” he cried; “it is a fine position, with plenty of fresh air.” So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince.

      “I have a golden bedroom,” he said softly to himself as he looked round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head under his wing a large drop of water fell on him. “What a curious thing!” he cried; “there is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely her selfishness.”

      Then another drop fell.

      “What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?” he said; “I must look for a good chimney-pot,” and he determined to fly away.

      But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up, and saw-Ah! what did he see?

      The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were running down his golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

      “Who are you?” he said.

      “I am the Happy Prince.”

      “Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swallow; “you have quite drenched me.”

      “When I was alive and had a human heart,” answered the statue, “I did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it, everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I died. And now that I am dead they have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot chose but weep.”

      “What! is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow to himself. He was too polite to make any personal remarks out loud.

      “Far away,” continued the statue in a low musical voice, “far away in a little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seamstress. She is embroidering passion-flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move.”

      “I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends are flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like withered leaves.”

      “Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad.”

      “I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swallow. “Last summer, when I was staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the miller’s sons, who were always throwing stones at me. They never hit me, of course; we swallows fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a family famous for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect.”

      But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. “It is very cold here,” he said; “but I will stay with you for one night, and be your messenger.”

      “Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince.

      So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince’s sword, and flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the town.

      He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her lover. “How wonderful the stars are,” he said to her, “and how wonderful is the power of love!”

      “I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball,” she answered; “I have ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the seamstresses are so lazy.”

      He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing out money in copper scales. At last he came to the poor house and looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on the table beside the woman’s thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy’s forehead with his wings. “How cool I feel,” said the boy, “I must be getting better”; and he sank into a delicious slumber.

      Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he had done. “It is curious,” he remarked, “but I feel quite warm now, although it is so cold.”

      “That is because you have done a good action,” said the Prince. And the little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always made him sleepy.

      When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. “What a remarkable phenomenon,” said the Professor of Ornithology as he was passing over the bridge. “A swallow in winter!” And he wrote a long letter about it to the local newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so many words that they could not understand.

      “To-night I go to Egypt,” said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a long time on top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other, “What a distinguished stranger!” so he enjoyed himself very much.

      When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. “Have you any commissions for Egypt?” he cried; “I am just starting.”

      “Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me one night longer?”

      “I am waited for in Egypt,” answered the Swallow. “To-morrow my friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the God Memnon. All night long he watches the stars, and when the morning star shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent. At noon the yellow lions come down to the water’s edge to drink. They have eyes like green beryls, and their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.”

      “Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “far away across the city I see a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered with papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is a bunch of withered violets. His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint.”

      “I will wait with you one night longer,” said the Swallow, who really had a good heart. “Shall I take him another ruby?”

      “Alas! I have no ruby now,” said the Prince; “my eyes are all that I have left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play.”

      “Dear Prince,” said the Swallow, “I cannot do that”; and he began to weep.

      “Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as I command you.”

      So the Swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away to the student’s garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room. The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the bird’s wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the withered violets.

      “I am beginning to be appreciated,” he cried; “this is from some great admirer. Now I can finish my play,” and he looked quite happy.

      The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast of a large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold with ropes. “Heave a-hoy!” they shouted as each chest came up. “I am going to Egypt”! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.
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      “I am come to bid you good-bye,” he cried.

      “Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me one night longer?”

      “It is winter,” answered the Swallow, “and the chill snow will soon be here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My companions are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are watching them, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I will bring you back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.”

      “In the square below,” said the Happy Prince, “there stands a little match-girl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not bring home some money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her.”

      “I will stay with you one night longer,” said the Swallow, “but I cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then.”

      “Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as I command you.”

      So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye, and darted down with it. He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her hand. “What a lovely bit of glass,” cried the little girl; and she ran home, laughing.

      Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. “You are blind now,” he said, “so I will stay with you always.”

      “No, little Swallow,” said the poor Prince, “you must go away to Egypt.”

      “I will stay with you always,” said the Swallow, and he slept at the Prince’s feet.

      All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told him stories of what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; of the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the butterflies.

      “Dear little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me of marvellous things, but more marvellous than anything is the suffering of men and of women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see there.”

      So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking out listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge two little boys were lying in one another’s arms to try and keep themselves warm. “How hungry we are!” they said. “You must not lie here,” shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain.

      Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.

      “I am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold can make them happy.”

      Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children’s faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street. “We have bread now!” they cried.

      Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the ice.

      The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the baker’s door when the baker was not looking and tried to keep himself warm by flapping his wings.

      But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up to the Prince’s shoulder once more. “Good-bye, dear Prince!” he murmured, “will you let me kiss your hand?”

      “I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you.”

      “It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the Swallow. “I am going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?”

      And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet.

      At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost.

      Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column he looked up at the statue: “Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince looks!” he said.

      “How shabby indeed!” cried the Town Councillors, who always agreed with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it.

      “The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden no longer,” said the Mayor in fact, “he is litttle better than a beggar!”
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      “Little better than a beggar,” said the Town Councillors.

      “And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!” continued the Mayor. “We must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die here.” And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion.

      So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. “As he is no longer beautiful he is no longer useful,” said the Art Professor at the University.

      Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a meeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the metal. “We must have another statue, of course,” he said, “and it shall be a statue of myself.”

      “Of myself,” said each of the Town Councillors, and they quarrelled. When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still.

      “What a strange thing!” said the overseer of the workmen at the foundry. “This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it away.” So they threw it on a dust-heap where the dead Swallow was also lying.

      “Bring me the two most precious things in the city,” said God to one of His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird.

      “You have rightly chosen,” said God, “for in my garden of Paradise this little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince shall praise me.”

    


    
      
        Rudyard Kipling

      

    


    
      
        Mowgli’s Brothers

      

      Now Rann the Kite brings home the night

      That Mang the Bat sets free -

      The herds are shut in byre and hut

      For loosed till dawn are we.

      This is the hour of pride and power,

      Talon and tush and claw.

      Oh, hear the call! – Good hunting all

      That keep the Jungle Law!

       

      Night-Song in the Jungle

       

      It was seven o’clock of a very warm evening in the Seeonee hills when Father Wolf woke up from his day’s rest, scratched himself, yawned, and spread out his paws one after the other to get rid of the sleepy feeling in their tips. Mother Wolf lay with her big gray nose dropped across her four tumbling, squealing cubs, and the moon shone into the mouth of the cave where they all lived.

      «Augrh!» said Father Wolf. «It is time to hunt again».

      He was going to spring down hill when a little shadow with a bushy tail crossed the threshold and whined: «Good luck go with you, O Chief of the Wolves. And good luck and strong white teeth go with noble children that they may never forget the hungry in this world».

      It was the jackal – Tabaqui, the Dish-licker – and the wolves of India despise Tabaqui because he runs about making mischief, and telling tales, and eating rags and pieces of leather from the village rubbish-heaps. But they are afraid of him too, because Tabaqui, more than anyone else in the jungle, is apt to go mad, and then he forgets that he was ever afraid of anyone, and runs through the forest biting everything in his way. Even the tiger runs and hides when little Tabaqui goes mad, for madness is the most disgraceful thing that can overtake a wild creature. We call it hydrophobia, but they call it dewanee – the madness – and run.

      «Enter, then, and look», said Father Wolf stiffly, «but there is no food here».

      «For a wolf, no», said Tabaqui, «but for so mean a person as myself a dry bone is a good feast. Who are we, the Gidur-log (the jackal people), to pick and choose?» He scuttled to the back of the cave, where he found the bone of a buck with some meat on it, and sat cracking the end merrily.

      «All thanks for this good meal», he said, licking his lips.

      «How beautiful are the noble children! How large are their eyes! And so young too! Indeed, indeed, I might have remembered that the children of kings are men from the beginning».

      Now, Tabaqui knew as well as anyone else that there is nothing so unlucky as to compliment children to their faces. It pleased him to see Mother and Father Wolf look uncomfortable.

      Tabaqui sat still, rejoicing in the mischief that he had made, and then he said spitefully: «Shere Khan, the Big One, has shifted his hunting grounds. He will hunt among these hills for the next moon, so he has told me».

      Shere Khan was the tiger who lived near the Waingunga River, twenty miles away.

      «He has no right!» Father Wolf began angrily. – «By the Law of the Jungle he has no right to change his quarters without due warning. He will frighten every head of game within ten miles, and I-I have to kill for two, these days».

      «His mother did not call him Lungri (the Lame One) for nothing», said Mother Wolf quietly. «He has been lame in one foot from his birth. That is why he has only killed cattle. Now the villagers of the Waingunga are angry with him, and he has come here to make our villagers angry. They will scour the jungle for him when he is far away, and we and our children must run when the grass is set alight. Indeed, we are very grateful to Shere Khan!»

      «Shall I tell him of your gratitude?» said Tabaqui.

      «Out!» snapped Father Wolf. «Out and hunt with thy master. Thou hast done harm enough for one night».

      «I go», said Tabaqui quietly. «Ye can hear Shere Khan below in the thickets. I might have saved myself the message».

      Father Wolf listened, and below in the valley that ran down to a little river he heard the dry, angry, snarly, singsong whine of a tiger who has caught nothing and does not care if all the jungle knows it.

      «The fool!» said Father Wolf. «To begin a night’s work with that noise! Does he think that our buck are like his fat Waingunga bullocks?»

      «H’sh. It is neither bullock nor buck he hunts to-night», said Mother Wolf. «It is Man».

      The whine had changed to a sort of humming purr that seemed to come from every quarter of the compass. It was the noise that bewilders woodcutters and gypsies sleeping in the open, and makes them run sometimes into the very mouth of the tiger.

      «Man!» said Father Wolf, showing all his white teeth. «Faugh! Are there not enough beetles and frogs in the tanks that he must eat Man, and on our ground too!»

      The Law of the Jungle, which never orders anything without a reason, forbids every beast to eat Man except when he is killing to show his children how to kill, and then he must hunt outside the hunting grounds of his pack or tribe. The real reason for this is that man-killing means, sooner or later, the arrival of white men on elephants, with guns, and hundreds of brown men with gongs and rockets and torches. Then everybody in the jungle suffers. The reason the beasts give among themselves is that Man is the weakest and most defenceless of all living things, and it is unsportsmanlike to touch him. They say too – and it is true – that man-eaters become mangy, and lose their teeth.

      The purr grew louder, and ended in the full-throated «Aaarh!» of the tiger’s charge.

      Then there was a howl – an untigerish howl – from Shere Khan. «He has missed», said Mother Wolf. «What is it?»

      Father Wolf ran out a few paces and heard Shere Khan muttering and mumbling savagely as he tumbled about in the scrub.

      «The fool has had no more sense than to jump at a woodcutter’s campfire, and has burned his feet», said Father Wolf with a grunt. «Tabaqui is with him».

      «Something is coming uphill», said Mother Wolf, twitching one ear. «Get ready».

      The bushes rustled a little in the thicket, and Father Wolf dropped with his haunches under him, ready for his leap. Then, if you had been watching, you would have seen the most wonderful thing in the world – the wolf checked in mid-spring. He made his bound before he saw what it was he was jumping at, and then he tried to stop himself. The result was that he shot up straight into the air for four or five feet, landing almost where he left ground.

      «Man!» he snapped. «A man’s cub. Look!»

      Directly in front of him, holding on by a low branch, stood a naked brown baby who could just walk – as soft and as dimpled a little atom as ever came to a wolf’s cave at night. He looked up into Father Wolf’s face, and laughed.

      «Is that a man’s cub?» said Mother Wolf. «I have never seen one. Bring it here».

      A wolf accustomed to moving his own cubs can, if necessary, mouth an egg without breaking it, and though Father Wolf’s jaws closed right on the child’s back not a tooth even scratched the skin as he laid it down among the cubs.

      «How little! How naked, and – how bold!» said Mother Wolf softly. The baby was pushing his way between the cubs to get close to the warm hide. «Ahai! He is taking his meal with the others. And so this is a man’s cub. Now, was there ever a wolf that could boast of a man’s cub among her children?»

      «I have heard now and again of such a thing, but never in our Pack or in my time», said Father Wolf. «He is altogether without hair, and I could kill him with a touch of my foot. But see, he looks up and is not afraid».

      The moonlight was blocked out of the mouth of the cave, for Shere Khan’s great square head and shoulders were thrust into the entrance. Tabaqui, behind him, was squeaking: «My lord, my lord, it went in here!»

      «Shere Khan does us great honor», said Father Wolf, but his eyes were very angry. «What does Shere Khan need?»

      «My quarry. A man’s cub went this way», said Shere Khan. «Its parents have run off. Give it to me».

      Shere Khan had jumped at a woodcutter’s campfire, as Father Wolf had said, and was furious from the pain of his burned feet. But Father Wolf knew that the mouth of the cave was too narrow for a tiger to come in by. Even where he was, Shere Khan’s shoulders and forepaws were cramped for want of room, as a man’s would be if he tried to fight in a barrel.

      «The Wolves are a free people», said Father Wolf. «They take orders from the Head of the Pack, and not from any striped cattle-killer. The man’s cub is ours – to kill if we choose».

      «Ye choose and ye do not choose! What talk is this of choosing? By the bull that I killed, am I to stand nosing into your dog’s den for my fair dues? It is I, Shere Khan, who speak!»

      The tiger’s roar filled the cave with thunder. Mother Wolf shook herself clear of the cubs and sprang forward, her eyes, like two green moons in the darkness, facing the blazing eyes of Shere Khan.

      «And it is I, Raksha (The Demon), who answers. The man’s cub is mine, Lungri – mine to me! He shall not be killed. He shall live to run with the Pack and to hunt with the Pack; and in the end, look you, hunter of little naked cubs – frog-eater – fish-killer – he shall hunt thee! Now get hence, or by the Sambhur that I killed (I eat no starved cattle), back thou goest to thy mother, burned beast of the jungle, lamer than ever thou camest into the world! Go!»

      Father Wolf looked on amazed. He had almost forgotten the days when he won Mother Wolf in fair fight from five other wolves, when she ran in the Pack and was not called The Demon for compliment’s sake. Shere Khan might have faced Father Wolf, but he could not stand up against Mother Wolf, for he knew that where he was she had all the advantage of the ground, and would fight to the death. So he backed out of the cave mouth growling, and when he was clear he shouted: «Each dog barks in his own yard! We will see what the Pack will say to this fostering of man-cubs. The cub is mine, and to my teeth he will come in the end, O bush-tailed thieves!»

      Mother Wolf threw herself down panting among the cubs, and Father Wolf said to her gravely: «Shere Khan speaks this much truth. The cub must be shown to the Pack. Wilt thou still keep him, Mother?»

      «Keep him!» she gasped. «He came naked, by night, alone and very hungry; yet he was not afraid! Look, he has pushed one of my babes to one side already. And that lame butcher would have killed him and would have run off to the Waingunga while the villagers here hunted through all our lairs in revenge! Keep him? Assuredly I will keep him. Lie still, little frog. O thou Mowgli – for Mowgli the Frog I will call thee – the time will come when thou wilt hunt Shere Khan as he has hunted thee».

      «But what will our Pack say?» said Father Wolf.
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      The Law of the Jungle lays down very clearly that any wolf may, when he marries, withdraw from the Pack he belongs to. But as soon as his cubs are old enough to stand on their feet he must bring them to the Pack Council, which is generally held once a month at full moon, in order that the other wolves may identify them. After that inspection the cubs are free to run where they please, and until they have killed their first buck no excuse is accepted if a grown wolf of the Pack kills one of them. The punishment is death where the murderer can be found; and if you think for a minute you will see that this must be so.

      Father Wolf waited till his cubs could run a little, and then on the night of the Pack Meeting took them and Mowgli and Mother Wolf to the Council Rock – a hilltop covered with stones and boulders where a hundred wolves could hide. Akela, the great gray Lone Wolf, who led all the Pack by strength and cunning, lay out at full length on his rock, and below him sat forty or more wolves of every size and color, from badger-colored veterans who could handle a buck alone to young black three-year-olds who thought they could. The Lone Wolf had led them for a year now. He had fallen twice into a wolf trap in his youth, and once he had been beaten and left for dead; so he knew the manners and customs of men. There was very little talking at the Rock. The cubs tumbled over each other in the center of the circle where their mothers and fathers sat, and now and again a senior wolf would go quietly up to a cub, look at him carefully, and return to his place on noiseless feet. Sometimes a mother would push her cub far out into the moonlight to be sure that he had not been overlooked. Akela from his rock would cry: «Ye know the Law – ye know the Law. Look well, O Wolves!» And the anxious mothers would take up the call: «Look – look well, O Wolves!»

      At last – and Mother Wolf’s neck bristles lifted as the time came – Father Wolf pushed «Mowgli the Frog», as they called him, into the center, where he sat laughing and playing with some pebbles that glistened in the moonlight.

      Akela never raised his head from his paws, but went on with the monotonous cry: «Look well!» A muffled roar came up from behind the rocks – the voice of Shere Khan crying: «The cub is mine. Give him to me. What have the Free People to do with a man’s cub?» Akela never even twitched his ears.

      All he said was: «Look well, O Wolves! What have the Free People to do with the orders of any save the Free People? Look well!»

      There was a chorus of deep growls, and a young wolf in his fourth year flung back Shere Khan’s question to Akela: «What have the Free People to do with a man’s cub?»

      Now, the Law of the Jungle lays down that if there is any dispute as to the right of a cub to be accepted by the Pack, he must be spoken for by at least two members of the Pack who are not his father and mother.

      «Who speaks for this cub?» said Akela. «Among the Free People who speaks?» There was no answer and Mother Wolf got ready for what she knew would be her last fight, if things came to fighting.

      Then the only other creature who is allowed at the Pack Council – Baloo, the sleepy brown bear who teaches the wolf cubs the Law of the Jungle: old Baloo, who can come and go where he pleases because he eats only nuts and roots and honey – rose upon his hind quarters and grunted.
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      «The man’s cub – the man’s cub?» he said. «I speak for the man’s cub. There is no harm in a man’s cub. I have no gift of words, but I speak the truth. Let him run with the Pack, and be entered with the others. I myself will teach him».

      «We need yet another», said Akela. «Baloo has spoken, and he is our teacher for the young cubs. Who speaks besides Baloo?»

      A black shadow dropped down into the circle. It was Bagheera the Black Panther, inky black all over, but with the panther markings showing up in certain lights like the pattern of watered silk. Everybody knew Bagheera, and nobody cared to cross his path; for he was as cunning as Tabaqui, as bold as the wild buffalo, and as reckless as the wounded elephant. But he had a voice as soft as wild honey dripping from a tree, and a skin softer than dawn.

      «O Akela, and ye the Free People», he purred, «I have no right in your assembly, but the Law of the Jungle says that if there is a doubt which is not a killing matter in regard to a new cub, the life of that cub may be bought at a price. And the Law does not say who may or may not pay that price. Am I right?»

      «Good! Good!» said the young wolves, who are always hungry. «Listen to Bagheera. The cub can be bought for a price. It is the Law».

      «Knowing that I have no right to speak here, I ask your leave».

      «Speak then», cried twenty voices.

      «To kill a naked cub is shame. Besides, he may make better sport for you when he is grown. Baloo has spoken in his behalf.

      Now to Baloo’s word I will add one bull, and a fat one, newly killed, not half a mile from here, if ye will accept the man’s cub according to the Law. Is it difficult?»

      There was a clamor of scores of voices, saying: «What matter? He will die in the winter rains. He will scorch in the sun. What harm can a naked frog do us? Let him run with the Pack. Where is the bull, Bagheera? Let him be accepted». And then came Akela’s deep bay, crying: «Look well – look well, O Wolves!»

      Mowgli was still deeply interested in the pebbles, and he did not notice when the wolves came and looked at him one by one. At last they all went down the hill for the dead bull, and only Akela, Bagheera, Baloo, and Mowgli’s own wolves were left. Shere Khan roared still in the night, for he was very angry that Mowgli had not been handed over to him.

      «Ay, roar well», said Bagheera, under his whiskers, «for the time will come when this naked thing will make thee roar to another tune, or I know nothing of man».

      «It was well done», said Akela. «Men and their cubs are very wise. He may be a help in time».

      «Truly, a help in time of need; for none can hope to lead the Pack forever», said Bagheera. Akela said nothing. He was thinking of the time that comes to every leader of every pack when his strength goes from him and he gets feebler and feebler, till at last he is killed by the wolves and a new leader comes up – to be killed in his turn.

      «Take him away», he said to Father Wolf, «and train him as befits one of the Free People».

      And that is how Mowgli was entered into the Seeonee Wolf Pack for the price of a bull and on Baloo’s good word.

      Now you must be content to skip ten or eleven whole years, and only guess at all the wonderful life that Mowgli led among the wolves, because if it were written out it would fill ever so many books. He grew up with the cubs, though they, of course, were grown wolves almost before he was a child. And Father Wolf taught him his business, and the meaning of things in the jungle, till every rustle in the grass, every breath of the warm night air, every note of the owls above his head, every scratch of a bat’s claws as it roosted for a while in a tree, and every splash of every little fish jumping in a pool meant just as much to him as the work of his office means to a business man. When he was not learning he sat out in the sun and slept, and ate and went to sleep again. When he felt dirty or hot he swam in the forest pools; and when he wanted honey (Baloo told him that honey and nuts were just as pleasant to eat as raw meat) he climbed up for it, and that Bagheera showed him how to do. Bagheera would lie out on a branch and call, «Come along, Little Brother», and at first Mowgli would cling like the sloth, but afterward he would fling himself through the branches almost as boldly as the gray ape. He took his place at the Council Rock, too, when the Pack met, and there he discovered that if he stared hard at any wolf, the wolf would be forced to drop his eyes, and so he used to stare for fun. At other times he would pick the long thorns out of the pads of his friends, for wolves suffer terribly from thorns and burs in their coats. He would go down the hillside into the cultivated lands by night, and look very curiously at the villagers in their huts, but he had a mistrust of men because Bagheera showed him a square box with a drop gate so cunningly hidden in the jungle that he nearly walked into it, and told him that it was a trap.

      He loved better than anything else to go with Bagheera into the dark warm heart of the forest, to sleep all through the drowsy day, and at night see how Bagheera did his killing. Bagheera killed right and left as he felt hungry, and so did Mowgli – with one exception. As soon as he was old enough to understand things, Bagheera told him that he must never touch cattle because he had been bought into the Pack at the price of a bull’s life. «All the jungle is thine», said Bagheera, «and thou canst kill everything that thou art strong enough to kill; but for the sake of the bull that bought thee thou must never kill or eat any cattle young or old. That is the Law of the Jungle». Mowgli obeyed faithfully.

      And he grew and grew strong as a boy must grow who does not know that he is learning any lessons, and who has nothing in the world to think of except things to eat.

      Mother Wolf told him once or twice that Shere Khan was not a creature to be trusted, and that some day he must kill Shere Khan.

      But though a young wolf would have remembered that advice every hour, Mowgli forgot it because he was only a boy – though he would have called himself a wolf if he had been able to speak in any human tongue.

      Shere Khan was always crossing his path in the jungle, for as Akela grew older and feebler the lame tiger had come to be great friends with the younger wolves of the Pack, who followed him for scraps, a thing Akela would never have allowed if he had dared to push his authority to the proper bounds. Then Shere Khan would flatter them and wonder that such fine young hunters were content to be led by a dying wolf and a man’s cub. «They tell me», Shere Khan would say, «that at Council ye dare not look him between the eyes». And the young wolves would growl and bristle.

      Bagheera, who had eyes and ears everywhere, knew something of this, and once or twice he told Mowgli in so many words that Shere Khan would kill him some day. Mowgli would laugh and answer: «I have the Pack and I have thee; and Baloo, though he is so lazy, might strike a blow or two for my sake. Why should I be afraid?»

      It was one very warm day that a new notion came to Bagheera – born of something that he had heard. Perhaps Ikki the Porcupine had told him; but he said to Mowgli when they were deep in the jungle, as the boy lay with his head on Bagheera’s beautiful black skin, «Little Brother, how often have I told thee that Shere Khan is thy enemy?»

      «As many times as there are nuts on that palm», said Mowgli, who, naturally, could not count. «What of it? I am sleepy, Bagheera, and Shere Khan is all long tail and loud talk – like Mao, the Peacock».

      «But this is no time for sleeping. Baloo knows it; I know it; the Pack knows it; and even the foolish, foolish deer know. Tabaqui has told thee too».

      «Ho! ho!» said Mowgli. «Tabaqui came to me not long ago with some rude talk that I was a naked man’s cub and not fit to dig pig-nuts. But I caught Tabaqui by the tail and swung him twice against a palm-tree to teach him better manners».

      «That was foolishness, for though Tabaqui is a mischief-maker, he would have told thee of something that concerned thee closely. Open those eyes, Little Brother. Shere Khan dare not kill thee in the jungle. But remember, Akela is very old, and soon the day comes when he cannot kill his buck, and then he will be leader no more. Many of the wolves that looked thee over when thou wast brought to the Council first are old too, and the young wolves believe, as Shere Khan has taught them, that a man-cub has no place with the Pack. In a little time thou wilt be a man».

      «And what is a man that he should not run with his brothers?» said Mowgli. «I was born in the jungle. I have obeyed the Law of the Jungle, and there is no wolf of ours from whose paws I have not pulled a thorn. Surely they are my brothers!»

      Bagheera stretched himself at full length and half shut his eyes. «Little Brother», said he, «feel under my jaw».

      Mowgli put up his strong brown hand, and just under Bagheera’s silky chin, where the giant rolling muscles were all hid by the glossy hair, he came upon a little bald spot.

      «There is no one in the jungle that knows that I, Bagheera, carry that mark – the mark of the collar; and yet, Little Brother, I was born among men, and it was among men that my mother died – in the cages of the king’s palace at Oodeypore. It was because of this that I paid the price for thee at the Council when thou wast a little naked cub. Yes, I too was born among men. I had never seen the jungle. They fed me behind bars from an iron pan till one night I felt that I was Bagheera – the Panther – and no man’s plaything, and I broke the silly lock with one blow of my paw and came away. And because I had learned the ways of men, I became more terrible in the jungle than Shere Khan. Is it not so?»

      «Yes», said Mowgli, «all the jungle fear Bagheera – all except Mowgli».

      «Oh, thou art a man’s cub», said the Black Panther very tenderly. «And even as I returned to my jungle, so thou must go back to men at last – to the men who are thy brothers – if thou art not killed in the Council».

      «But why – but why should anyone wish to kill me?» said Mowgli.

      «Look at me», said Bagheera. And Mowgli looked at him steadily between the eyes. The big panther turned his head away in half a minute.

      «That is why», he said, shifting his paw on the leaves. «Not even I can look thee between the eyes, and I was born among men, and I love thee, Little Brother. The others they hate thee because their eyes cannot meet thine; because thou art wise; because thou hast pulled out thorns from their feet – because thou art a man».

      «I did not know these things», said Mowgli sullenly, and he frowned under his heavy black eyebrows.

      «What is the Law of the Jungle? Strike first and then give tongue. By thy very carelessness they know that thou art a man. But be wise. It is in my heart that when Akela misses his next kill – and at each hunt it costs him more to pin the buck – the Pack will turn against him and against thee. They will hold a jungle Council at the Rock, and then – and then – I have it!» said Bagheera, leaping up. «Go thou down quickly to the men’s huts in the valley, and take some of the Red Flower which they grow there, so that when the time comes thou mayest have even a stronger friend than I or Baloo or those of the Pack that love thee. Get the Red Flower».

      By Red Flower Bagheera meant fire, only no creature in the jungle will call fire by its proper name. Every beast lives in deadly fear of it, and invents a hundred ways of describing it.

      «The Red Flower?» said Mowgli. «That grows outside their huts in the twilight. I will get some».

      «There speaks the man’s cub», said Bagheera proudly. «Remember that it grows in little pots. Get one swiftly, and keep it by thee for time of need».

      «Good!» said Mowgli. «I go. But art thou sure, O my Bagheera», – he slipped his arm around the splendid neck and looked deep into the big eyes – «art thou sure that all this is Shere Khan’s doing?»

      «By the Broken Lock that freed me, I am sure, Little Brother».

      «Then, by the Bull that bought me, I will pay Shere Khan full tale for this, and it may be a little over», said Mowgli, and he bounded away.

      «That is a man. That is all a man», said Bagheera to himself, lying down again. «Oh, Shere Khan, never was a blacker hunting than that frog-hunt of thine ten years ago!»

      Mowgli was far and far through the forest, running hard, and his heart was hot in him. He came to the cave as the evening mist rose, and drew breath, and looked down the valley. The cubs were out, but Mother Wolf, at the back of the cave, knew by his breathing that something was troubling her Frog.

      «What is it, Son?» she said.

      «Some bat’s chatter of Shere Khan», he called back. «I hunt among the plowed fields tonight», and he plunged downward through the bushes, to the stream at the bottom of the valley. There he checked, for he heard the yell of the Pack hunting, heard the bellow of a hunted Sambhur, and the snort as the buck turned at bay. Then there were wicked, bitter howls from the young wolves: «Akela! Akela! Let the Lone Wolf show his strength. Room for the leader of the Pack! Spring, Akela!»

      The Lone Wolf must have sprung and missed his hold, for Mowgli heard the snap of his teeth and then a yelp as the Sambhur knocked him over with his forefoot. He did not wait for anything more, but dashed on; and the yells grew fainter behind him as he ran into the croplands where the villagers lived.

      «Bagheera spoke truth», he panted, as he nestled down in some cattle fodder by the window of a hut. «Tomorrow is one day both for Akela and for me».
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      Then he pressed his face close to the window and watched the fire on the hearth. He saw the husbandman’s wife get up and feed it in the night with black lumps. And when the morning came and the mists were all white and cold, he saw the man’s child pick up a wicker pot plastered inside with earth, fill it with lumps of red-hot charcoal, put it under his blanket, and go out to tend the cows in the byre.

      «Is that all?» said Mowgli. «If a cub can do it, there is nothing to fear». So he strode round the corner and met the boy, took the pot from his hand, and disappeared into the mist while the boy howled with fear.

      «They are very like me», said Mowgli, blowing into the pot as he had seen the woman do. «This thing will die if I do not give it things to eat»; and he dropped twigs and dried bark on the red stuff. Halfway up the hill he met Bagheera with the morning dew shining like moon-stones on his coat.

      «Akela has missed», said the Panther. «They would have killed him last night, but they needed thee also. They were looking for thee on the hill».

      «I was among the plowed lands. I am ready. See!» Mowgli held up the fire-pot.

      «Good! Now, I have seen men thrust a dry branch into that stuff, and presently the Red Flower blossomed at the end of it. Art thou not afraid?»

      «No. Why should I fear? I remember now – if it is not a dream – how, before I was a Wolf, I lay beside the Red Flower, and it was warm and pleasant».

      All that day Mowgli sat in the cave tending his fire pot and dipping dry branches into it to see how they looked. He found a branch that satisfied him, and in the evening when Tabaqui came to the cave and told him rudely enough that he was wanted at the Council Rock, he laughed till Tabaqui ran away. Then Mowgli went to the Council, still laughing.

      Akela the Lone Wolf lay by the side of his rock as a sign that the leadership of the Pack was open, and Shere Khan with his following of scrap-fed wolves walked to and fro openly being flattered. Bagheera lay close to Mowgli, and the fire pot was between Mowgli’s knees. When they were all gathered together, Shere Khan began to speak – a thing he would never have dared to do when Akela was in his prime.

      «He has no right», whispered Bagheera. «Say so. He is a dog’s son. He will be frightened».

      Mowgli sprang to his feet. «Free People», he cried, «does Shere Khan lead the Pack? What has a tiger to do with our leadership?»

      «Seeing that the leadership is yet open, and being asked to speak -» Shere Khan began.

      «By whom?» said Mowgli. «Are we all jackals, to fawn on this cattle butcher? The leadership of the Pack is with the Pack alone».

      There were yells of «Silence, thou man’s cub!» «Let him speak. He has kept our Law»; and at last the seniors of the Pack thundered: «Let the Dead Wolf speak». When a leader of the Pack has missed his kill, he is called the Dead Wolf as long as he lives, which is not long.

      Akela raised his old head wearily: «Free People, and ye too, jackals of Shere Khan, for twelve seasons I have led ye to and from the kill, and in all that time not one has been trapped or maimed. Now I have missed my kill. Ye know how that plot was made. Ye know how ye brought me up to an untried buck to make my weakness known. It was cleverly done. Your right is to kill me here on the Council Rock, now. Therefore, I ask, who comes to make an end of the Lone Wolf? For it is my right, by the Law of the Jungle, that ye come one by one».

      There was a long hush, for no single wolf cared to fight Akela to the death. Then Shere Khan roared: «Bah! What have we to do with this toothless fool? He is doomed to die! It is the man-cub who has lived too long. Free People, he was my meat from the first. Give him to me. I am weary of this man-wolf folly. He has troubled the jungle for ten seasons. Give me the man-cub, or I will hunt here always, and not give you one bone. He is a man, a man’s child, and from the marrow of my bones I hate him!» Then more than half the Pack yelled: «A man! A man! What has a man to do with us? Let him go to his own place».

      «And turn all the people of the villages against us?» clamored Shere Khan. «No, give him to me. He is a man, and none of us can look him between the eyes».

      Akela lifted his head again and said, «He has eaten our food. He has slept with us. He has driven game for us. He has broken no word of the Law of the Jungle».

      «Also, I paid for him with a bull when he was accepted. The worth of a bull is little, but Bagheera’s honor is something that he will perhaps fight for», said Bagheera in his gentlest voice.

      «A bull paid ten years ago!» the Pack snarled. «What do we care for bones ten years old?»

      «Or for a pledge?» said Bagheera, his white teeth bared under his lip. «Well are ye called the Free People!»

      «No man’s cub can run with the people of the jungle», howled Shere Khan. «Give him to me!»

      «He is our brother in all but blood», Akela went on, «and ye would kill him here! In truth, I have lived too long. Some of ye are eaters of cattle, and of others I have heard that, under Shere Khan’s teaching, ye go by dark night and snatch children from the villager’s doorstep. Therefore I know ye to be cowards, and it is to cowards I speak. It is certain that I must die, and my life is of no worth, or I would offer that in the man-cub’s place. But for the sake of the Honor of the Pack, – a little matter that by being without a leader ye have forgotten, – I promise that if ye let the man-cub go to his own place, I will not, when my time comes to die, bare one tooth against ye. I will die without fighting. That will at least save the Pack three lives. More I cannot do; but if ye will, I can save ye the shame that comes of killing a brother against whom there is no fault – a brother spoken for and bought into the Pack according to the Law of the Jungle».

      «He is a man – a man – a man!» snarled the Pack. And most of the wolves began to gather round Shere Khan, whose tail was beginning to switch. «Now the business is in thy hands», said Bagheera to Mowgli. «We can do no more except fight».

      Mowgli stood upright – the fire pot in his hands. Then he stretched out his arms, and yawned in the face of the Council; but he was furious with rage and sorrow, for, wolflike, the wolves had never told him how they hated him. «Listen you!» he cried.

      «There is no need for this dog’s jabber. Ye have told me so often tonight that I am a man (and indeed I would have been a wolf with you to my life’s end) that I feel your words are true. So I do not call ye my brothers any more, but sag (dogs), as a man should. What ye will do, and what ye will not do, is not yours to say. That matter is with me; and that we may see the matter more plainly, I, the man, have brought here a little of the Red Flower which ye, dogs, fear».

      He flung the fire pot on the ground, and some of the red coals lit a tuft of dried moss that flared up, as all the Council drew back in terror before the leaping flames.
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      Mowgli thrust his dead branch into the fire till the twigs lit and crackled, and whirled it above his head among the cowering wolves.

      «Thou art the master», said Bagheera in an undertone. «Save Akela from the death. He was ever thy friend».

      Akela, the grim old wolf who had never asked for mercy in his life, gave one piteous look at Mowgli as the boy stood all naked, his long black hair tossing over his shoulders in the light of the blazing branch that made the shadows jump and quiver. «Good!» said Mowgli, staring round slowly. «I see that ye are dogs. I go from you to my own people – if they be my own people. The jungle is shut to me, and I must forget your talk and your companionship. But I will be more merciful than ye are. Because I was all but your brother in blood, I promise that when I am a man among men I will not betray ye to men as ye have betrayed me».

      He kicked the fire with his foot, and the sparks flew up. «There shall be no war between any of us in the Pack. But here is a debt to pay before I go». He strode forward to where Shere Khan sat blinking stupidly at the flames, and caught him by the tuft on his chin. Bagheera followed in case of accidents. «Up, dog!» Mowgli cried. «Up, when a man speaks, or I will set that coat ablaze!»

      Shere Khan’s ears lay flat back on his head, and he shut his eyes, for the blazing branch was very near.

      «This cattle-killer said he would kill me in the Council because he had not killed me when I was a cub. Thus and thus, then, do we beat dogs when we are men. Stir a whisker, Lungri, and I ram the Red Flower down thy gullet!» He beat Shere Khan over the head with the branch, and the tiger whimpered and whined in an agony of fear.

      «Pah! Singed jungle cat – go now! But remember when next I come to the Council Rock, as a man should come, it will be with Shere Khan’s hide on my head. For the rest, Akela goes free to live as he pleases. Ye will not kill him, because that is not my will. Nor do I think that ye will sit here any longer, lolling out your tongues as though ye were somebodies, instead of dogs whom I drive out – thus! Go!» The fire was burning furiously at the end of the branch, and Mowgli struck right and left round the circle, and the wolves ran howling with the sparks burning their fur. At last there were only Akela, Bagheera, and perhaps ten wolves that had taken Mowgli’s part. Then something began to hurt Mowgli inside him, as he had never been hurt in his life before, and he caught his breath and sobbed, and the tears ran down his face.

      «What is it? What is it?» he said. «I do not wish to leave the jungle, and I do not know what this is. Am I dying, Bagheera?»

      «No, Little Brother. That is only tears such as men use», said Bagheera. «Now I know thou art a man, and a man’s cub no longer. The jungle is shut indeed to thee henceforward. Let them fall, Mowgli. They are only tears». So Mowgli sat and cried as though his heart would break; and he had never cried in all his life before.

      «Now», he said, «I will go to men. But first I must say farewell to my mother». And he went to the cave where she lived with Father Wolf, and he cried on her coat, while the four cubs howled miserably.

      «Ye will not forget me?» said Mowgli.

      «Never while we can follow a trail», said the cubs. «Come to the foot of the hill when thou art a man, and we will talk to thee; and we will come into the croplands to play with thee by night».

      «Come soon!» said Father Wolf. «Oh, wise little frog, come again soon; for we be old, thy mother and I».

      «Come soon», said Mother Wolf, «little naked son of mine.

      For, listen, child of man, I loved thee more than ever I loved my cubs».

      «I will surely come», said Mowgli. «And when I come it will be to lay out Shere Khan’s hide upon the Council Rock. Do not forget me! Tell them in the jungle never to forget me!»

      The dawn was beginning to break when Mowgli went down the hillside alone, to meet those mysterious things that are called men.

       

      Hunting-Song of the Seeonee Pack

       

      As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled

      Once, twice and again!

      And a doe leaped up, and a doe leaped up

      From the pond in the wood where the wild deer sup.

      This I, scouting alone, beheld,

      Once, twice and again!

      As the dawn was breaking the Sambhur belled

      Once, twice and again!

      And a wolf stole back, and a wolf stole back

      To carry the word to the waiting pack,

      And we sought and we found and we bayed on his track

      Once, twice and again!

       

      As the dawn was breaking the Wolf Pack yelled

      Once, twice and again!

      Feet in the jungle that leave no mark!

       

      Eyes that can see in the dark – the dark!

      Tongue – give tongue to it! Hark! O hark!

      Once, twice and again!

    


    
      
        Kaa’s Hunting

      

      His spots are the joy of the Leopard: his horns are the Buffalo’s pride.

      Be clean, for the strength of the hunter is known by the gloss of his hide.

      If ye find that the Bullock can toss you, or the heavy-browed Sambhur can gore;

      Ye need not stop work to inform us: we knew it ten seasons before. Oppress not the cubs of the stranger, but hail them as Sister and Brother,

      For though they are little and fubsy, it may be the Bear is their mother.

      «There is none like to me!» says the Cub in the pride of his earliest kill;

      But the jungle is large and the Cub he is small. Let him think and be still.

      Maxims of Baloo

       

      All that is told here happened some time before Mowgli was turned out of the Seeonee Wolf Pack, or revenged himself on Shere Khan the tiger. It was in the days when Baloo was teaching him the Law of the Jungle. The big, serious, old brown bear was delighted to have so quick a pupil, for the young wolves will only learn as much of the Law of the Jungle as applies to their own pack and tribe, and run away as soon as they can repeat the Hunting Verse – «Feet that make no noise; eyes that can see in the dark; ears that can hear the winds in their lairs, and sharp white teeth, all these things are the marks of our brothers except Tabaqui the Jackal and the Hyaena whom we hate». But Mowgli, as a man-cub, had to learn a great deal more than this. Sometimes Bagheera the Black Panther would come lounging through the jungle to see how his pet was getting on, and would purr with his head against a tree while Mowgli recited the day’s lesson to Baloo.

      The boy could climb almost as well as he could swim, and swim almost as well as he could run. So Baloo, the Teacher of the Law, taught him the Wood and Water Laws: how to tell a rotten branch from a sound one; how to speak politely to the wild bees when he came upon a hive of them fifty feet above ground; what to say to Mang the Bat when he disturbed him in the branches at midday; and how to warn the water-snakes in the pools before he splashed down among them. None of the Jungle People like being disturbed, and all are very ready to fly at an intruder. Then, too, Mowgli was taught the Strangers’ Hunting Call, which must be repeated aloud till it is answered, whenever one of the Jungle People hunts outside his own grounds. It means, translated, «Give me leave to hunt here because I am hungry». And the answer is, «Hunt then for food, but not for pleasure».

      All this will show you how much Mowgli had to learn by heart, and he grew very tired of saying the same thing over a hundred times. But, as Baloo said to Bagheera, one day when Mowgli had been cuffed and run off in a temper, «A man’s cub is a man’s cub, and he must learn all the Law of the Jungle».

      «But think how small he is», said the Black Panther, who would have spoiled Mowgli if he had had his own way. «How can his little head carry all thy long talk?»

      «Is there anything in the jungle too little to be killed? No. That is why I teach him these things, and that is why I hit him, very softly, when he forgets».

      «Softly! What dost thou know of softness, old Iron-feet?» Bagheera grunted. «His face is all bruised today by thy – softness. Ugh».

      «Better he should be bruised from head to foot by me who love him than that he should come to harm through ignorance», Baloo answered very earnestly. «I am now teaching him the Master Words of the Jungle that shall protect him with the birds and the Snake People, and all that hunt on four feet, except his own pack. He can now claim protection, if he will only remember the words, from all in the jungle. Is not that worth a little beating?»

      «Well, look to it then that thou dost not kill the man-cub. He is no tree trunk to sharpen thy blunt claws upon. But what are those Master Words? I am more likely to give help than to ask it», – Bagheera stretched out one paw and admired the steel-blue, ripping-chisel talons at the end of it – «still I should like to know».

      «I will call Mowgli and he shall say them – if he will. Come, Little Brother!»

      «My head is ringing like a bee tree», said a sullen little voice over their heads, and Mowgli slid down a tree trunk very angry and indignant, adding as he reached the ground: «I come for Bagheera and not for thee, fat old Baloo!»

      «That is all one to me», said Baloo, though he was hurt and grieved. «Tell Bagheera, then, the Master Words of the Jungle that I have taught thee this day».

      «Master Words for which people?» said Mowgli, delighted to show off. «The jungle has many tongues. I know them all».

      «A little thou knowest, but not much. See, O Bagheera, they never thank their teacher. Not one small wolfling has ever come back to thank old Baloo for his teachings. Say the word for the Hunting People, then – great scholar».

      «We be of one blood, ye and I», said Mowgli, giving the words the Bear accent which all the Hunting People use.

      «Good. Now for the birds».

      Mowgli repeated, with the Kite’s whistle at the end of the sentence.

      «Now for the Snake People», said Bagheera.

      The answer was a perfectly indescribable hiss, and Mowgli kicked up his feet behind, clapped his hands together to applaud himself, and jumped on to Bagheera’s back, where he sat sideways, drumming with his heels on the glossy skin and making the worst faces he could think of at Baloo.
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      «There – there! That was worth a little bruise», said the brown bear tenderly. «Some day thou wilt remember me».

      Then he turned aside to tell Bagheera how he had begged the Master Words from Hathi the Wild Elephant, who knows all about these things, and how Hathi had taken Mowgli down to a pool to get the Snake Word from a water-snake, because Baloo could not pronounce it, and how Mowgli was now reasonably safe against all accidents in the jungle, because neither snake, bird, nor beast would hurt him.

      «No one then is to be feared», Baloo wound up, patting his big furry stomach with pride.

      «Except his own tribe», said Bagheera, under his breath; and then aloud to Mowgli, «Have a care for my ribs, Little Brother! What is all this dancing up and down?»

      Mowgli had been trying to make himself heard by pulling at Bagheera’s shoulder fur and kicking hard. When the two listened to him he was shouting at the top of his voice, «And so I shall have a tribe of my own, and lead them through the branches all day long».

      «What is this new folly, little dreamer of dreams?» said Bagheera.

      «Yes, and throw branches and dirt at old Baloo», Mowgli went on. «They have promised me this. Ah!»

      «Whoof!» Baloo’s big paw scooped Mowgli off Bagheera’s back, and as the boy lay between the big fore-paws he could see the Bear was angry.

      «Mowgli», said Baloo, «thou hast been talking with the Bandar-log – the Monkey People».

      Mowgli looked at Bagheera to see if the Panther was angry too, and Bagheera’s eyes were as hard as jade stones.

      «Thou hast been with the Monkey People – the gray apes – the people without a law – the eaters of everything. That is great shame».

      «When Baloo hurt my head», said Mowgli (he was still on his back), «I went away, and the gray apes came down from the trees and had pity on me. No one else cared». He snuffled a little.

      «The pity of the Monkey People!» Baloo snorted. «The stillness of the mountain stream! The cool of the summer sun! And then, man-cub?»

      «And then, and then, they gave me nuts and pleasant things to eat, and they – they carried me in their arms up to the top of the trees and said I was their blood brother except that I had no tail, and should be their leader some day».

      «They have no leader», said Bagheera. «They lie. They have always lied».

      «They were very kind and bade me come again. Why have I never been taken among the Monkey People? They stand on their feet as I do. They do not hit me with their hard paws. They play all day. Let me get up! Bad Baloo, let me up! I will play with them again».

      «Listen, man-cub», said the Bear, and his voice rumbled like thunder on a hot night. «I have taught thee all the Law of the Jungle for all the peoples of the jungle – except the Monkey Folk who live in the trees. They have no law. They are outcasts. They have no speech of their own, but use the stolen words which they overhear when they listen, and peep, and wait up above in the branches. Their way is not our way. They are without leaders. They have no remembrance. They boast and chatter and pretend that they are a great people about to do great affairs in the jungle, but the falling of a nut turns their minds to laughter and all is forgotten. We of the jungle have no dealings with them. We do not drink where the monkeys drink; we do not go where the monkeys go; we do not hunt where they hunt; we do not die where they die. Hast thou ever heard me speak of the Bandar-log till today?»

      «No», said Mowgli in a whisper, for the forest was very still now Baloo had finished.

      «The Jungle People put them out of their mouths and out of their minds. They are very many, evil, dirty, shameless, and they desire, if they have any fixed desire, to be noticed by the Jungle People. But we do not notice them even when they throw nuts and filth on our heads».

      He had hardly spoken when a shower of nuts and twigs spattered down through the branches; and they could hear coughings and howlings and angry jumpings high up in the air among the thin branches.

      «The Monkey-People are forbidden», said Baloo, «forbidden to the Jungle-People. Remember».

      «Forbidden», said Bagheera, «but I still think Baloo should have warned thee against them».

      «I-I? How was I to guess he would play with such dirt? The Monkey People! Faugh!»

      A fresh shower came down on their heads and the two trotted away, taking Mowgli with them. What Baloo had said about the monkeys was perfectly true. They belonged to the tree-tops, and as beasts very seldom look up, there was no occasion for the monkeys and the Jungle People to cross each other’s path. But whenever they found a sick wolf, or a wounded tiger, or bear, the monkeys would torment him, and would throw sticks and nuts at any beast for fun and in the hope of being noticed. Then they would howl and shriek senseless songs, and invite the Jungle People to climb up their trees and fight them, or would start furious battles over nothing among themselves, and leave the dead monkeys where the Jungle People could see them. They were always just going to have a leader, and laws and customs of their own, but they never did, because their memories would not hold over from day to day, and so they compromised things by making up a saying, «What the Bandar-log think now the jungle will think later», and that comforted them a great deal. None of the beasts could reach them, but on the other hand none of the beasts would notice them, and that was why they were so pleased when Mowgli came to play with them, and they heard how angry Baloo was.

      They never meant to do any more – the Bandar-log never mean anything at all; but one of them invented what seemed to him a brilliant idea, and he told all the others that Mowgli would be a useful person to keep in the tribe, because he could weave sticks together for protection from the wind; so, if they caught him, they could make him teach them. Of course Mowgli, as a woodcutter’s child, inherited all sorts of instincts, and used to make little huts of fallen branches without thinking how he came to do it. The Monkey People, watching in the trees, considered his play most wonderful. This time, they said, they were really going to have a leader and become the wisest people in the jungle – so wise that everyone else would notice and envy them. Therefore they followed Baloo and Bagheera and Mowgli through the jungle very quietly till it was time for the midday nap, and Mowgli, who was very much ashamed of himself, slept between the Panther and the Bear, resolving to have no more to do with the Monkey People.
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      The next thing he remembered was feeling hands on his legs and arms – hard, strong, little hands – and then a swash of branches in his face, and then he was staring down through the swaying boughs as Baloo woke the jungle with his deep cries and Bagheera bounded up the trunk with every tooth bared. The Bandar-log howled with triumph and scuffled away to the upper branches where Bagheera dared not follow, shouting: «He has noticed us! Bagheera has noticed us. All the Jungle People admire us for our skill and our cunning». Then they began their flight; and the flight of the Monkey People through tree-land is one of the things nobody can describe. They have their regular roads and crossroads, up hills and down hills, all laid out from fifty to seventy or a hundred feet above ground, and by these they can travel even at night if necessary. Two of the strongest monkeys caught Mowgli under the arms and swung off with him through the treetops, twenty feet at a bound. Had they been alone they could have gone twice as fast, but the boy’s weight held them back. Sick and giddy as Mowgli was he could not help enjoying the wild rush, though the glimpses of earth far down below frightened him, and the terrible check and jerk at the end of the swing over nothing but empty air brought his heart between his teeth. His escort would rush him up a tree till he felt the thinnest topmost branches crackle and bend under them, and then with a cough and a whoop would fling themselves into the air outward and downward, and bring up, hanging by their hands or their feet to the lower limbs of the next tree. Sometimes he could see for miles and miles across the still green jungle, as a man on the top of a mast can see for miles across the sea, and then the branches and leaves would lash him across the face, and he and his two guards would be almost down to earth again. So, bounding and crashing and whooping and yelling, the whole tribe of Bandar-log swept along the tree-roads with Mowgli their prisoner.

      For a time he was afraid of being dropped. Then he grew angry but knew better than to struggle, and then he began to think. The first thing was to send back word to Baloo and Bagheera, for, at the pace the monkeys were going, he knew his friends would be left far behind. It was useless to look down, for he could only see the topsides of the branches, so he stared upward and saw, far away in the blue, Rann the Kite balancing and wheeling as he kept watch over the jungle waiting for things to die. Rann saw that the monkeys were carrying something, and dropped a few hundred yards to find out whether their load was good to eat. He whistled with surprise when he saw Mowgli being dragged up to a treetop and heard him give the Kite call for – «We be of one blood, thou and I». The waves of the branches closed over the boy, but Chil balanced away to the next tree in time to see the little brown face come up again. «Mark my trail!» Mowgli shouted. «Tell Baloo of the Seeonee Pack and Bagheera of the Council Rock».

      «In whose name, Brother?» Rann had never seen Mowgli before, though of course he had heard of him.

      «Mowgli, the Frog. Man-cub they call me! Mark my trail!»

      The last words were shrieked as he was being swung through the air, but Rann nodded and rose up till he looked no bigger than a speck of dust, and there he hung, watching with his telescope eyes the swaying of the treetops as Mowgli’s escort whirled along.

      «They never go far», he said with a chuckle. «They never do what they set out to do. Always pecking at new things are the Bandar-log. This time, if I have any eye-sight, they have pecked down trouble for themselves, for Baloo is no fledgling and Bagheera can, as I know, kill more than goats».

      So he rocked on his wings, his feet gathered up under him, and waited.

      Meantime, Baloo and Bagheera were furious with rage and grief. Bagheera climbed as he had never climbed before, but the thin branches broke beneath his weight, and he slipped down, his claws full of bark.

      «Why didst thou not warn the man-cub?» he roared to poor Baloo, who had set off at a clumsy trot in the hope of overtaking the monkeys. «What was the use of half slaying him with blows if thou didst not warn him?»

      «Haste! O haste! We – we may catch them yet!» Baloo panted.

      «At that speed! It would not tire a wounded cow. Teacher of the Law – cub-beater – a mile of that rolling to and fro would burst thee open. Sit still and think! Make a plan. This is no time for chasing. They may drop him if we follow too close».

      «Arrula! Whoo! They may have dropped him already, being tired of carrying him. Who can trust the Bandar-log? Put dead bats on my head! Give me black bones to eat! Roll me into the hives of the wild bees that I may be stung to death, and bury me with the Hyaena, for I am most miserable of bears! Arulala! Wahooa! O Mowgli, Mowgli! Why did I not warn thee against the Monkey-Folk instead of breaking thy head? Now perhaps I may have knocked the day’s lesson out of his mind, and he will be alone in the jungle without the Master Words».

      Baloo clasped his paws over his ears and rolled to and fro moaning.

      «At least he gave me all the Words correctly a little time ago», said Bagheera impatiently. «Baloo, thou hast neither memory nor respect. What would the jungle think if I, the Black Panther, curled myself up like Ikki the Porcupine, and howled?»

      «What do I care what the jungle thinks? He may be dead by now».

      «Unless and until they drop him from the branches in sport, or kill him out of idleness, I have no fear for the man-cub. He is wise and well taught, and above all he has the eyes that make the Jungle People afraid. But (and it is a great evil) he is in the power of the Bandar-log, and they, because they live in trees, have no fear of any of our people». Bagheera licked one forepaw thoughtfully.

      «Fool that I am! Oh, fat, brown, root-digging fool that I am», said Baloo, uncoiling himself with a jerk, «it is true what Hathi the Wild Elephant says: “To each his own fear”; and they, the Bandar-log, fear Kaa the Rock Snake. He can climb as well as they can. He steals the young monkeys in the night. The whisper of his name makes their wicked tails cold. Let us go to Kaa».

      «What will he do for us? He is not of our tribe, being footless – and with most evil eyes», said Bagheera.

      «He is very old and very cunning. Above all, he is always hungry», said Baloo hopefully. «Promise him many goats».

      «He sleeps for a full month after he has once eaten. He may be asleep now, and even were he awake what if he would rather kill his own goats?» Bagheera, who did not know much about Kaa, was naturally suspicious.

      «Then in that case, thou and I together, old hunter, might make him see reason». Here Baloo rubbed his faded brown shoulder against the Panther, and they went off to look for Kaa the Rock Python.

      They found him stretched out on a warm ledge in the afternoon sun, admiring his beautiful new coat, for he had been in retirement for the last ten days changing his skin, and now he was very splendid – darting his big blunt-nosed head along the ground, and twisting the thirty feet of his body into fantastic knots and curves, and licking his lips as he thought of his dinner to come.

      «He has not eaten», said Baloo, with a grunt of relief, as soon as he saw the beautifully mottled brown and yellow jacket. «Be careful, Bagheera! He is always a little blind after he has changed his skin, and very quick to strike».

      Kaa was not a poison snake – in fact he rather despised the poison snakes as cowards – but his strength lay in his hug, and when he had once lapped his huge coils round anybody there was no more to be said. «Good hunting!» cried Baloo, sitting up on his haunches. Like all snakes of his breed Kaa was rather deaf, and did not hear the call at first. Then he curled up ready for any accident, his head lowered.

      «Good hunting for us all», he answered. «Oho, Baloo, what dost thou do here? Good hunting, Bagheera. One of us at least needs food. Is there any news of game afoot? A doe now, or even a young buck? I am as empty as a dried well».

      «We are hunting», said Baloo carelessly. He knew that you must not hurry Kaa. He is too big.

      «Give me permission to come with you», said Kaa. «A blow more or less is nothing to thee, Bagheera or Baloo, but I-I have to wait and wait for days in a wood-path and climb half a night on the mere chance of a young ape. Psshaw! The branches are not what they were when I was young. Rotten twigs and dry boughs are they all».

      «Maybe thy great weight has something to do with the matter», said Baloo.

      «I am a fair length – a fair length», said Kaa with a little pride. «But for all that, it is the fault of this new-grown timber. I came very near to falling on my last hunt – very near indeed – and the noise of my slipping, for my tail was not tight wrapped around the tree, waked the Bandar-log, and they called me most evil names».

      «Footless, yellow earth-worm», said Bagheera under his whiskers, as though he were trying to remember something.

      «Ss! Have they ever called me that?» said Kaa.

      «Something of that kind it was that they shouted to us last moon, but we never noticed them. They will say anything – even that thou hast lost all thy teeth, and wilt not face anything bigger than a kid, because (they are indeed shameless, these Bandar-log) – because thou art afraid of the he-goat’s horns», Bagheera went on sweetly.

      Now a snake, especially a wary old python like Kaa, very seldom shows that he is angry, but Baloo and Bagheera could see the big swallowing muscles on either side of Kaa’s throat ripple and bulge.

      «The Bandar-log have shifted their grounds», he said quietly. «When I came up into the sun today I heard them whooping among the tree-tops».

      «It – it is the Bandar-log that we follow now», said Baloo, but the words stuck in his throat, for that was the first time in his memory that one of the Jungle People had owned to being interested in the doings of the monkeys.

      «Beyond doubt then it is no small thing that takes two such hunters – leaders in their own jungle I am certain – on the trail of the Bandar-log», Kaa replied courteously, as he swelled with curiosity.

      «Indeed», Baloo began, «I am no more than the old and sometimes very foolish Teacher of the Law to the Seeonee wolf-cubs, and Bagheera here -»

      «Is Bagheera», said the Black Panther, and his jaws shut with a snap, for he did not believe in being humble. «The trouble is this, Kaa. Those nut-stealers and pickers of palm leaves have stolen away our man-cub of whom thou hast perhaps heard».

      «I heard some news from Ikki (his quills make him presumptuous) of a man-thing that was entered into a wolf pack, but I did not believe. Ikki is full of stories half heard and very badly told».

      «But it is true. He is such a man-cub as never was», said Baloo. «The best and wisest and boldest of man-cubs – my own pupil, who shall make the name of Baloo famous through all the jungles; and besides, I – we – love him, Kaa».

      «Ts! Ts!» said Kaa, weaving his head to and fro. «I also have known what love is. There are tales I could tell that -»

      «That need a clear night when we are all well fed to praise properly», said Bagheera quickly. «Our man-cub is in the hands of the Bandar-log now, and we know that of all the Jungle People they fear Kaa alone».

      «They fear me alone. They have good reason», said Kaa. «Chattering, foolish, vain – vain, foolish, and chattering, are the monkeys. But a man-thing in their hands is in no good luck. They grow tired of the nuts they pick, and throw them down. They carry a branch half a day, meaning to do great things with it, and then they snap it in two. That man-thing is not to be envied. They called me also – “yellow fish”, was it not?»

      «Worm – worm – earth-worm», said Bagheera, «as well as other things which I cannot now say for shame».

      «We must remind them to speak well of their master. Aaa-ssp! We must help their wandering memories. Now, whither went they with the cub?»

      «The jungle alone knows. Toward the sunset, I believe», said Baloo. «We had thought that thou wouldst know, Kaa».

      «I? How? I take them when they come in my way, but I do not hunt the Bandar-log, or frogs – or green scum on a water-hole, for that matter».

      «Up, Up! Up, Up! Hillo! Illo! Illo, look up, Baloo of the Seeonee Wolf Pack!»

      Baloo looked up to see where the voice came from, and there was Rann the Kite, sweeping down with the sun shining on the upturned flanges of his wings. It was near Rann’s bedtime, but he had ranged all over the jungle looking for the Bear and had missed him in the thick foliage.

      «What is it?» said Baloo.

      «I have seen Mowgli among the Bandar-log. He bade me tell you. I watched. The Bandar-log have taken him beyond the river to the monkey city – to the Cold Lairs. They may stay there for a night, or ten nights, or an hour. I have told the bats to watch through the dark time. That is my message. Good hunting, all you below!»

      «Full gorge and a deep sleep to you, Rann», cried Bagheera. «I will remember thee in my next kill, and put aside the head for thee alone, O best of kites!»

      «It is nothing. It is nothing. The boy held the Master Word. I could have done no less», and Rann circled up again to his roost.

      «He has not forgotten to use his tongue», said Baloo with a chuckle of pride. «To think of one so young remembering the Master Word for the birds too while he was being pulled across trees!»

      «It was most firmly driven into him», said Bagheera. «But I am proud of him, and now we must go to the Cold Lairs».

      They all knew where that place was, but few of the Jungle People ever went there, because what they called the Cold Lairs was an old deserted city, lost and buried in the jungle, and beasts seldom use a place that men have once used. The wild boar will, but the hunting tribes do not. Besides, the monkeys lived there as much as they could be said to live anywhere, and no self-respecting animal would come within eyeshot of it except in times of drought, when the half-ruined tanks and reservoirs held a little water.

      «It is half a night’s journey – at full speed», said Bagheera, and Baloo looked very serious. «I will go as fast as I can», he said anxiously.

      «We dare not wait for thee. Follow, Baloo. We must go on the quick-foot – Kaa and I».

      «Feet or no feet, I can keep abreast of all thy four», said Kaa shortly. Baloo made one effort to hurry, but had to sit down panting, and so they left him to come on later, while Bagheera hurried forward, at the quick panther-canter. Kaa said nothing, but, strive as Bagheera might, the huge Rock Python held level with him. When they came to a hill stream, Bagheera gained, because he bounded across while Kaa swam, his head and two feet of his neck clearing the water, but on level ground Kaa made up the distance.

      «By the Broken Lock that freed me», said Bagheera, when twilight had fallen, «thou art no slow goer!»

      «I am hungry», said Kaa. «Besides, they called me speckled frog».

      «Worm – earth-worm, and yellow to boot».

      «All one. Let us go on», and Kaa seemed to pour himself along the ground, finding the shortest road with his steady eyes, and keeping to it.

      In the Cold Lairs the Monkey People were not thinking of Mowgli’s friends at all. They had brought the boy to the Lost City, and were very much pleased with themselves for the time. Mowgli had never seen an Indian city before, and though this was almost a heap of ruins it seemed very wonderful and splendid. Some king had built it long ago on a little hill. You could still trace the stone causeways that led up to the ruined gates where the last splinters of wood hung to the worn, rusted hinges. Trees had grown into and out of the walls; the battlements were tumbled down and decayed, and wild creepers hung out of the windows of the towers on the walls in bushy hanging clumps.

      A great roofless palace crowned the hill, and the marble of the courtyards and the fountains was split, and stained with red and green, and the very cobblestones in the courtyard where the king’s elephants used to live had been thrust up and apart by grasses and young trees. From the palace you could see the rows and rows of roofless houses that made up the city looking like empty honeycombs filled with blackness; the shapeless block of stone that had been an idol in the square where four roads met; the pits and dimples at street corners where the public wells once stood, and the shattered domes of temples with wild figs sprouting on their sides. The monkeys called the place their city, and pretended to despise the Jungle People because they lived in the forest. And yet they never knew what the buildings were made for nor how to use them. They would sit in circles on the hall of the king’s council chamber, and scratch for fleas and pretend to be men; or they would run in and out of the roofless houses and collect pieces of plaster and old bricks in a corner, and forget where they had hidden them, and fight and cry in scuffling crowds, and then break off to play up and down the terraces of the king’s garden, where they would shake the rose trees and the oranges in sport to see the fruit and flowers fall. They explored all the passages and dark tunnels in the palace and the hundreds of little dark rooms, but they never remembered what they had seen and what they had not; and so drifted about in ones and twos or crowds telling each other that they were doing as men did. They drank at the tanks and made the water all muddy, and then they fought over it, and then they would all rush together in mobs and shout: «There is no one in the jungle so wise and good and clever and strong and gentle as the Bandar-log». Then all would begin again till they grew tired of the city and went back to the tree-tops, hoping the Jungle People would notice them.

      Mowgli, who had been trained under the Law of the Jungle, did not like or understand this kind of life. The monkeys dragged him into the Cold Lairs late in the afternoon, and instead of going to sleep, as Mowgli would have done after a long journey, they joined hands and danced about and sang their foolish songs. One of the monkeys made a speech and told his companions that Mowgli’s capture marked a new thing in the history of the Bandar-log, for Mowgli was going to show them how to weave sticks and canes together as a protection against rain and cold. Mowgli picked up some creepers and began to work them in and out, and the monkeys tried to imitate; but in a very few minutes they lost interest and began to pull their friends’ tails or jump up and down on all fours, coughing.

      «I wish to eat», said Mowgli. «I am a stranger in this part of the jungle. Bring me food, or give me leave to hunt here».

      Twenty or thirty monkeys bounded away to bring him nuts and wild pawpaws. But they fell to fighting on the road, and it was too much trouble to go back with what was left of the fruit. Mowgli was sore and angry as well as hungry, and he roamed through the empty city giving the Strangers’ Hunting Call from time to time, but no one answered him, and Mowgli felt that he had reached a very bad place indeed. «All that Baloo has said about the Bandar-log is true», he thought to himself. «They have no Law, no Hunting Call, and no leaders – nothing but foolish words and little picking thievish hands. So if I am starved or killed here, it will be all my own fault. But I must try to return to my own jungle. Baloo will surely beat me, but that is better than chasing silly rose leaves with the Bandar-log».

      No sooner had he walked to the city wall than the monkeys pulled him back, telling him that he did not know how happy he was, and pinching him to make him grateful. He set his teeth and said nothing, but went with the shouting monkeys to a terrace above the red sandstone reservoirs that were half-full of rain water. There was a ruined summer-house of white marble in the center of the terrace, built for queens dead a hundred years ago. The domed roof had half fallen in and blocked up the underground passage from the palace by which the queens used to enter. But the walls were made of screens of marble tracery – beautiful milk-white fretwork, set with agates and cornelians and jasper and lapis lazuli, and as the moon came up behind the hill it shone through the open work, casting shadows on the ground like black velvet embroidery. Sore, sleepy, and hungry as he was, Mowgli could not help laughing when the Bandar-log began, twenty at a time, to tell him how great and wise and strong and gentle they were, and how foolish he was to wish to leave them. «We are great. We are free. We are wonderful. We are the most wonderful people in all the jungle! We all say so, and so it must be true», they shouted. «Now as you are a new listener and can carry our words back to the Jungle People so that they may notice us in future, we will tell you all about our most excellent selves». Mowgli made no objection, and the monkeys gathered by hundreds and hundreds on the terrace to listen to their own speakers singing the praises of the Bandar-log, and whenever a speaker stopped for want of breath they would all shout together: «This is true; we all say so». Mowgli nodded and blinked, and said «Yes» when they asked him a question, and his head spun with the noise. «Tabaqui the Jackal must have bitten all these people», he said to himself, «and now they have madness. Certainly this is dewanee, the madness. Do they never go to sleep? Now there is a cloud coming to cover that moon. If it were only a big enough cloud I might try to run away in the darkness. But I am tired».

      That same cloud was being watched by two good friends in the ruined ditch below the city wall, for Bagheera and Kaa, knowing well how dangerous the Monkey People were in large numbers, did not wish to run any risks. The monkeys never fight unless they are a hundred to one, and few in the jungle care for those odds.

      «I will go to the west wall», Kaa whispered, «and come down swiftly with the slope of the ground in my favor. They will not throw themselves upon my back in their hundreds, but -»

      «I know it», said Bagheera. «Would that Baloo were here, but we must do what we can. When that cloud covers the moon I shall go to the terrace. They hold some sort of council there over the boy».

      «Good hunting», said Kaa grimly, and glided away to the west wall. That happened to be the least ruined of any, and the big snake was delayed awhile before he could find a way up the stones. The cloud hid the moon, and as Mowgli wondered what would come next he heard Bagheera’s light feet on the terrace.

      The Black Panther had raced up the slope almost without a sound and was striking – he knew better than to waste time in biting – right and left among the monkeys, who were seated round Mowgli in circles fifty and sixty deep. There was a howl of fright and rage, and then as Bagheera tripped on the rolling kicking bodies beneath him, a monkey shouted: «There is only one here! Kill him! Kill».

      A scuffling mass of monkeys, biting, scratching, tearing, and pulling, closed over Bagheera, while five or six laid hold of Mowgli, dragged him up the wall of the summer-house and pushed him through the hole of the broken dome. A man-trained boy would have been badly bruised, for the fall was a good fifteen feet, but Mowgli fell as Baloo had taught him to fall, and landed on his feet.

      «Stay there», shouted the monkeys, «till we have killed thy friends, and later we will play with thee – if the Poison People leave thee alive».

      «We be of one blood, ye and I», said Mowgli, quickly giving the Snake’s Call. He could hear rustling and hissing in the rubbish all round him and gave the Call a second time, to make sure.

      «Even o! Down hoods all!» said half a dozen low voices (every ruin in India becomes sooner or later a dwelling place of snakes, and the old summerhouse was alive with cobras). «Stand still, Little Brother, for thy feet may do us harm».

       

      Mowgli stood as quietly as he could, peering through the open work and listening to the furious din of the fight round the Black Panther – the yells and chatterings and scufflings, and Bagheera’s deep, hoarse cough as he backed and bucked and twisted and plunged under the heaps of his enemies. For the first time since he was born, Bagheera was fighting for his life.

      «Baloo must be at hand; Bagheera would not have come alone», Mowgli thought. And then he called aloud: «To the tank, Bagheera. Roll to the water tanks. Roll and plunge! Get to the water!»

      Bagheera heard, and the cry that told him Mowgli was safe gave him new courage. He worked his way desperately, inch by inch, straight for the reservoirs, halting in silence. Then from the ruined wall nearest the jungle rose up the rumbling war-shout of Baloo. The old Bear had done his best, but he could not come before. «Bagheera», he shouted, «I am here. I climb! I haste! Ahuwora! The stones slip under my feet! Wait my coming, O most infamous Bandar-log!» He panted up the terrace only to disappear to the head in a wave of monkeys, but he threw himself squarely on his haunches, and, spreading out his forepaws, hugged as many as he could hold, and then began to hit with a regular bat-bat-bat, like the flipping strokes of a paddle wheel. A crash and a splash told Mowgli that Bagheera had fought his way to the tank where the monkeys could not follow. The Panther lay gasping for breath, his head just out of the water, while the monkeys stood three deep on the red steps, dancing up and down with rage, ready to spring upon him from all sides if he came out to help Baloo. It was then that Bagheera lifted up his dripping chin, and in despair gave the Snake’s Call for protection – «We be of one blood, ye and I» – for he believed that Kaa had turned tail at the last minute. Even Baloo, half smothered under the monkeys on the edge of the terrace, could not help chuckling as he heard the Black Panther asking for help.

      Kaa had only just worked his way over the west wall, landing with a wrench that dislodged a coping stone into the ditch. He had no intention of losing any advantage of the ground, and coiled and uncoiled himself once or twice, to be sure that every foot of his long body was in working order. All that while the fight with Baloo went on, and the monkeys yelled in the tank round Bagheera, and Mang the Bat, flying to and fro, carried the news of the great battle over the jungle, till even Hathi the Wild Elephant trumpeted, and, far away, scattered bands of the Monkey Folk woke and came leaping along the tree-roads to help their comrades in the Cold Lairs, and the noise of the fight roused all the day birds for miles round. Then Kaa came straight, quickly, and anxious to kill. The fighting strength of a python is in the driving blow of his head backed by all the strength and weight of his body. If you can imagine a lance, or a battering ram, or a hammer weighing nearly half a ton driven by a cool, quiet mind living in the handle of it, you can roughly imagine what Kaa was like when he fought. A python four or five feet long can knock a man down if he hits him fairly in the chest, and Kaa was thirty feet long, as you know. His first stroke was delivered into the heart of the crowd round Baloo. It was sent home with shut mouth in silence, and there was no need of a second. The monkeys scattered with cries of – «Kaa! It is Kaa! Run! Run!»

       

      
        [image: ]
      

       

      Generations of monkeys had been scared into good behavior by the stories their elders told them of Kaa, the night thief, who could slip along the branches as quietly as moss grows, and steal away the strongest monkey that ever lived; of old Kaa, who could make himself look so like a dead branch or a rotten stump that the wisest were deceived, till the branch caught them. Kaa was everything that the monkeys feared in the jungle, for none of them knew the limits of his power, none of them could look him in the face, and none had ever come alive out of his hug. And so they ran, stammering with terror, to the walls and the roofs of the houses, and Baloo drew a deep breath of relief. His fur was much thicker than Bagheera’s, but he had suffered sorely in the fight. Then Kaa opened his mouth for the first time and spoke one long hissing word, and the far-away monkeys, hurrying to the defense of the Cold Lairs, stayed where they were, cowering, till the loaded branches bent and crackled under them. The monkeys on the walls and the empty houses stopped their cries, and in the stillness that fell upon the city Mowgli heard Bagheera shaking his wet sides as he came up from the tank. Then the clamor broke out again. The monkeys leaped higher up the walls. They clung around the necks of the big stone idols and shrieked as they skipped along the battlements, while Mowgli, dancing in the summer-house, put his eye to the screenwork and hooted owl-fashion between his front teeth, to show his derision and contempt.

      «Get the man-cub out of that trap; I can do no more», Bagheera gasped. «Let us take the man-cub and go. They may attack again».

      «They will not move till I order them. Stay you so!» Kaa hissed, and the city was silent once more. «I could not come before, Brother, but I think I heard thee call» – this was to Bagheera.

       

      «I-I may have cried out in the battle», Bagheera answered. «Baloo, art thou hurt?»

      «I am not sure that they did not pull me into a hundred little bearlings», said Baloo, gravely shaking one leg after the other. «Wow! I am sore. Kaa, we owe thee, I think, our lives – Bagheera and I».

      «No matter. Where is the manling?»

      «Here, in a trap. I cannot climb out», cried Mowgli.

      The curve of the broken dome was above his head.

      «Take him away. He dances like Mao the Peacock. He will crush our young», said the cobras inside.

      «Hah!» said Kaa with a chuckle, «he has friends everywhere, this manling. Stand back, manling. And hide you, O Poison People. I break down the wall».

      Kaa looked carefully till he found a discolored crack in the marble tracery showing a weak spot, made two or three light taps with his head to get the distance, and then lifting up six feet of his body clear of the ground, sent home half a dozen full-power smashing blows, nose-first.

      The screen-work broke and fell away in a cloud of dust and rubbish, and Mowgli leaped through the opening and flung himself between Baloo and Bagheera – an arm around each big neck.

      «Art thou hurt?» said Baloo, hugging him softly.

      «I am sore, hungry, and not a little bruised. But, oh, they have handled ye grievously, my Brothers! Ye bleed».

      «Others also», said Bagheera, licking his lips and looking at the monkey-dead on the terrace and round the tank.

      «It is nothing, it is nothing, if thou art safe, oh, my pride of all little frogs!» whimpered Baloo.

      «Of that we shall judge later», said Bagheera, in a dry voice that Mowgli did not at all like. «But here is Kaa to whom we owe the battle and thou owest thy life. Thank him according to our customs, Mowgli».

      Mowgli turned and saw the great Python’s head swaying a foot above his own.

      «So this is the manling», said Kaa. «Very soft is his skin, and he is not unlike the Bandar-log. Have a care, manling, that I do not mistake thee for a monkey some twilight when I have newly changed my coat».

      «We be one blood, thou and I», Mowgli answered. «I take my life from thee tonight. My kill shall be thy kill if ever thou art hungry, O Kaa».

      «All thanks, Little Brother», said Kaa, though his eyes twinkled. «And what may so bold a hunter kill? I ask that I may follow when next he goes abroad».

      «I kill nothing, – I am too little, – but I drive goats toward such as can use them. When thou art empty come to me and see if I speak the truth. I have some skill in these (he held out his hands), and if ever thou art in a trap, I may pay the debt which I owe to thee, to Bagheera, and to Baloo, here. Good hunting to ye all, my masters».

      «Well said», growled Baloo, for Mowgli had returned thanks very prettily. The Python dropped his head lightly for a minute on Mowgli’s shoulder. «A brave heart and a courteous tongue», said he. «They shall carry thee far through the jungle, manling. But now go hence quickly with thy friends. Go and sleep, for the moon sets, and what follows it is not well that thou shouldst see».

      The moon was sinking behind the hills and the lines of trembling monkeys huddled together on the walls and battlements looked like ragged shaky fringes of things. Baloo went down to the tank for a drink and Bagheera began to put his fur in order, as Kaa glided out into the center of the terrace and brought his jaws together with a ringing snap that drew all the monkeys’ eyes upon him.

      «The moon sets», he said. «Is there yet light enough to see?»

      From the walls came a moan like the wind in the tree-tops – «We see, O Kaa».

      «Good. Begins now the dance – the Dance of the Hunger of Kaa. Sit still and watch».

      He turned twice or thrice in a big circle, weaving his head from right to left. Then he began making loops and figures of eight with his body, and soft, oozy triangles that melted into squares and five-sided figures, and coiled mounds, never resting, never hurrying, and never stopping his low humming song. It grew darker and darker, till at last the dragging, shifting coils disappeared, but they could hear the rustle of the scales.

      Baloo and Bagheera stood still as stone, growling in their throats, their neck hair bristling, and Mowgli watched and wondered.

      «Bandar-log», said the voice of Kaa at last, «can ye stir foot or hand without my order? Speak!»

      «Without thy order we cannot stir foot or hand, O Kaa!»

      «Good! Come all one pace nearer to me».

      The lines of the monkeys swayed forward helplessly, and Baloo and Bagheera took one stiff step forward with them.

      «Nearer!» hissed Kaa, and they all moved again.

      Mowgli laid his hands on Baloo and Bagheera to get them away, and the two great beasts started as though they had been waked from a dream.

      «Keep thy hand on my shoulder», Bagheera whispered. «Keep it there, or I must go back – must go back to Kaa. Aah!»

      «It is only old Kaa making circles on the dust», said Mowgli. «Let us go». And the three slipped off through a gap in the walls to the jungle.

      «Whoof!» said Baloo, when he stood under the still trees again. «Never more will I make an ally of Kaa», and he shook himself all over.

      «He knows more than we», said Bagheera, trembling. «In a little time, had I stayed, I should have walked down his throat».

      «Many will walk by that road before the moon rises again», said Baloo. «He will have good hunting – after his own fashion».

      «But what was the meaning of it all?» said Mowgli, who did not know anything of a python’s powers of fascination. «I saw no more than a big snake making foolish circles till the dark came. And his nose was all sore. Ho! Ho!»

      «Mowgli», said Bagheera angrily, «his nose was sore on thy account, as my ears and sides and paws, and Baloo’s neck and shoulders are bitten on thy account. Neither Baloo nor Bagheera will be able to hunt with pleasure for many days».

      «It is nothing», said Baloo; «we have the man-cub again».

      «True, but he has cost us heavily in time which might have been spent in good hunting, in wounds, in hair – I am half plucked along my back – and last of all, in honor. For, remember, Mowgli, I, who am the Black Panther, was forced to call upon Kaa for protection, and Baloo and I were both made stupid as little birds by the Hunger Dance. All this, man-cub, came of thy playing with the Bandar-log».

      «True, it is true», said Mowgli sorrowfully. «I am an evil man-cub, and my stomach is sad in me».

      «Mf! What says the Law of the Jungle, Baloo?»

      Baloo did not wish to bring Mowgli into any more trouble, but he could not tamper with the Law, so he mumbled: «Sorrow never stays punishment. But remember, Bagheera, he is very little».

      «I will remember. But he has done mischief, and blows must be dealt now. Mowgli, hast thou anything to say?»

      «Nothing. I did wrong. Baloo and thou are wounded. It is just».

      Bagheera gave him half a dozen love-taps from a panther’s point of view (they would hardly have waked one of his own cubs), but for a seven-year-old boy they amounted to as severe a beating as you could wish to avoid. When it was all over Mowgli sneezed, and picked himself up without a word.

      «Now», said Bagheera, «jump on my back, Little Brother, and we will go home».

      One of the beauties of Jungle Law is that punishment settles all scores. There is no nagging afterward.

      Mowgli laid his head down on Bagheera’s back and slept so deeply that he never waked when he was put down in the home-cave.

       

      Road-Song of the Bandar-Log

       

      Here we go in a flung festoon,

      Half-way up to the jealous moon!

      Don’t you envy our pranceful bands?

      Don’t you wish you had extra hands?

       

      Wouldn’t you like if your tails were – so -

      Curved in the shape of a Cupid’s bow?

      Now you’re angry, but – never mind,

      Brother, thy tail hangs down behind!

       

      Here we sit in a branchy row,

      Thinking of beautiful things we know;

      Dreaming of deeds that we mean to do,

      All complete, in a minute or two -

       

      Something noble and wise and good,

      Done by merely wishing we could.

      We’ve forgotten, but – never mind,

      Brother, thy tail hangs down behind!

       

      All the talk we ever have heard

      Uttered by bat or beast or bird -

      Hide or fin or scale or feather -

      Jabber it quickly and all together!

       

      Excellent! Wonderful! Once again!

      Now we are talking just like men!

      Let’s pretend we are… never mind,

      Brother, thy tail hangs down behind!

      This is the way of the Monkey-kind.

       

      Then join our leaping lines

      that scumfish through the pines,

      That rocket by where, light and high,

      the wild grape swings.

      By the rubbish in our wake,

      and the noble noise we make,

      Be sure, be sure, we’re going to do

      some splendid things!

    


    
      
        Tiger! Tiger!

      

      What of the hunting, hunter bold?

      Brother, the watch was long and cold.

      What of the quarry ye went to kill?

      Brother, he crops in the jungle still.

      Where is the power that made your pride?

      Brother, it ebbs from my flank and side.

      Where is the haste that ye hurry by?

      Brother, I go to my lair – to die.

       

      Now we must go back to the first tale. When Mowgli left the wolf’s cave after the fight with the Pack at the Council Rock, he went down to the plowed lands where the villagers lived, but he would not stop there because it was too near to the jungle, and he knew that he had made at least one bad enemy at the Council. So he hurried on, keeping to the rough road that ran down the valley, and followed it at a steady jog-trot for nearly twenty miles, till he came to a country that he did not know. The valley opened out into a great plain dotted over with rocks and cut up by ravines. At one end stood a little village, and at the other the thick jungle came down in a sweep to the grazing-grounds, and stopped there as though it had been cut off with a hoe. All over the plain, cattle and buffaloes were grazing, and when the little boys in charge of the herds saw Mowgli they shouted and ran away, and the yellow pariah dogs that hang about every Indian village barked. Mowgli walked on, for he was feeling hungry, and when he came to the village gate he saw the big thorn-bush that was drawn up before the gate at twilight, pushed to one side.

      «Umph!» he said, for he had come across more than one such barricade in his night rambles after things to eat. «So men are afraid of the People of the Jungle here also». He sat down by the gate, and when a man came out he stood up, opened his mouth, and pointed down it to show that he wanted food. The man stared, and ran back up the one street of the village shouting for the priest, who was a big, fat man dressed in white, with a red and yellow mark on his forehead. The priest came to the gate, and with him at least a hundred people, who stared and talked and shouted and pointed at Mowgli.

      «They have no manners, these Men Folk», said Mowgli to himself. «Only the gray ape would behave as they do». So he threw back his long hair and frowned at the crowd.

      «What is there to be afraid of?» said the priest. «Look at the marks on his arms and legs. They are the bites of wolves. He is but a wolf-child run away from the jungle».

      Of course, in playing together, the cubs had often nipped Mowgli harder than they intended, and there were white scars all over his arms and legs. But he would have been the last person in the world to call these bites, for he knew what real biting meant.

      «Arre! Arre!» said two or three women together. «To be bitten by wolves, poor child! He is a handsome boy. He has eyes like red fire. By my honor, Messua, he is not unlike thy boy that was taken by the tiger».

      «Let me look», said a woman with heavy copper rings on her wrists and ankles, and she peered at Mowgli under the palm of her hand. «Indeed he is not. He is thinner, but he has the very look of my boy».

      The priest was a clever man, and he knew that Messua was wife to the richest villager in the place. So he looked up at the sky for a minute and said solemnly: «What the jungle has taken the jungle has restored. Take the boy into thy house, my sister, and forget not to honor the priest who sees so far into the lives of men».

      «By the Bull that bought me», said Mowgli to himself, «but all this talking is like another looking-over by the Pack! Well, if I am a man, a man I must become».

      The crowd parted as the woman beckoned Mowgli to her hut, where there was a red lacquered bedstead, a great earthen grain chest with funny raised patterns on it, half a dozen copper cooking pots, an image of a Hindu god in a little alcove, and on the wall a real looking-glass, such as they sell at the country fairs.

      She gave him a long drink of milk. Mowgli was uneasy, because he had never been under a roof before. But as he looked at the thatch, he saw that he could tear it out any time if he wanted to get away, and that the window had no fastenings.

      «What is the good of a man», he said to himself at last, «if he does not understand man’s talk? Now I am as silly and dumb as a man would be with us in the jungle. I must speak their talk».

      It was not for fun that he had learned while he was with the wolves to imitate the challenge of bucks in the jungle and the grunt of the little wild pig. So, as soon as Messua pronounced a word Mowgli would imitate it almost perfectly, and before dark he had learned the names of many things in the hut.

      There was a difficulty at bedtime, because Mowgli would not sleep under anything that looked so like a panther trap as that hut, and when they shut the door he went through the window. «Give him his will», said Messua’s husband. «Remember he can never till now have slept on a bed. If he is indeed sent in the place of our son he will not run away».

      So Mowgli stretched himself in some long, clean grass at the edge of the field, but before he had closed his eyes a soft gray nose poked him under the chin.

      «Phew!» said Gray Brother (he was the eldest of Mother Wolf’s cubs). «This is a poor reward for following thee twenty miles. Thou smellest of wood smoke and cattle – altogether like a man already. Wake, Little Brother; I bring news». «Are all well in the jungle?» said Mowgli, hugging him.

      «All except the wolves that were burned with the Red Flower. Now, listen. Shere Khan has gone away to hunt far off till his coat grows again, for he is badly singed. When he returns he swears that he will lay thy bones in the Waingunga».

      «There are two words to that. I also have made a little promise. But news is always good. I am tired to-night, – very tired with new things, Gray Brother, – but bring me the news always».

      «Thou wilt not forget that thou art a wolf? Men will not make thee forget?» said Gray Brother anxiously.

      «Never. I will always remember that I love thee and all in our cave. But also I will always remember that I have been cast out of the Pack». «And that thou mayest be cast out of another pack. Men are only men, Little Brother, and their talk is like the talk of frogs in a pond. When I come down here again, I will wait for thee in the bamboos at the edge of the grazing-ground».

      For three months after that night Mowgli hardly ever left the village gate, he was so busy learning the ways and customs of men. First he had to wear a cloth round him, which annoyed him horribly; and then he had to learn about money, which he did not in the least understand, and about plowing, of which he did not see the use. Then the little children in the village made him very angry. Luckily, the Law of the Jungle had taught him to keep his temper, for in the jungle life and food depend on keeping your temper; but when they made fun of him because he would not play games or fly kites, or because he mispronounced some word, only the knowledge that it was unsportsmanlike to kill little naked cubs kept him from picking them up and breaking them in two.

      He did not know his own strength in the least. In the jungle he knew he was weak compared with the beasts, but in the village people said that he was as strong as a bull.

      And Mowgli had not the faintest idea of the difference that caste makes between man and man. When the potter’s donkey slipped in the clay pit, Mowgli hauled it out by the tail, and helped to stack the pots for their journey to the market at Khanhiwara.

      That was very shocking, too, for the potter is a low-caste man, and his donkey is worse. When the priest scolded him, Mowgli threatened to put him on the donkey too, and the priest told Messua’s husband that Mowgli had better be set to work as soon as possible; and the village head-man told Mowgli that he would have to go out with the buffaloes next day, and herd them while they grazed. No one was more pleased than Mowgli; and that night, because he had been appointed a servant of the village, as it were, he went off to a circle that met every evening on a masonry platform under a great fig-tree. It was the village club, and the head-man and the watchman and the barber, who knew all the gossip of the village, and old Buldeo, the village hunter, who had a Tower musket, met and smoked. The monkeys sat and talked in the upper branches, and there was a hole under the platform where a cobra lived, and he had his little platter of milk every night because he was sacred; and the old men sat around the tree and talked, and pulled at the big huqas (the water-pipes) till far into the night. They told wonderful tales of gods and men and ghosts; and Buldeo told even more wonderful ones of the ways of beasts in the jungle, till the eyes of the children sitting outside the circle bulged out of their heads. Most of the tales were about animals, for the jungle was always at their door. The deer and the wild pig grubbed up their crops, and now and again the tiger carried off a man at twilight, within sight of the village gates.

      Mowgli, who naturally knew something about what they were talking of, had to cover his face not to show that he was laughing, while Buldeo, the Tower musket across his knees, climbed on from one wonderful story to another, and Mowgli’s shoulders shook.

      Buldeo was explaining how the tiger that had carried away Messua’s son was a ghost-tiger, and his body was inhabited by the ghost of a wicked, old money-lender, who had died some years ago. «And I know that this is true», he said, «because Purun Dass always limped from the blow that he got in a riot when his account books were burned, and the tiger that I speak of he limps, too, for the tracks of his pads are unequal».

      «True, true, that must be the truth», said the gray-beards, nodding together.

      «Are all these tales such cobwebs and moon talk?» said Mowgli. «That tiger limps because he was born lame, as everyone knows. To talk of the soul of a money-lender in a beast that never had the courage of a jackal is child’s talk».

      Buldeo was speechless with surprise for a moment, and the head-man stared.

      «Oho! It is the jungle brat, is it?» said Buldeo. «If thou art so wise, better bring his hide to Khanhiwara, for the Government has set a hundred rupees on his life. Better still, talk not when thy elders speak».

      Mowgli rose to go. «All the evening I have lain here listening», he called back over his shoulder, «and, except once or twice, Buldeo has not said one word of truth concerning the jungle, which is at his very doors. How, then, shall I believe the tales of ghosts and gods and goblins which he says he has seen?»

      «It is full time that boy went to herding», said the head-man, while Buldeo puffed and snorted at Mowgli’s impertinence.

      The custom of most Indian villages is for a few boys to take the cattle and buffaloes out to graze in the early morning, and bring them back at night. The very cattle that would trample a white man to death allow themselves to be banged and bullied and shouted at by children that hardly come up to their noses. So long as the boys keep with the herds they are safe, for not even the tiger will charge a mob of cattle. But if they straggle to pick flowers or hunt lizards, they are sometimes carried off. Mowgli went through the village street in the dawn, sitting on the back of Rama, the great herd bull. The slaty-blue buffaloes, with their long, backward-sweeping horns and savage eyes, rose out their byres, one by one, and followed him, and Mowgli made it very clear to the children with him that he was the master. He beat the buffaloes with a long, polished bamboo, and told Kamya, one of the boys, to graze the cattle by themselves, while he went on with the buffaloes, and to be very careful not to stray away from the herd.

      An Indian grazing ground is all rocks and scrub and tussocks and little ravines, among which the herds scatter and disappear. The buffaloes generally keep to the pools and muddy places, where they lie wallowing or basking in the warm mud for hours. Mowgli drove them on to the edge of the plain where the Waingunga came out of the jungle; then he dropped from Rama’s neck, trotted off to a bamboo clump, and found Gray Brother. «Ah», said Gray Brother, «I have waited here very many days. What is the meaning of this cattle-herding work?»

      «It is an order», said Mowgli. «I am a village herd for a while. What news of Shere Khan?»

      «He has come back to this country, and has waited here a long time for thee. Now he has gone off again, for the game is scarce. But he means to kill thee».

      «Very good», said Mowgli. «So long as he is away do thou or one of the four brothers sit on that rock, so that I can see thee as I come out of the village. When he comes back wait for me in the ravine by the dhak tree in the center of the plain. We need not walk into Shere Khan’s mouth».

      Then Mowgli picked out a shady place, and lay down and slept while the buffaloes grazed round him. Herding in India is one of the laziest things in the world. The cattle move and crunch, and lie down, and move on again, and they do not even low. They only grunt, and the buffaloes very seldom say anything, but get down into the muddy pools one after another, and work their way into the mud till only their noses and staring china-blue eyes show above the surface, and then they lie like logs. The sun makes the rocks dance in the heat, and the herd children hear one kite (never any more) whistling almost out of sight overhead, and they know that if they died, or a cow died, that kite would sweep down, and the next kite miles away would see him drop and follow, and the next, and the next, and almost before they were dead there would be a score of hungry kites come out of nowhere. Then they sleep and wake and sleep again, and weave little baskets of dried grass and put grasshoppers in them; or catch two praying mantises and make them fight; or string a necklace of red and black jungle nuts; or watch a lizard basking on a rock, or a snake hunting a frog near the wallows. Then they sing long, long songs with odd native quavers at the end of them, and the day seems longer than most people’s whole lives, and perhaps they make a mud castle with mud figures of men and horses and buffaloes, and put reeds into the men’s hands, and pretend that they are kings and the figures are their armies, or that they are gods to be worshipped. Then evening comes and the children call, and the buffaloes lumber up out of the sticky mud with noises like gunshots going off one after the other, and they all string across the gray plain back to the twinkling village lights.

      Day after day Mowgli would lead the buffaloes out to their wallows, and day after day he would see Gray Brother’s back a mile and a half away across the plain (so he knew that Shere Khan had not come back), and day after day he would lie on the grass listening to the noises round him, and dreaming of old days in the jungle. If Shere Khan had made a false step with his lame paw up in the jungles by the Waingunga, Mowgli would have heard him in those long, still mornings.

      At last a day came when he did not see Gray Brother at the signal place, and he laughed and headed the buffaloes for the ravine by the dhak tree, which was all covered with golden-red flowers. There sat Gray Brother, every bristle on his back lifted.

      «He has hidden for a month to throw thee off thy guard. He crossed the ranges last night with Tabaqui, hot-foot on thy trail», said the Wolf, panting.

      Mowgli frowned. «I am not afraid of Shere Khan, but Tabaqui is very cunning».

      «Have no fear», said Gray Brother, licking his lips a little. «I met Tabaqui in the dawn. Now he is telling all his wisdom to the kites, but he told me everything before I broke his back. Shere Khan’s plan is to wait for thee at the village gate this evening – for thee and for no one else. He is lying up now, in the big dry ravine of the Waingunga».

      «Has he eaten today, or does he hunt empty?» said Mowgli, for the answer meant life and death to him.

      «He killed at dawn, – a pig, – and he has drunk too. Remember, Shere Khan could never fast, even for the sake of revenge».

      «Oh! Fool, fool! What a cub’s cub it is! Eaten and drunk too, and he thinks that I shall wait till he has slept! Now, where does he lie up? If there were but ten of us we might pull him down as he lies. These buffaloes will not charge unless they wind him, and I cannot speak their language. Can we get behind his track so that they may smell it?»

      «He swam far down the Waingunga to cut that off», said Gray Brother.

      «Tabaqui told him that, I know. He would never have thought of it alone». Mowgli stood with his finger in his mouth, thinking. «The big ravine of the Waingunga. That opens out on the plain not half a mile from here. I can take the herd round through the jungle to the head of the ravine and then sweep down – but he would slink out at the foot. We must block that end. Gray Brother, canst thou cut the herd in two for me?»

      «Not I, perhaps – but I have brought a wise helper». Gray Brother trotted off and dropped into a hole. Then there lifted up a huge gray head that Mowgli knew well, and the hot air was filled with the most desolate cry of all the jungle – the hunting howl of a wolf at midday.

      «Akela! Akela!» said Mowgli, clapping his hands. «I might have known that thou wouldst not forget me. We have a big work in hand. Cut the herd in two, Akela. Keep the cows and calves together, and the bulls and the plow buffaloes by themselves».

      The two wolves ran, ladies’-chain fashion, in and out of the herd, which snorted and threw up its head, and separated into two clumps. In one, the cow-buffaloes stood with their calves in the center, and glared and pawed, ready, if a wolf would only stay still, to charge down and trample the life out of him.

      In the other, the bulls and the young bulls snorted and stamped, but though they looked more imposing they were much less dangerous, for they had no calves to protect. No six men could have divided the herd so neatly.

      «What orders?» panted Akela. «They are trying to join again».

      Mowgli slipped on to Rama’s back. «Drive the bulls away to the left, Akela. Gray Brother, when we are gone, hold the cows together, and drive them into the foot of the ravine».

      «How far?» said Gray Brother, panting and snapping.

      «Till the sides are higher than Shere Khan can jump», shouted Mowgli. «Keep them there till we come down». The bulls swept off as Akela bayed, and Gray Brother stopped in front of the cows. They charged down on him, and he ran just before them to the foot of the ravine, as Akela drove the bulls far to the left.

      «Well done! Another charge and they are fairly started. Careful, now – careful, Akela. A snap too much and the bulls will charge. Hujah! This is wilder work than driving black-buck. Didst thou think these creatures could move so swiftly?» Mowgli called.

      «I have – have hunted these too in my time», gasped Akela in the dust. «Shall I turn them into the jungle?»

      «Ay! Turn. Swiftly turn them! Rama is mad with rage. Oh, if I could only tell him what I need of him today».

      The bulls were turned, to the right this time, and crashed into the standing thicket. The other herd children, watching with the cattle half a mile away, hurried to the village as fast as their legs could carry them, crying that the buffaloes had gone mad and run away.

      But Mowgli’s plan was simple enough. All he wanted to do was to make a big circle uphill and get at the head of the ravine, and then take the bulls down it and catch Shere Khan between the bulls and the cows; for he knew that after a meal and a full drink Shere Khan would not be in any condition to fight or to clamber up the sides of the ravine. He was soothing the buffaloes now by voice, and Akela had dropped far to the rear, only whimpering once or twice to hurry the rear-guard. It was a long, long circle, for they did not wish to get too near the ravine and give Shere Khan warning. At last Mowgli rounded up the bewildered herd at the head of the ravine on a grassy patch that sloped steeply down to the ravine itself. From that height you could see across the tops of the trees down to the plain below; but what Mowgli looked at was the sides of the ravine, and he saw with a great deal of satisfaction that they ran nearly straight up and down, while the vines and creepers that hung over them would give no foothold to a tiger who wanted to get out.

      «Let them breathe, Akela», he said, holding up his hand. «They have not winded him yet. Let them breathe. I must tell Shere Khan who comes. We have him in the trap».

      He put his hands to his mouth and shouted down the ravine – it was almost like shouting down a tunnel – and the echoes jumped from rock to rock.

      After a long time there came back the drawling, sleepy snarl of a full-fed tiger just wakened.

      «Who calls?» said Shere Khan, and a splendid peacock fluttered up out of the ravine screeching.

      «I, Mowgli. Cattle thief, it is time to come to the Council Rock! Down – hurry them down, Akela! Down, Rama, down!»

      The herd paused for an instant at the edge of the slope, but Akela gave tongue in the full hunting-yell, and they pitched over one after the other, just as steamers shoot rapids, the sand and stones spurting up round them. Once started, there was no chance of stopping, and before they were fairly in the bed of the ravine Rama winded Shere Khan and bellowed.

      «Ha! Ha!» said Mowgli, on his back. «Now thou knowest!» and the torrent of black horns, foaming muzzles, and staring eyes whirled down the ravine just as boulders go down in floodtime; the weaker buffaloes being shouldered out to the sides of the ravine where they tore through the creepers. They knew what the business was before them – the terrible charge of the buffalo herd against which no tiger can hope to stand. Shere Khan heard the thunder of their hoofs, picked himself up, and lumbered down the ravine, looking from side to side for some way of escape, but the walls of the ravine were straight and he had to hold on, heavy with his dinner and his drink, willing to do anything rather than fight. The herd splashed through the pool he had just left, bellowing till the narrow cut rang. Mowgli heard an answering bellow from the foot of the ravine, saw Shere Khan turn (the tiger knew if the worst came to the worst it was better to meet the bulls than the cows with their calves), and then Rama tripped, stumbled, and went on again over something soft, and, with the bulls at his heels, crashed full into the other herd, while the weaker buffaloes were lifted clean off their feet by the shock of the meeting.

      That charge carried both herds out into the plain, goring and stamping and snorting. Mowgli watched his time, and slipped off Rama’s neck, laying about him right and left with his stick.

      «Quick, Akela! Break them up. Scatter them, or they will be fighting one another. Drive them away, Akela. Hai, Rama! Hai, hai, hai! my children. Softly now, softly! It is all over».

      Akela and Gray Brother ran to and fro nipping the buffaloes’ legs, and though the herd wheeled once to charge up the ravine again, Mowgli managed to turn Rama, and the others followed him to the wallows.

      Shere Khan needed no more trampling.

      He was dead, and the kites were coming for him already.

      «Brothers, that was a dog’s death», said Mowgli, feeling for the knife he always carried in a sheath round his neck now that he lived with men. «But he would never have shown fight. His hide will look well on the Council Rock. We must get to work swiftly».

      A boy trained among men would never have dreamed of skinning a ten-foot tiger alone, but Mowgli knew better than anyone else how an animal’s skin is fitted on, and how it can be taken off. But it was hard work, and Mowgli slashed and tore and grunted for an hour, while the wolves lolled out their tongues, or came forward and tugged as he ordered them. Presently a hand fell on his shoulder, and looking up he saw Buldeo with the Tower musket. The children had told the village about the buffalo stampede, and Buldeo went out angrily, only too anxious to correct Mowgli for not taking better care of the herd. The wolves dropped out of sight as soon as they saw the man coming.

      «What is this folly?» said Buldeo angrily. «To think that thou canst skin a tiger! Where did the buffaloes kill him? It is the Lame Tiger too, and there is a hundred rupees on his head. Well, well, we will overlook thy letting the herd run off, and perhaps I will give thee one of the rupees of the reward when I have taken the skin to Khanhiwara». He fumbled in his waist cloth for flint and steel, and stooped down to singe Shere Khan’s whiskers. Most native hunters always singe a tiger’s whiskers to prevent his ghost from haunting them.

      «Hum!» said Mowgli, half to himself as he ripped back the skin of a forepaw. «So thou wilt take the hide to Khanhiwara for the reward, and perhaps give me one rupee? Now it is in my mind that I need the skin for my own use. Heh! Old man, take away that fire!»

      «What talk is this to the chief hunter of the village? Thy luck and the stupidity of thy buffaloes have helped thee to this kill. The tiger has just fed, or he would have gone twenty miles by this time. Thou canst not even skin him properly, little beggar brat, and forsooth I, Buldeo, must be told not to singe his whiskers. Mowgli, I will not give thee one anna of the reward, but only a very big beating. Leave the carcass!»

      «By the Bull that bought me», said Mowgli, who was trying to get at the shoulder, «must I stay babbling to an old ape all noon? Here, Akela, this man plagues me».

      Buldeo, who was still stooping over Shere Khan’s head, found himself sprawling on the grass, with a gray wolf standing over him, while Mowgli went on skinning as though he were alone in all India.

      «Ye-es», he said, between his teeth. «Thou art altogether right, Buldeo. Thou wilt never give me one anna of the reward. There is an old war between this lame tiger and myself, a very old war, and – I have won». To do Buldeo justice, if he had been ten years younger he would have taken his chance with Akela had he met the wolf in the woods, but a wolf who obeyed the orders of this boy who had private wars with man-eating tigers was not a common animal. It was sorcery, magic of the worst kind, thought Buldeo, and he wondered whether the amulet round his neck would protect him.

      He lay as still as still, expecting every minute to see Mowgli turn into a tiger too.

      «Maharaj! Great King», he said at last in a husky whisper.

      «Yes», said Mowgli, without turning his head, chuckling a little.

      «I am an old man. I did not know that thou wast anything more than a herdsboy. May I rise up and go away, or will thy servant tear me to pieces?»

      «Go, and peace go with thee. Only, another time do not meddle with my game. Let him go, Akela».

      Buldeo hobbled away to the village as fast as he could, looking back over his shoulder in case Mowgli should change into something terrible. When he got to the village he told a tale of magic and enchantment and sorcery that made the priest look very grave.
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      Mowgli went on with his work, but it was nearly twilight before he and the wolves had drawn the great gay skin clear of the body.

      «Now we must hide this and take the buffaloes home! Help me to herd them, Akela».

      The herd rounded up in the misty twilight, and when they got near the village Mowgli saw lights, and heard the conches and bells in the temple blowing and banging. Half the village seemed to be waiting for him by the gate. «That is because I have killed Shere Khan», he said to himself. But a shower of stones whistled about his ears, and the villagers shouted: «Sorcerer! Wolf’s brat! Jungle demon! Go away! Get hence quickly or the priest will turn thee into a wolf again. Shoot, Buldeo, shoot!»

      The old Tower musket went off with a bang, and a young buffalo bellowed in pain.

      «More sorcery!» shouted the villagers. «He can turn bullets. Buldeo, that was thy buffalo».

      «Now what is this?» said Mowgli, bewildered, as the stones flew thicker.

      «They are not unlike the Pack, these brothers of thine», said Akela, sitting down composedly. «It is in my head that, if bullets mean anything, they would cast thee out».

      «Wolf! Wolf’s cub! Go away!» shouted the priest, waving a sprig of the sacred tulsi plant.

      «Again? Last time it was because I was a man. This time it is because I am a wolf. Let us go, Akela».

      A woman – it was Messua – ran across to the herd, and cried: «Oh, my son, my son! They say thou art a sorcerer who can turn himself into a beast at will. I do not believe, but go away or they will kill thee. Buldeo says thou art a wizard, but I know thou hast avenged Nathoo’s death».

      «Come back, Messua!» shouted the crowd. «Come back, or we will stone thee».

      Mowgli laughed a little short ugly laugh, for a stone had hit him in the mouth.

      «Run back, Messua. This is one of the foolish tales they tell under the big tree at dusk. I have at least paid for thy son’s life. Farewell; and run quickly, for I shall send the herd in more swiftly than their brickbats. I am no wizard, Messua. Farewell!»

      «Now, once more, Akela», he cried. «Bring the herd in».

      The buffaloes were anxious enough to get to the village. They hardly needed Akela’s yell, but charged through the gate like a whirlwind, scattering the crowd right and left.

      «Keep count!» shouted Mowgli scornfully. «It may be that I have stolen one of them. Keep count, for I will do your herding no more. Fare you well, children of men, and thank Messua that I do not come in with my wolves and hunt you up and down your street».

      He turned on his heel and walked away with the Lone Wolf, and as he looked up at the stars he felt happy. «No more sleeping in traps for me, Akela. Let us get Shere Khan’s skin and go away. No, we will not hurt the village, for Messua was kind to me».

      When the moon rose over the plain, making it look all milky, the horrified villagers saw Mowgli, with two wolves at his heels and a bundle on his head, trotting across at the steady wolf’s trot that eats up the long miles like fire.

      Then they banged the temple bells and blew the conches louder than ever. And Messua cried, and Buldeo embroidered the story of his adventures in the jungle, till he ended by saying that Akela stood up on his hind legs and talked like a man.

      The moon was just going down when Mowgli and the two wolves came to the hill of the Council Rock, and they stopped at Mother Wolf’s cave.

      «They have cast me out from the Man Pack, Mother», shouted Mowgli, «but I come with the hide of Shere Khan to keep my word».

      Mother Wolf walked stiffly from the cave with the cubs behind her, and her eyes glowed as she saw the skin.

      «I told him on that day, when he crammed his head and shoulders into this cave, hunting for thy life, Little Frog – I told him that the hunter would be the hunted. It is well done».

      «Little Brother, it is well done», said a deep voice in the thicket. «We were lonely in the jungle without thee», and Bagheera came running to Mowgli’s bare feet. They clambered up the Council Rock together, and Mowgli spread the skin out on the flat stone where Akela used to sit, and pegged it down with four slivers of bamboo, and Akela lay down upon it, and called the old call to the Council, «Look – look well, O Wolves», exactly as he had called when Mowgli was first brought there.

      Ever since Akela had been deposed, the Pack had been without a leader, hunting and fighting at their own pleasure. But they answered the call from habit; and some of them were lame from the traps they had fallen into, and some limped from shot wounds, and some were mangy from eating bad food, and many were missing. But they came to the Council Rock, all that were left of them, and saw Shere Khan’s striped hide on the rock, and the huge claws dangling at the end of the empty dangling feet. It was then that Mowgli made up a song that came up into his throat all by itself, and he shouted it aloud, leaping up and down on the rattling skin, and beating time with his heels till he had no more breath left, while Gray Brother and Akela howled between the verses.

      «Look well, O Wolves. Have I kept my word?» said Mowgli. And the wolves bayed «Yes», and one tattered wolf howled:

      «Lead us again, O Akela. Lead us again, O Man-cub, for we be sick of this lawlessness, and we would be the Free People once more».

      «Nay», purred Bagheera, «that may not be. When ye are full-fed, the madness may come upon you again. Not for nothing are ye called the Free People. Ye fought for freedom, and it is yours. Eat it, O Wolves».

      «Man Pack and Wolf Pack have cast me out», said Mowgli. «Now I will hunt alone in the jungle».

      «And we will hunt with thee», said the four cubs.

      So Mowgli went away and hunted with the four cubs in the jungle from that day on. But he was not always alone, because, years afterward, he became a man and married.

      But that is a story for grown-ups.

    


    
      
        Mowgli’s Song

      

      That he sang at the Counsil Rock when he danced on Shere Khans’s hide

       

      The Song of Mowgli – I, Mowgli, am singing. Let the jungle listen to the things I have done.

       

      Shere Khan said he would kill – would kill! At the gates in the twilight he would kill Mowgli, the Frog!

       

      He ate and he drank. Drink deep, Shere Khan, for when wilt thou drink again? Sleep and dream of the kill.

       

      I am alone on the grazing-grounds. Gray Brother, come to me!

       

      Come to me, Lone Wolf, for there is big game afoot!

       

      Bring up the great bull buffaloes, the blue- skinned herd bulls with the angry eyes. Drive them to and fro as I order.

       

      Sleepest thou still, Shere Khan? Wake, oh, wake! Here come I, and the bulls are behind.

       

      Rama, the King of the Buffaloes, stamped with his foot. Waters of the Waingunga, whither went Shere Khan?

       

      He is not Ikki to dig holes, nor Mao, the Peacock, that he should fly. He is not Mang the Bat, to hang in the branches. Little bamboos that creak together, tell me where he ran?

       

      Ow! He is there. Ahoo! He is there. Under the feet of Rama lies the Lame One! Up, Shere Khan!

       

      Up and kill! Here is meat; break the necks of the bulls!

       

      Hsh! He is asleep. We will not wake him, for his strength is very great. The kites have come down to see it. The black ants have come up to know it. There is a great assembly in his honor.

       

      Alala! I have no cloth to wrap me. The kites will see that I am naked. I am ashamed to meet all these people.

       

      Lend me thy coat, Shere Khan. Lend me thy gay striped coat that I may go to the Council Rock.

       

      By the Bull that bought me I made a promise – a little promise.

       

      Only thy coat is lacking before I keep my word. With the knife, with the knife that men use, with the knife of the hunter, I will stoop down for my gift.

       

      Waters of the Waingunga, Shere Khan gives me his coat for the love that he bears me. Pull, Gray Brother! Pull, Akela! Heavy is the hide of Shere Khan.

       

      The Man Pack are angry. They throw stones and talk child’s talk.

       

      My mouth is bleeding. Let me run away.

       

      Through the night, through the hot night, run swiftly with me, my brothers. We will leave the lights of the village and go to the low moon.

       

      Waters of the Waingunga, the Man Pack have cast me out. I did them no harm, but they were afraid of me. Why?

       

      Wolf Pack, ye have cast me out too. The jungle is shut to me and the village gates are shut. Why?

       

      As Mang flies between the beasts and birds, so fly I between the village and the jungle. Why?

       

      I dance on the hide of Shere Khan, but my heart is very heavy. My mouth is cut and wounded with the stones from the village, but my heart is very light, because I have come back to the jungle. Why?

       

      These two things fight together in me as the snakes fight in the spring. The water comes out of my eyes; yet I laugh while it falls. Why?

       

      I am two Mowglis, but the hide of Shere Khan is under my feet.

       

      All the jungle knows that I have killed Shere Khan. Look – look well, O Wolves!

       

      Ahae! My heart is heavy with the things that I do not understand.

    


    
      
        The White Seal

      

      Oh! hush thee, my baby, the night is behind us,

      And black are the waters that sparkled so green.

      The moon, o’er the combers, looks downward to find us

      At rest in the hollows that rustle between.

      Where billow meets billow, then soft be thy pillow,

      Ah, weary wee flipperling, curl at thy ease!

      The storm shall not wake thee, nor shark overtake thee,

      Asleep in the arms of the slow-swinging seas!

       

      Seal Lullaby

       

      All these things happened several years ago at a place called Novastoshnah, or North East Point, on the Island of St. Paul, away and away in the Bering Sea.

      Limmershin, the Winter Wren, told me the tale when he was blown on to the rigging of a steamer going to Japan, and I took him down into my cabin and warmed and fed him for a couple of days till he was fit to fly back to St. Paul’s again. Limmershin is a very quaint little bird, but he knows how to tell the truth.

      Nobody comes to Novastoshnah except on business, and the only people who have regular business there are the seals. They come in the summer months by hundreds and hundreds of thousands out of the cold gray sea. For Novastoshnah Beach has the finest accommodation for seals of any place in all the world.

      Sea Catch knew that, and every spring would swim from whatever place he happened to be in – would swim like a torpedo-boat straight for Novastoshnah and spend a month fighting with his companions for a good place on the rocks, as close to the sea as possible.

      Sea Catch was fifteen years old, a huge gray fur seal with almost a mane on his shoulders, and long, wicked dog teeth. When he heaved himself up on his front flippers he stood more than four feet clear of the ground, and his weight, if anyone had been bold enough to weigh him, was nearly seven hundred pounds.

      He was scarred all over with the marks of savage fights, but he was always ready for just one fight more. He would put his head on one side, as though he were afraid to look his enemy in the face; then he would shoot it out like lightning, and when the big teeth were firmly fixed on the other seal’s neck, the other seal might get away if he could, but Sea Catch would not help him.

      Yet Sea Catch never chased a beaten seal, for that was against the Rules of the Beach. He only wanted room by the sea for his nursery. But as there were forty or fifty thousand other seals hunting for the same thing each spring, the whistling, bellowing, roaring, and blowing on the beach was something frightful.

      From a little hill called Hutchinson’s Hill, you could look over three and a half miles of ground covered with fighting seals; and the surf was dotted all over with the heads of seals hurrying to land and begin their share of the fighting.

      They fought in the breakers, they fought in the sand, and they fought on the smooth-worn basalt rocks of the nurseries, for they were just as stupid and unaccom-modating as men.

      Their wives never came to the island until late in May or early in June, for they did not care to be torn to pieces; and the young two-, three-, and four-year-old seals who had not begun housekeeping went inland about half a mile through the ranks of the fighters and played about on the sand dunes in droves and legions, and rubbed off every single green thing that grew. They were called the holluschickie – the bachelors – and there were perhaps two or three hundred thousand of them at Novastoshnah alone.

      Sea Catch had just finished his forty-fifth fight one spring when Matkah, his soft, sleek, gentle-eyed wife, came up out of the sea, and he caught her by the scruff of the neck and dumped her down on his reservation, saying gruffly: «Late as usual. Where have you been?»

      It was not the fashion for Sea Catch to eat anything during the four months he stayed on the beaches, and so his temper was generally bad. Matkah knew better than to answer back. She looked round and cooed: «How thoughtful of you. You’ve taken the old place again».

      «I should think I had», said Sea Catch. «Look at me!»

      He was scratched and bleeding in twenty places; one eye was almost out, and his sides were torn to ribbons.

      «Oh, you men, you men!» Matkah said, fanning herself with her hind flipper. «Why can’t you be sensible and settle your places quietly? You look as though you had been fighting with the Killer Whale».

      «I haven’t been doing anything but fight since the middle of May. The beach is disgracefully crowded this season. I’ve met at least a hundred seals from Lukannon Beach, house hunting. Why can’t people stay where they belong?»

      «I’ve often thought we should be much happier if we hauled out at Otter Island instead of this crowded place», said Matkah.

      «Bah! Only the holluschickie go to Otter Island. If we went there they would say we were afraid. We must preserve appearances, my dear».

      Sea Catch sunk his head proudly between his fat shoulders and pretended to go to sleep for a few minutes, but all the time he was keeping a sharp lookout for a fight. Now that all the seals and their wives were on the land, you could hear their clamor miles out to sea above the loudest gales.

      At the lowest counting there were over a million seals on the beach – old seals, mother seals, tiny babies, and holluschickie, fighting, scuffling, bleating, crawling, and playing together – going down to the sea and coming up from it in gangs and regiments, lying over every foot of ground as far as the eye could reach, and skirmishing about in brigades through the fog. It is nearly always foggy at Novastoshnah, except when the sun comes out and makes everything look all pearly and rainbow-colored for a little while.

      Kotick, Matkah’s baby, was born in the middle of that confusion, and he was all head and shoulders, with pale, watery blue eyes, as tiny seals must be, but there was something about his coat that made his mother look at him very closely.

      «Sea Catch», she said, at last, «our baby’s going to be white!»

      «Empty clam-shells and dry seaweed!» snorted Sea Catch. «There never has been such a thing in the world as a white seal».

      «I can’t help that», said Matkah; «there’s going to be now». And she sang the low, crooning seal song that all the mother seals sing to their babies:

       

      You mustn’t swim till you’re six weeks old,

      Or your head will be sunk by your heels;

      And summer gales and Killer Whales

      Are bad for baby seals.

      Are bad for baby seals, dear rat,

      As bad as bad can be;

      But splash and grow strong,

      And you can’t be wrong.

      Child of the Open Sea!

       

      Of course the little fellow did not understand the words at first. He paddled and scrambled about by his mother’s side, and learned to scuffle out of the way when his father was fighting with another seal, and the two rolled and roared up and down the slippery rocks. Matkah used to go to sea to get things to eat, and the baby was fed only once in two days, but then he ate all he could and throve upon it.

      The first thing he did was to crawl inland, and there he met tens of thousands of babies of his own age, and they played together like puppies, went to sleep on the clean sand, and played again. The old people in the nurseries took no notice of them, and the holluschickie kept to their own grounds, and the babies had a beautiful playtime.

      When Matkah came back from her deep-sea fishing she would go straight to their playground and call as a sheep calls for a lamb, and wait until she heard Kotick bleat. Then she would take the straightest of straight lines in his direction, striking out with her fore flippers and knocking the youngsters head over heels right and left. There were always a few hundred mothers hunting for their children through the playgrounds, and the babies were kept lively. But, as Matkah told Kotick, «So long as you don’t lie in muddy water and get mange, or rub the hard sand into a cut or scratch, and so long as you never go swimming when there is a heavy sea, nothing will hurt you here».

      Little seals can no more swim than little children, but they are unhappy till they learn. The first time that Kotick went down to the sea a wave carried him out beyond his depth, and his big head sank and his little hind flippers flew up exactly as his mother had told him in the song, and if the next wave had not thrown him back again he would have drowned.

      After that, he learned to lie in a beach pool and let the wash of the waves just cover him and lift him up while he paddled, but he always kept his eye open for big waves that might hurt. He was two weeks learning to use his flippers; and all that while he floundered in and out of the water, and coughed and grunted and crawled up the beach and took catnaps on the sand, and went back again, until at last he found that he truly belonged to the water.

      Then you can imagine the times that he had with his companions, ducking under the rollers; or coming in on top of a comber and landing with a swash and a splutter as the big wave went whirling far up the beach; or standing up on his tail and scratching his head as the old people did; or playing «I’m the King of the Castle» on slippery, weedy rocks that just stuck out of the wash.

      Now and then he would see a thin fin, like a big shark’s fin, drifting along close to shore, and he knew that that was the Killer Whale, the Grampus, who eats young seals when he can get them; and Kotick would head for the beach like an arrow, and the fin would jig off slowly, as if it were looking for nothing at all.

      Late in October the seals began to leave St. Paul’s for the deep sea, by families and tribes, and there was no more fighting over the nurseries, and the holluschickie played anywhere they liked. «Next year», said Matkah to Kotick, «you will be a holluschickie; but this year you must learn how to catch fish».

      They set out together across the Pacific, and Matkah showed Kotick how to sleep on his back with his flippers tucked down by his side and his little nose just out of the water. No cradle is so comfortable as the long, rocking swell of the Pacific. When Kotick felt his skin tingle all over, Matkah told him he was learning the «feel of the water», and that tingly, prickly feelings meant bad weather coming, and he must swim hard and get away.

      «In a little time», she said, «you’ll know where to swim to, but just now we’ll follow Sea Pig, the Porpoise, for he is very wise». A school of porpoises were ducking and tearing through the water, and little Kotick followed them as fast as he could. «How do you know where to go to?» he panted. The leader of the school rolled his white eye and ducked under. «My tail tingles, youngster», he said. «That means there’s a gale behind me. Come along! When you’re south of the Sticky Water (he meant the Equator) and your tail tingles, that means there’s a gale in front of you and you must head north. Come along! The water feels bad here».

      This was one of very many things that Kotick learned, and he was always learning. Matkah taught him to follow the cod and the halibut along the under-sea banks and wrench the rockling out of his hole among the weeds; how to skirt the wrecks lying a hundred fathoms below water and dart like a rifle bullet in at one porthole and out at another as the fishes ran; how to dance on the top of the waves when the lightning was racing all over the sky, and wave his flipper politely to the stumpy-tailed Albatross and the Man-of-war Hawk as they went down the wind; how to jump three or four feet clear of the water like a dolphin, flippers close to the side and tail curved; to leave the flying fish alone because they are all bony; to take the shoulder-piece out of a cod at full speed ten fathoms deep, and never to stop and look at a boat or a ship, but particularly a row-boat. At the end of six months what Kotick did not know about deep-sea fishing was not worth the knowing. And all that time he never set flipper on dry ground.

      One day, however, as he was lying half asleep in the warm water somewhere off the Island of Juan Fernandez, he felt faint and lazy all over, just as human people do when the spring is in their legs, and he remembered the good firm beaches of Novastoshnah seven thousand miles away, the games his companions played, the smell of the seaweed, the seal roar, and the fighting. That very minute he turned north, swimming steadily, and as he went on he met scores of his mates, all bound for the same place, and they said: «Greeting, Kotick! This year we are all holluschickie, and we can dance the Fire-dance in the breakers off Lukannon and play on the new grass. But where did you get that coat?»

      Kotick’s fur was almost pure white now, and though he felt very proud of it, he only said, «Swim quickly! My bones are aching for the land». And so they all came to the beaches where they had been born, and heard the old seals, their fathers, fighting in the rolling mist.

      That night Kotick danced the Fire-dance with the yearling seals. The sea is full of fire on summer nights all the way down from Novastoshnah to Lukannon, and each seal leaves a wake like burning oil behind him and a flaming flash when he jumps, and the waves break in great phosphorescent streaks and swirls.

      Then they went inland to the holluschickie grounds and rolled up and down in the new wild wheat and told stories of what they had done while they had been at sea. They talked about the Pacific as boys would talk about a wood that they had been nutting in, and if anyone had understood them he could have gone away and made such a chart of that ocean as never was. The three- and four-year-old holluschickie romped down from Hutchinson’s Hill crying: «Out of the way, youngsters! The sea is deep and you don’t know all that’s in it yet. Wait till you’ve rounded the Horn. Hi, you yearling, where did you get that white coat?»

      «I didn’t get it», said Kotick. «It grew». And just as he was going to roll the speaker over, a couple of black-haired men with flat red faces came from behind a sand dune, and Kotick, who had never seen a man before, coughed and lowered his head. The holluschickie just bundled off a few yards and sat staring stupidly. The men were no less than Kerick Booterin, the chief of the seal-hunters on the island, and Patalamon, his son. They came from the little village not half a mile from the sea nurseries, and they were deciding what seals they would drive up to the killing pens – for the seals were driven just like sheep – to be turned into seal-skin jackets later on.

      «Ho!» said Patalamon. «Look! There’s a white seal!»

      Kerick Booterin turned nearly white under his oil and smoke, for he was an Aleut, and Aleuts are not clean people. Then he began to mutter a prayer. «Don’t touch him, Patalamon. There has never been a white seal since – since I was born. Perhaps it is old Zaharrof’s ghost. He was lost last year in the big gale».

      «I’m not going near him», said Patalamon. «He’s unlucky. Do you really think he is old Zaharrof come back? I owe him for some gulls’ eggs».

      «Don’t look at him», said Kerick. «Head off that drove of four-year-olds. The men ought to skin two hundred today, but it’s the beginning of the season and they are new to the work. A hundred will do. Quick!»

      Patalamon rattled a pair of seal’s shoulder bones in front of a herd of holluschickie and they stopped dead, puffing and blowing. Then he stepped near and the seals began to move, and Kerick headed them inland, and they never tried to get back to their companions.

      Hundreds and hundreds of thousands of seals watched them being driven, but they went on playing just the same. Kotick was the only one who asked questions, and none of his companions could tell him anything, except that the men always drove seals in that way for six weeks or two months of every year.

      «I am going to follow», he said, and his eyes nearly popped out of his head as he shuffled along in the wake of the herd.

      «The white seal is coming after us», cried Patalamon. «That’s the first time a seal has ever come to the killing-grounds alone».

      «Hsh! Don’t look behind you», said Kerick. «It is Zaharrof’s ghost! I must speak to the priest about this».

      The distance to the killing-grounds was only half a mile, but it took an hour to cover, because if the seals went too fast Kerick knew that they would get heated and then their fur would come off in patches when they were skinned. So they went on very slowly, past Sea Lion’s Neck, past Webster House, till they came to the Salt House just beyond the sight of the seals on the beach. Kotick followed, panting and wondering. He thought that he was at the world’s end, but the roar of the seal nurseries behind him sounded as loud as the roar of a train in a tunnel.

      Then Kerick sat down on the moss and pulled out a heavy pewter watch and let the drove cool off for thirty minutes, and Kotick could hear the fog-dew dripping off the brim of his cap.

      Then ten or twelve men, each with an iron-bound club three or four feet long, came up, and Kerick pointed out one or two of the drove that were bitten by their companions or too hot, and the men kicked those aside with their heavy boots made of the skin of a walrus’s throat, and then Kerick said, «Let go!» and then the men clubbed the seals on the head as fast as they could.

      Ten minutes later little Kotick did not recognize his friends any more, for their skins were ripped off from the nose to the hind flippers, whipped off and thrown down on the ground in a pile. That was enough for Kotick. He turned and galloped (a seal can gallop very swiftly for a short time) back to the sea; his little new mustache bristling with horror. At Sea Lion’s Neck, where the great sea lions sit on the edge of the surf, he flung himself flipper-overhead into the cool water and rocked there, gasping miserably. «What’s here?» said a Sea Lion gruffly, for as a rule the sea lions keep themselves to themselves.

      «Scoochnie! Ochen scoochnie!» («I’m lonesome, very lonesome!») said Kotick. «They’re killing all the hollus-chickie on all the beaches!»

      The Sea Lion turned his head inshore. «Nonsense!» he said. «Your friends are making as much noise as ever. You must have seen old Kerick polishing off a drove. He’s done that for thirty years».

      «It’s horrible», said Kotick, backing water as a wave went over him, and steadying himself with a screw stroke of his flippers that brought him all standing within three inches of a jagged edge of rock.

      «Well done for a yearling!» said the Sea Lion, who could appreciate good swimming. «I suppose it is rather awful from your way of looking at it, but if you seals will come here year after year, of course the men get to know of it, and unless you can find an island where no men ever come you will always be driven».

      «Isn’t there any such island?» began Kotick.

      «I’ve followed the poltoos (the halibut) for twenty years, and I can’t say I’ve found it yet. But look here – you seem to have a fondness for talking to your betters – suppose you go to Walrus Islet and talk to Sea Witch. He may know something. Don’t flounce off like that. It’s a six-mile swim, and if I were you I should haul out and take a nap first, little one».

      Kotick thought that that was good advice, so he swam round to his own beach, hauled out, and slept for half an hour, twitching all over, as seals will.

      Then he headed straight for Walrus Islet, a little low sheet of rocky island almost due northeast from Novastoshnah, all ledges and rock and gulls’ nests, where the walrus herded by themselves.

      He landed close to old Sea Witch – the big, ugly, bloated, pimpled, fat-necked, long-tusked walrus of the North Pacific, who has no manners except when he is asleep – as he was then, with his hind flippers half in and half out of the surf.

      «Wake up!» barked Kotick, for the gulls were making a great noise.

      «Hah! Ho! Hmph! What’s that?» said Sea Witch, and he struck the next walrus a blow with his tusks and waked him up, and the next struck the next, and so on till they were all awake and staring in every direction but the right one.

      «Hi! It’s me», said Kotick, bobbing in the surf and looking like a little white slug.

      «Well! May I be – skinned!» said Sea Witch, and they all looked at Kotick as you can fancy a club full of drowsy old gentlemen would look at a little boy. Kotick did not care to hear any more about skinning just then; he had seen enough of it. So he called out: «Isn’t there any place for seals to go where men don’t ever come?»

      «Go and find out», said Sea Witch, shutting his eyes. «Run away. We’re busy here».

      Kotick made his dolphin-jump in the air and shouted as loud as he could: «Clam-eater! Clam-eater!» He knew that Sea Witch never caught a fish in his life but always rooted for clams and seaweed; though he pretended to be a very terrible person. Naturally the Chickies and the Gooverooskies and the Epatkas – the Burgomaster Gulls and the Kittiwakes and the Puffins, who are always looking for a chance to be rude, took up the cry, and – so Limmershin told me – for nearly five minutes you could not have heard a gun fired on Walrus Islet. All the population was yelling and screaming «Clam-eater! Stareek (old man)!» while Sea Witch rolled from side to side grunting and coughing.

      «Now will you tell?» said Kotick, all out of breath.

      «Go and ask Sea Cow», said Sea Witch. «If he is living still, he’ll be able to tell you».

      «How shall I know Sea Cow when I meet him?» said Kotick, sheering off.

      «He’s the only thing in the sea uglier than Sea Witch», screamed a Burgomaster Gull, wheeling under Sea Witch’s nose. «Uglier, and with worse manners! Stareek!»

      Kotick swam back to Novastoshnah, leaving the gulls to scream. There he found that no one sympathized with him in his little attempt to discover a quiet place for the seals. They told him that men had always driven the holluschickie – it was part of the day’s work – and that if he did not like to see ugly things he should not have gone to the killing grounds. But none of the other seals had seen the killing, and that made the difference between him and his friends. Besides, Kotick was a white seal.

      «What you must do», said old Sea Catch, after he had heard his son’s adventures, «is to grow up and be a big seal like your father, and have a nursery on the beach, and then they will leave you alone. In another five years you ought to be able to fight for yourself». Even gentle Matkah, his mother, said: «You will never be able to stop the killing. Go and play in the sea, Kotick». And Kotick went off and danced the Fire-dance with a very heavy little heart.

      That autumn he left the beach as soon as he could, and set off alone because of a notion in his bullet-head. He was going to find Sea Cow, if there was such a person in the sea, and he was going to find a quiet island with good firm beaches for seals to live on, where men could not get at them.

      So he explored and explored by himself from the North to the South Pacific, swimming as much as three hundred miles in a day and a night. He met with more adventures than can be told, and narrowly escaped being caught by the Basking Shark, and the Spotted Shark, and the Hammerhead, and he met all the untrustworthy ruffians that loaf up and down the seas, and the heavy polite fish, and the scarlet spotted scallops that are moored in one place for hundreds of years, and grow very proud of it; but he never met Sea Cow, and he never found an island that he could fancy.

      If the beach was good and hard, with a slope behind it for seals to play on, there was always the smoke of a whaler on the horizon, boiling down blubber, and Kotick knew what that meant. Or else he could see that seals had once visited the island and been killed off, and Kotick knew that where men had come once they would come again.

      He picked up with an old stumpy-tailed Albatross, who told him that Kerguelen Island was the very place for peace and quiet, and when Kotick went down there he was all but smashed to pieces against some wicked black cliffs in a heavy sleet-storm with lightning and thunder. Yet as he pulled out against the gale he could see that even there had once been a seal nursery. And it was so in all the other islands that he visited.

      Limmershin gave a long list of them, for he said that Kotick spent five seasons exploring, with a four months’ rest each year at Novastoshnah, when the holluschickie used to make fun of him and his imaginary islands. He went to the Gallapagos, a horrid dry place on the Equator, where he was nearly baked to death; he went to the Georgia Islands, the Orkneys, Emerald Island, Little Nightingale Island, Gough’s Island, Bouvet’s Island, the Crossets, and even to a little speck of an island south of the Cape of Good Hope. But everywhere the People of the Sea told him the same things. Seals had come to those islands once upon a time, but men had killed them all off.

      Even when he swam thousands of miles out of the Pacific and got to a place called Cape Corrientes (that was when he was coming back from Gough’s Island), he found a few hundred mangy seals on a rock and they told him that men came there too.

      That nearly broke his heart, and he headed round the Horn back to his own beaches; and on his way north he hauled out on an island full of green trees, where he found an old, old seal who was dying, and Kotick caught fish for him and told him all his sorrows. «Now», said Kotick, «I am going back to Novastoshnah, and if I am driven to the killing-pens with the holluschickie I shall not care».

      The old seal said, «Try once more. I am the last of the Lost Rookery of Masafuera, and in the days when men killed us by the hundred thousand there was a story on the beaches that some day a white seal would come out of the North and lead the seal people to a quiet place. I am old, and I shall never live to see that day, but others will. Try once more».

      And Kotick curled up his mustache (it was a beauty) and said, «I am the only white seal that has ever been born on the beaches, and I am the only seal, black or white, who ever thought of looking for new islands».

      This cheered him immensely; and when he came back to Novastoshnah that summer, Matkah, his mother, begged him to marry and settle down, for he was no longer a holluschick but a full-grown sea catch, with a curly white mane on his shoulders, as heavy, as big, and as fierce as his father. «Give me another season», he said. «Remember, Mother, it is always the seventh wave that goes farthest up the beach».

      Curiously enough, there was another seal who thought that she would put off marrying till the next year, and Kotick danced the Fire-dance with her all down Lukannon Beach the night before he set off on his last exploration. This time he went westward, because he had fallen on the trail of a great shoal of halibut, and he needed at least one hundred pounds of fish a day to keep him in good condition. He chased them till he was tired, and then he curled himself up and went to sleep on the hollows of the ground swell that sets in to Copper Island. He knew the coast perfectly well, so about midnight, when he felt himself gently bumped on a weed-bed, he said, «Hm, tide’s running strong tonight», and turning over under water opened his eyes slowly and stretched. Then he jumped like a cat, for he saw huge things nosing about in the shoal water and browsing on the heavy fringes of the weeds.

      «By the Great Combers of Magellan!» he said, beneath his mustache. «Who in the Deep Sea are these people?»

      They were like no walrus, sea lion, seal, bear, whale, shark, fish, squid, or scallop that Kotick had ever seen before. They were between twenty and thirty feet long, and they had no hind flippers, but a shovel-like tail that looked as if it had been whittled out of wet leather. Their heads were the most foolish-looking things you ever saw, and they balanced on the ends of their tails in deep water when they weren’t grazing, bowing solemnly to each other and waving their front flippers as a fat man waves his arm.

      «Ahem!» said Kotick. «Good sport, gentlemen?» The big things answered by bowing and waving their flippers like the Frog Footman. When they began feeding again Kotick saw that their upper lip was split into two pieces that they could twitch apart about a foot and bring together again with a whole bushel of seaweed between the splits. They tucked the stuff into their mouths and chumped solemnly.

      «Messy style of feeding, that», said Kotick. They bowed again, and Kotick began to lose his temper. «Very good», he said. «If you do happen to have an extra joint in your front flipper you needn’t show off so. I see you bow gracefully, but I should like to know your names». The split lips moved and twitched; and the glassy green eyes stared, but they did not speak.

      «Well!» said Kotick. «You’re the only people I’ve ever met uglier than Sea Witch – and with worse manners».

      Then he remembered in a flash what the Burgomaster Gull had screamed to him when he was a little yearling at Walrus Islet, and he tumbled backward in the water, for he knew that he had found Sea Cow at last.

      The sea cows went on schlooping and grazing and chumping in the weed, and Kotick asked them questions in every language that he had picked up in his travels; and the Sea People talk nearly as many languages as human beings.

      But the sea cows did not answer because Sea Cow cannot talk. He has only six bones in his neck where he ought to have seven, and they say under the sea that that prevents him from speaking even to his companions. But, as you know, he has an extra joint in his foreflipper, and by waving it up and down and about he makes what answers to a sort of clumsy telegraphic code.

      By daylight Kotick’s mane was standing on end and his temper was gone where the dead crabs go. Then the Sea Cows began to travel northward very slowly, stopping to hold absurd bowing councils from time to time, and Kotick followed them, saying to himself, «People who are such idiots as these are would have been killed long ago if they hadn’t found out some safe island. And what is good enough for the Sea Cow is good enough for the Sea Catch. All the same, I wish they’d hurry».

      It was weary work for Kotick. The herd never went more than forty or fifty miles a day, and stopped to feed at night, and kept close to the shore all the time; while Kotick swam round them, and over them, and under them, but he could not hurry them up one-half mile.

      As they went farther north they held a bowing council every few hours, and Kotick nearly bit off his mustache with impatience till he saw that they were following up a warm current of water, and then he respected them more.

      One night they sank through the shiny water – sank like stones – and for the first time since he had known them began to swim quickly. Kotick followed, and the pace astonished him, for he never dreamed that Sea Cow was anything of a swimmer. They headed for a cliff by the shore – a cliff that ran down into deep water, and plunged into a dark hole at the foot of it, twenty fathoms under the sea. It was a long, long swim, and Kotick badly wanted fresh air before he was out of the dark tunnel they led him through.

      «My wig!» he said, when he rose, gasping and puffing, into open water at the farther end. «It was a long dive, but it was worth it».

      The Sea Cows had separated and were browsing lazily along the edges of the finest beaches that Kotick had ever seen. There were long stretches of smooth-worn rock running for miles, exactly fitted to make seal-nurseries, and there were play-grounds of hard sand sloping inland behind them, and there were rollers for seals to dance in, and long grass to roll in, and sand dunes to climb up and down, and, best of all, Kotick knew by the feel of the water, which never deceives a true Sea Catch, that no men had ever come there.

      The first thing he did was to assure himself that the fishing was good, and then he swam along the beaches and counted up the delightful low sandy islands half hidden in the beautiful rolling fog. Away to the northward, out to sea, ran a line of bars and shoals and rocks that would never let a ship come within six miles of the beach, and between the islands and the mainland was a stretch of deep water that ran up to the perpendicular cliffs, and somewhere below the cliffs was the mouth of the tunnel.

      «It’s Novastoshnah over again, but ten times better», said Kotick. «Sea Cow must be wiser than I thought. Men can’t come down the cliffs, even if there were any men; and the shoals to seaward would knock a ship to splinters. If any place in the sea is safe, this is it».

      He began to think of the seal he had left behind him, but though he was in a hurry to go back to Novastoshnah, he thoroughly explored the new country, so that he would be able to answer all questions.

      Then he dived and made sure of the mouth of the tunnel, and raced through to the southward. No one but a sea cow or a seal would have dreamed of there being such a place, and when he looked back at the cliffs even Kotick could hardly believe that he had been under them.

      He was six days going home, though he was not swimming slowly; and when he hauled out just above Sea Lion’s Neck the first person he met was the seal who had been waiting for him, and she saw by the look in his eyes that he had found his island at last.

      But the holluschickie and Sea Catch, his father, and all the other seals laughed at him when he told them what he had discovered, and a young seal about his own age said, «This is all very well, Kotick, but you can’t come from no one knows where and order us off like this. Remember we’ve been fighting for our nurseries, and that’s a thing you never did. You preferred prowling about in the sea».

      The other seals laughed at this, and the young seal began twisting his head from side to side. He had just married that year, and was making a great fuss about it.

      «I’ve no nursery to fight for», said Kotick. «I only want to show you all a place where you will be safe. What’s the use of fighting?»

      «Oh, if you’re trying to back out, of course I’ve no more to say», said the young seal with an ugly chuckle.

      «Will you come with me if I win?» said Kotick. And a green light came into his eye, for he was very angry at having to fight at all.

      «Very good», said the young seal carelessly. «If you win, I’ll come».

      He had no time to change his mind, for Kotick’s head was out and his teeth sunk in the blubber of the young seal’s neck. Then he threw himself back on his haunches and hauled his enemy down the beach, shook him, and knocked him over. Then Kotick roared to the seals: «I’ve done my best for you these five seasons past. I’ve found you the island where you’ll be safe, but unless your heads are dragged off your silly necks you won’t believe. I’m going to teach you now. Look out for yourselves!»

      Limmershin told me that never in his life – and Limmershin sees ten thousand big seals fighting every year – never in all his little life did he see anything like Kotick’s charge into the nurseries. He flung himself at the biggest sea catch he could find, caught him by the throat, choked him and bumped him and banged him till he grunted for mercy, and then threw him aside and attacked the next. You see, Kotick had never fasted for four months as the big seals did every year, and his deep-sea swimming trips kept him in perfect condition, and, best of all, he had never fought before. His curly white mane stood up with rage, and his eyes flamed, and his big dog teeth glistened, and he was splendid to look at.

      Old Sea Catch, his father, saw him tearing past, hauling the grizzled old seals about as though they had been halibut, and upsetting the young bachelors in all directions; and Sea Catch gave a roar and shouted: «He may be a fool, but he is the best fighter on the beaches! Don’t tackle your father, my son! He’s with you!»

      Kotick roared in answer, and old Sea Catch waddled in with his mustache on end, blowing like a locomotive, while Matkah and the seal that was going to marry Kotick cowered down and admired their men-folk. It was a gorgeous fight, for the two fought as long as there was a seal that dared lift up his head, and when there were none they paraded grandly up and down the beach side by side, bellowing.

      At night, just as the Northern Lights were winking and flashing through the fog, Kotick climbed a bare rock and looked down on the scattered nurseries and the torn and bleeding seals. «Now», he said, «I’ve taught you your lesson».

      «My wig!» said old Sea Catch, boosting himself up stiffly, for he was fearfully mauled. «The Killer Whale himself could not have cut them up worse. Son, I’m proud of you, and what’s more, I’ll come with you to your island – if there is such a place».

      «Hear you, fat pigs of the sea. Who comes with me to the Sea Cow’s tunnel? Answer, or I shall teach you again», roared Kotick.

      There was a murmur like the ripple of the tide all up and down the beaches. «We will come», said thousands of tired voices. «We will follow Kotick, the White Seal».

      Then Kotick dropped his head between his shoulders and shut his eyes proudly. He was not a white seal any more, but red from head to tail. All the same he would have scorned to look at or touch one of his wounds.

      A week later he and his army (nearly ten thousand holluschickie and old seals) went away north to the Sea Cow’s tunnel, Kotick leading them, and the seals that stayed at Novastoshnah called them idiots. But next spring, when they all met off the fishing banks of the Pacific, Kotick’s seals told such tales of the new beaches beyond Sea Cow’s tunnel that more and more seals left Novastoshnah. Of course it was not all done at once, for the seals are not very clever, and they need a long time to turn things over in their minds, but year after year more seals went away from Novastoshnah, and Lukannon, and the other nurseries, to the quiet, sheltered beaches where Kotick sits all the summer through, getting bigger and fatter and stronger each year, while the holluschickie play around him, in that sea where no man comes.

       

      Lukannon

       

      This is the great deep-sea song that all the St. Paul seals sing when they are heading back to their beaches in the summer. It is a sort of very sad seal National Anthem

       

      I met my mates in the morning

      (and, oh, but I am old!)

      Where roaring on the ledges

      the summer ground-swell rolled;

      I heard them lift the chorus that drowned

      the breakers’ song -

      The Beaches of Lukannon -

      two million voices strong.

      The song of pleasant stations beside

      the salt lagoons,

      The song of blowing squadrons that shuffled down

      the dunes,

      The song of midnight dances that churned the sea

      to flame -

      The Beaches of Lukannon – before the sealers came!

      I met my mates in the morning

      (I’ll never meet them more!);

      They came and went in legions that darkened

      all the shore.

      And o’er the foam-flecked offing as far as voice

      could reach

      We hailed the landing-parties and we sang them up

      the beach.

      The Beaches of Lukannon -

      the winter wheat so tall -

      The dripping, crinkled lichens,

      and the sea-fog drenching all!

      The platforms of our playground,

      all shining smooth and worn!

      The Beaches of Lukannon -

      the home where we were born!

      I met my mates in the morning, a broken,

      scattered band.

      Men shoot us in the water and club us

      on the land;

      Men drive us to the Salt House like silly sheep

      and tame,

      And still we sing Lukannon – before the sealers came.

      Wheel down, wheel down to southward;

      oh, Gooverooska, go!

      And tell the Deep-Sea Viceroys

      the story of our woe;

      Ere, empty as the shark’s egg

      the tempest flings ashore,

      The Beaches of Lukannon shall know

      their sons no more!

    


    
      
        Toomai Of The Elephants

      

      I will remember what I was, I am sick of rope and chain -

      I will remember my old strength and all my forest affairs.

      I will not sell my back to man for a bundle of sugar-cane:

      I will go out to my own kind, and the wood-folk in their lairs.

      I will go out until the day, until the morning break -

      Out to the wind’s untainted kiss, the water’s clean caress;

      I will forget my ankle-ring and snap my picket stake.

      I will revisit my lost loves, and playmates masterless!

       

      Kala Nag, which means Black Snake, had served the Indian Government in every way that an elephant could serve it for forty-seven years, and as he was fully twenty years old when he was caught, that makes him nearly seventy – a ripe age for an elephant. He remembered pushing, with a big leather pad on his forehead, at a gun stuck in deep mud, and that was before the Afghan War of 1842, and he had not then come to his full strength.

      His mother Radha Pyari, – Radha the darling, – who had been caught in the same drive with Kala Nag, told him, before his little milk tusks had dropped out, that elephants who were afraid always got hurt. Kala Nag knew that that advice was good, for the first time that he saw a shell burst he backed, screaming, into a stand of piled rifles, and the bayonets pricked him in all his softest places. So, before he was twenty-five, he gave up being afraid, and so he was the best-loved and the best-looked-after elephant in the service of the Government of India. He had carried tents, twelve hundred pounds’ weight of tents, on the march in Upper India. He had been hoisted into a ship at the end of a steam crane and taken for days across the water, and made to carry a mortar on his back in a strange and rocky country very far from India, and had seen the Emperor Theodore lying dead in Magdala, and had come back again in the steamer entitled, so the soldiers said, to the Abyssinian War medal. He had seen his fellow elephants die of cold and epilepsy and starvation and sunstroke up at a place called Ali Musjid, ten years later; and afterward he had been sent down thousands of miles south to haul and pile big balks of teak in the timberyards at Moulmein. There he had half killed an insubordinate young elephant who was shirking his fair share of work. After that he was taken off timber-hauling, and employed, with a few score other elephants who were trained to the business, in helping to catch wild elephants among the Garo hills.

      Elephants are very strictly preserved by the Indian Government. There is one whole department which does nothing else but hunt them, and catch them, and break them in, and send them up and down the country as they are needed for work.

      Kala Nag stood ten fair feet at the shoulders, and his tusks had been cut off short at five feet, and bound round the ends, to prevent them splitting, with bands of copper; but he could do more with those stumps than any untrained elephant could do with the real sharpened ones.

      When, after weeks and weeks of cautious driving of scattered elephants across the hills, the forty or fifty wild monsters were driven into the last stockade, and the big drop gate, made of tree trunks lashed together, jarred down behind them, Kala Nag, at the word of command, would go into that flaring, trumpeting pandemonium (generally at night, when the flicker of the torches made it difficult to judge distances), and, picking out the biggest and wildest tusker of the mob, would hammer him and hustle him into quiet while the men on the backs of the other elephants roped and tied the smaller ones.

      There was nothing in the way of fighting that Kala Nag, the old wise Black Snake, did not know, for he had stood up more than once in his time to the charge of the wounded tiger, and, curling up his soft trunk to be out of harm’s way, had knocked the springing brute sideways in mid-air with a quick sickle cut of his head, that he had invented all by himself; had knocked him over, and kneeled upon him with his huge knees till the life went out with a gasp and a howl, and there was only a fluffy striped thing on the ground for Kala Nag to pull by the tail.

      «Yes», said Big Toomai, his driver, the son of Black Toomai who had taken him to Abyssinia, and grandson of Toomai of the Elephants who had seen him caught, «there is nothing that the Black Snake fears except me. He has seen three generations of us feed him and groom him, and he will live to see four».

      «He is afraid of me also», said Little Toomai, standing up to his full height of four feet, with only one rag upon him.

      He was ten years old, the eldest son of Big Toomai, and, according to custom, he would take his father’s place on Kala Nag’s neck when he grew up, and would handle the heavy iron ankus, the elephant goad, that had been worn smooth by his father, and his grandfather, and his great-grandfather.

      He knew what he was talking of; for he had been born under Kala Nag’s shadow, had played with the end of his trunk before he could walk, had taken him down to water as soon as he could walk, and Kala Nag would no more have dreamed of disobeying his shrill little orders than he would have dreamed of killing him on that day when Big Toomai carried the little brown baby under Kala Nag’s tusks, and told him to salute his master that was to be.

      «Yes», said Little Toomai, «he is afraid of me», and he took long strides up to Kala Nag, called him a fat old pig, and made him lift up his feet one after the other.

      «Wah!» said Little Toomai, «thou art a big elephant», and he wagged his fluffy head, quoting his father. «The Government may pay for elephants, but they belong to us mahouts.

      When thou art old, Kala Nag, there will come some rich rajah, and he will buy thee from the Government, on account of thy size and thy manners, and then thou wilt have nothing to do but to carry gold earrings in thy ears, and a gold howdah on thy back, and a red cloth covered with gold on thy sides, and walk at the head of the processions of the King.

      Then I shall sit on thy neck, O Kala Nag, with a silver ankus, and men will run before us with golden sticks, crying, «Room for the King’s elephant!» That will be good, Kala Nag, but not so good as this hunting in the jungles».

      «Umph!» said Big Toomai. «Thou art a boy, and as wild as a buffalo-calf. This running up and down among the hills is not the best Government service. I am getting old, and I do not love wild elephants. Give me brick elephant lines, one stall to each elephant, and big stumps to tie them to safely, and flat, broad roads to exercise upon, instead of this come-and-go camping. Aha, the Cawnpore barracks were good. There was a bazaar close by, and only three hours’ work a day».

      Little Toomai remembered the Cawnpore elephant-lines and said nothing. He very much preferred the camp life, and hated those broad, flat roads, with the daily grubbing for grass in the forage reserve, and the long hours when there was nothing to do except to watch Kala Nag fidgeting in his pickets.

      What Little Toomai liked was to scramble up bridle paths that only an elephant could take; the dip into the valley below; the glimpses of the wild elephants browsing miles away; the rush of the frightened pig and peacock under Kala Nag’s feet; the blinding warm rains, when all the hills and valleys smoked; the beautiful misty mornings when nobody knew where they would camp that night; the steady, cautious drive of the wild elephants, and the mad rush and blaze and hullabaloo of the last night’s drive, when the elephants poured into the stockade like boulders in a landslide, found that they could not get out, and flung themselves at the heavy posts only to be driven back by yells and flaring torches and volleys of blank cartridge.

      Even a little boy could be of use there, and Toomai was as useful as three boys. He would get his torch and wave it, and yell with the best. But the really good time came when the driving out began, and the Keddah – that is, the stockade – looked like a picture of the end of the world, and men had to make signs to one another, because they could not hear themselves speak. Then Little Toomai would climb up to the top of one of the quivering stockade posts, his sun-bleached brown hair flying loose all over his shoulders, and he looking like a goblin in the torch-light. And as soon as there was a lull you could hear his high-pitched yells of encouragement to Kala Nag, above the trumpeting and crashing, and snapping of ropes, and groans of the tethered elephants. «Mael, mael, Kala Nag! (Go on, go on, Black Snake!) Dant do! (Give him the tusk!) Somalo! Somalo! (Careful, careful!) Maro! Mar! (Hit him, hit him!) Mind the post! Arre! Arre! Hai! Yai! Kya-a-ah!» he would shout, and the big fight between Kala Nag and the wild elephant would sway to and fro across the Keddah, and the old elephant catchers would wipe the sweat out of their eyes, and find time to nod to Little Toomai wriggling with joy on the top of the posts. He did more than wriggle. One night he slid down from the post and slipped in between the elephants and threw up the loose end of a rope, which had dropped, to a driver who was trying to get a purchase on the leg of a kicking young calf (calves always give more trouble than full-grown animals). Kala Nag saw him, caught him in his trunk, and handed him up to Big Toomai, who slapped him then and there, and put him back on the post. Next morning he gave him a scolding and said, «Are not good brick elephant lines and a little tent carrying enough, that thou must needs go elephant catching on thy own account, little worthless? Now those foolish hunters, whose pay is less than my pay, have spoken to Petersen Sahib of the matter». Little Toomai was frightened. He did not know much of white men, but Petersen Sahib was the greatest white man in the world to him. He was the head of all the Keddah operations – the man who caught all the elephants for the Government of India, and who knew more about the ways of elephants than any living man.

      «What – what will happen?» said Little Toomai.

      «Happen! The worst that can happen. Petersen Sahib is a madman. Else why should he go hunting these wild devils? He may even require thee to be an elephant catcher, to sleep anywhere in these fever-filled jungles, and at last to be trampled to death in the Keddah. It is well that this nonsense ends safely. Next week the catching is over, and we of the plains are sent back to our stations. Then we will march on smooth roads, and forget all this hunting. But, son, I am angry that thou shouldst meddle in the business that belongs to these dirty Assamese jungle folk. Kala Nag will obey none but me, so I must go with him into the Keddah, but he is only a fighting elephant, and he does not help to rope them. So I sit at my ease, as befits a mahout, – not a mere hunter, – a mahout, I say, and a man who gets a pension at the end of his service. Is the family of Toomai of the Elephants to be trodden underfoot in the dirt of a Keddah? Bad one! Wicked one! Worthless son! Go and wash Kala Nag and attend to his ears, and see that there are no thorns in his feet. Or else Petersen Sahib will surely catch thee and make thee a wild hunter – a follower of elephant’s foot tracks, a jungle bear. Bah! Shame! Go!»

      Little Toomai went off without saying a word, but he told Kala Nag all his grievances while he was examining his feet. «No matter», said Little Toomai, turning up the fringe of Kala Nag’s huge right ear. «They have said my name to Petersen Sahib, and perhaps – and perhaps – and perhaps – who knows? Hai! That is a big thorn that I have pulled out!»

      The next few days were spent in getting the elephants together, in walking the newly caught wild elephants up and down between a couple of tame ones to prevent them giving too much trouble on the downward march to the plains, and in taking stock of the blankets and ropes and things that had been worn out or lost in the forest.

      Petersen Sahib came in on his clever she-elephant Pudmini; he had been paying off other camps among the hills, for the season was coming to an end, and there was a native clerk sitting at a table under a tree, to pay the drivers their wages. As each man was paid he went back to his elephant, and joined the line that stood ready to start. The catchers, and hunters, and beaters, the men of the regular Keddah, who stayed in the jungle year in and year out, sat on the backs of the elephants that belonged to Petersen Sahib’s permanent force, or leaned against the trees with their guns across their arms, and made fun of the drivers who were going away, and laughed when the newly caught elephants broke the line and ran about.

      Big Toomai went up to the clerk with Little Toomai behind him, and Machua Appa, the head tracker, said in an undertone to a friend of his, «There goes one piece of good elephant stuff at least. ’Tis a pity to send that young jungle-cock to molt in the plains».

      Now Petersen Sahib had ears all over him, as a man must have who listens to the most silent of all living things – the wild elephant.

      He turned where he was lying all along on Pudmini’s back and said, «What is that? I did not know of a man among the plains-drivers who had wit enough to rope even a dead elephant». «This is not a man, but a boy. He went into the Keddah at the last drive, and threw Barmao there the rope, when we were trying to get that young calf with the blotch on his shoulder away from his mother».

      Machua Appa pointed at Little Toomai, and Petersen Sahib looked, and Little Toomai bowed to the earth.

      «He throw a rope? He is smaller than a picket-pin. Little one, what is thy name?» said Petersen Sahib.

      Little Toomai was too frightened to speak, but Kala Nag was behind him, and Toomai made a sign with his hand, and the elephant caught him up in his trunk and held him level with Pudmini’s forehead, in front of the great Petersen Sahib. Then Little Toomai covered his face with his hands, for he was only a child, and except where elephants were concerned, he was just as bashful as a child could be.

      «Oho!» said Petersen Sahib, smiling underneath his mustache, «and why didst thou teach thy elephant that trick? Was it to help thee steal green corn from the roofs of the houses when the ears are put out to dry?»

      «Not green corn, Protector of the Poor, – melons», said Little Toomai, and all the men sitting about broke into a roar of laughter. Most of them had taught their elephants that trick when they were boys.

      Little Toomai was hanging eight feet up in the air, and he wished very much that he were eight feet underground.

      «He is Toomai, my son, Sahib», said Big Toomai, scowling. «He is a very bad boy, and he will end in a jail, Sahib».

      «Of that I have my doubts», said Petersen Sahib. «A boy who can face a full Keddah at his age does not end in jails. See, little one, here are four annas to spend in sweetmeats because thou hast a little head under that great thatch of hair. In time thou mayest become a hunter too». Big Toomai scowled more than ever. «Remember, though, that Keddahs are not good for children to play in», Petersen Sahib went on.

      «Must I never go there, Sahib?» asked Little Toomai with a big gasp.

      «Yes». Petersen Sahib smiled again. «When thou hast seen the elephants dance. That is the proper time. Come to me when thou hast seen the elephants dance, and then I will let thee go into all the Keddahs».

      There was another roar of laughter, for that is an old joke among elephant-catchers, and it means just never.

      There are great cleared flat places hidden away in the forests that are called elephants’ ball-rooms, but even these are only found by accident, and no man has ever seen the elephants dance. When a driver boasts of his skill and bravery the other drivers say, «And when didst thou see the elephants dance?»

      Kala Nag put Little Toomai down, and he bowed to the earth again and went away with his father, and gave the silver four-anna piece to his mother, who was nursing his baby brother, and they all were put up on Kala Nag’s back, and the line of grunting, squealing elephants rolled down the hill path to the plains. It was a very lively march on account of the new elephants, who gave trouble at every ford, and needed coaxing or beating every other minute.

      Big Toomai prodded Kala Nag spitefully, for he was very angry, but Little Toomai was too happy to speak. Petersen Sahib had noticed him, and given him money, so he felt as a private soldier would feel if he had been called out of the ranks and praised by his commander-in-chief.

      «What did Petersen Sahib mean by the elephant dance?» he said, at last, softly to his mother.

      Big Toomai heard him and grunted. «That thou shouldst never be one of these hill buffaloes of trackers. That was what he meant. Oh, you in front, what is blocking the way?»

      An Assamese driver, two or three elephants ahead, turned round angrily, crying: «Bring up Kala Nag, and knock this youngster of mine into good behavior. Why should Petersen Sahib have chosen me to go down with you donkeys of the rice fields? Lay your beast alongside, Toomai, and let him prod with his tusks. By all the Gods of the Hills, these new elephants are possessed, or else they can smell their companions in the jungle». Kala Nag hit the new elephant in the ribs and knocked the wind out of him, as Big Toomai said, «We have swept the hills of wild elephants at the last catch. It is only your carelessness in driving. Must I keep order along the whole line?»

      «Hear him!» said the other driver. «We have swept the hills! Ho! Ho! You are very wise, you plains people. Anyone but a mud-head who never saw the jungle would know that they know that the drives are ended for the season. Therefore all the wild elephants to-night will – but why should I waste wisdom on a river-turtle?»

      «What will they do?» Little Toomai called out.

      «Ohe, little one. Art thou there? Well, I will tell thee, for thou hast a cool head. They will dance, and it behooves thy father, who has swept all the hills of all the elephants, to double-chain his pickets to-night».

      «What talk is this?» said Big Toomai. «For forty years, father and son, we have tended elephants, and we have never heard such moonshine about dances».

      «Yes; but a plainsman who lives in a hut knows only the four walls of his hut. Well, leave thy elephants unshackled tonight and see what comes. As for their dancing, I have seen the place where – Bapree-bap! How many windings has the Dihang River? Here is another ford, and we must swim the calves. Stop still, you behind there».

      And in this way, talking and wrangling and splashing through the rivers, they made their first march to a sort of receiving camp for the new elephants. But they lost their tempers long before they got there.

      Then the elephants were chained by their hind legs to their big stumps of pickets, and extra ropes were fitted to the new elephants, and the fodder was piled before them, and the hill drivers went back to Petersen Sahib through the afternoon light, telling the plains drivers to be extra careful that night, and laughing when the plains drivers asked the reason.

      Little Toomai attended to Kala Nag’s supper, and as evening fell, wandered through the camp, unspeakably happy, in search of a tom-tom. When an Indian child’s heart is full, he does not run about and make a noise in an irregular fashion. He sits down to a sort of revel all by himself. And Little Toomai had been spoken to by Petersen Sahib! If he had not found what he wanted, I believe he would have been ill.

      But the sweetmeat seller in the camp lent him a little tom-tom – a drum beaten with the flat of the hand – and he sat down, cross-legged, before Kala Nag as the stars began to come out, the tom-tom in his lap, and he thumped and he thumped and he thumped, and the more he thought of the great honor that had been done to him, the more he thumped, all alone among the elephant fodder. There was no tune and no words, but the thumping made him happy.

      The new elephants strained at their ropes, and squealed and trumpeted from time to time, and he could hear his mother in the camp hut putting his small brother to sleep with an old, old song about the great God Shiva, who once told all the animals what they should eat. It is a very soothing lullaby, and the first verse says:

       

      Shiva, who poured the harvest and made the winds to blow,

      Sitting at the doorways of a day of long ago,

      Gave to each his portion, food and toil and fate,

      From the King upon the guddee to the Beggar at the gate.

      All things made he – Shiva the Preserver.

      Mahadeo! Mahadeo! He made all -

      Thorn for the camel, fodder for the kine,

      And mother’s heart for sleepy head, O little son of mine!

       

      Little Toomai came in with a joyous tunk-a-tunk at the end of each verse, till he felt sleepy and stretched himself on the fodder at Kala Nag’s side. At last the elephants began to lie down one after another as is their custom, till only Kala Nag at the right of the line was left standing up; and he rocked slowly from side to side, his ears put forward to listen to the night wind as it blew very slowly across the hills. The air was full of all the night noises that, taken together, make one big silence – the click of one bamboo stem against the other, the rustle of something alive in the undergrowth, the scratch and squawk of a half-waked bird (birds are awake in the night much more often than we imagine), and the fall of water ever so far away. Little Toomai slept for some time, and when he waked it was brilliant moonlight, and Kala Nag was still standing up with his ears cocked. Little Toomai turned, rustling in the fodder, and watched the curve of his big back against half the stars in heaven, and while he watched he heard, so far away that it sounded no more than a pinhole of noise pricked through the stillness, the «hoot-toot» of a wild elephant.

      All the elephants in the lines jumped up as if they had been shot, and their grunts at last waked the sleeping mahouts, and they came out and drove in the picket pegs with big mallets, and tightened this rope and knotted that till all was quiet. One new elephant had nearly grubbed up his picket, and Big Toomai took off Kala Nag’s leg chain and shackled that elephant fore-foot to hind-foot, but slipped a loop of grass string round Kala Nag’s leg, and told him to remember that he was tied fast. He knew that he and his father and his grandfather had done the very same thing hundreds of times before. Kala Nag did not answer to the order by gurgling, as he usually did. He stood still, looking out across the moonlight, his head a little raised and his ears spread like fans, up to the great folds of the Garo hills.

      «Tend to him if he grows restless in the night», said Big Toomai to Little Toomai, and he went into the hut and slept. Little Toomai was just going to sleep, too, when he heard the coir string snap with a little «tang», and Kala Nag rolled out of his pickets as slowly and as silently as a cloud rolls out of the mouth of a valley. Little Toomai pattered after him, barefooted, down the road in the moonlight, calling under his breath, «Kala Nag! Kala Nag! Take me with you, O Kala Nag!» The elephant turned, without a sound, took three strides back to the boy in the moonlight, put down his trunk, swung him up to his neck, and almost before Little Toomai had settled his knees, slipped into the forest.

      There was one blast of furious trumpeting from the lines, and then the silence shut down on everything, and Kala Nag began to move. Sometimes a tuft of high grass washed along his sides as a wave washes along the sides of a ship, and sometimes a cluster of wild-pepper vines would scrape along his back, or a bamboo would creak where his shoulder touched it. But between those times he moved absolutely without any sound, drifting through the thick Garo forest as though it had been smoke. He was going uphill, but though Little Toomai watched the stars in the rifts of the trees, he could not tell in what direction.

      Then Kala Nag reached the crest of the ascent and stopped for a minute, and Little Toomai could see the tops of the trees lying all speckled and furry under the moonlight for miles and miles, and the blue-white mist over the river in the hollow. Toomai leaned forward and looked, and he felt that the forest was awake below him – awake and alive and crowded. A big brown fruit-eating bat brushed past his ear; a porcupine’s quills rattled in the thicket; and in the darkness between the tree stems he heard a hog-bear digging hard in the moist warm earth, and snuffing as it digged.

      Then the branches closed over his head again, and Kala Nag began to go down into the valley – not quietly this time, but as a runaway gun goes down a steep bank – in one rush. The huge limbs moved as steadily as pistons, eight feet to each stride, and the wrinkled skin of the elbow points rustled. The undergrowth on either side of him ripped with a noise like torn canvas, and the saplings that he heaved away right and left with his shoulders sprang back again and banged him on the flank, and great trails of creepers, all matted together, hung from his tusks as he threw his head from side to side and plowed out his pathway. Then Little Toomai laid himself down close to the great neck lest a swinging bough should sweep him to the ground, and he wished that he were back in the lines again.

      The grass began to get squashy, and Kala Nag’s feet sucked and squelched as he put them down, and the night mist at the bottom of the valley chilled Little Toomai. There was a splash and a trample, and the rush of running water, and Kala Nag strode through the bed of a river, feeling his way at each step. Above the noise of the water, as it swirled round the elephant’s legs, Little Toomai could hear more splashing and some trumpeting both upstream and down – great grunts and angry snortings, and all the mist about him seemed to be full of rolling, wavy shadows.

      «Ai!» he said, half aloud, his teeth chattering. «The elephant-folk are out tonight. It is the dance, then!»

      Kala Nag swashed out of the water, blew his trunk clear, and began another climb. But this time he was not alone, and he had not to make his path. That was made already, six feet wide, in front of him, where the bent jungle-grass was trying to recover itself and stand up. Many elephants must have gone that way only a few minutes before. Little Toomai looked back, and behind him a great wild tusker with his little pig’s eyes glowing like hot coals was just lifting himself out of the misty river. Then the trees closed up again, and they went on and up, with trumpetings and crashings, and the sound of breaking branches on every side of them.

      At last Kala Nag stood still between two tree-trunks at the very top of the hill. They were part of a circle of trees that grew round an irregular space of some three or four acres, and in all that space, as Little Toomai could see, the ground had been trampled down as hard as a brick floor. Some trees grew in the center of the clearing, but their bark was rubbed away, and the white wood beneath showed all shiny and polished in the patches of moonlight. There were creepers hanging from the upper branches, and the bells of the flowers of the creepers, great waxy white things like convolvuluses, hung down fast asleep. But within the limits of the clearing there was not a single blade of green – nothing but the trampled earth.

      The moonlight showed it all iron gray, except where some elephants stood upon it, and their shadows were inky black. Little Toomai looked, holding his breath, with his eyes starting out of his head, and as he looked, more and more and more elephants swung out into the open from between the tree trunks. Little Toomai could only count up to ten, and he counted again and again on his fingers till he lost count of the tens, and his head began to swim. Outside the clearing he could hear them crashing in the undergrowth as they worked their way up the hillside, but as soon as they were within the circle of the tree trunks they moved like ghosts.

      There were white-tusked wild males, with fallen leaves and nuts and twigs lying in the wrinkles of their necks and the folds of their ears; fat, slow-footed she-elephants, with restless, little pinky black calves only three or four feet high running under their stomachs; young elephants with their tusks just beginning to show, and very proud of them; lanky, scraggy old-maid elephants, with their hollow anxious faces, and trunks like rough bark; savage old bull elephants, scarred from shoulder to flank with great weals and cuts of bygone fights, and the caked dirt of their solitary mud baths dropping from their shoulders; and there was one with a broken tusk and the marks of the full-stroke, the terrible drawing scrape, of a tiger’s claws on his side.

      They were standing head to head, or walking to and fro across the ground in couples, or rocking and swaying all by themselves – scores and scores of elephants.

      Toomai knew that so long as he lay still on Kala Nag’s neck nothing would happen to him, for even in the rush and scramble of a Keddah drive a wild elephant does not reach up with his trunk and drag a man off the neck of a tame elephant. And these elephants were not thinking of men that night. Once they started and put their ears forward when they heard the chinking of a leg iron in the forest, but it was Pudmini, Petersen Sahib’s pet elephant, her chain snapped short off, grunting, snuffling up the hillside. She must have broken her pickets and come straight from Petersen Sahib’s camp; and Little Toomai saw another elephant, one that he did not know, with deep rope galls on his back and breast. He, too, must have run away from some camp in the hills about.

      At last there was no sound of any more elephants moving in the forest, and Kala Nag rolled out from his station between the trees and went into the middle of the crowd, clucking and gurgling, and all the elephants began to talk in their own tongue, and to move about.

      Still lying down, Little Toomai looked down upon scores and scores of broad backs, and wagging ears, and tossing trunks, and little rolling eyes. He heard the click of tusks as they crossed other tusks by accident, and the dry rustle of trunks twined together, and the chafing of enormous sides and shoulders in the crowd, and the incessant flick and hissh of the great tails. Then a cloud came over the moon, and he sat in black darkness. But the quiet, steady hustling and pushing and gurgling went on just the same. He knew that there were elephants all round Kala Nag, and that there was no chance of backing him out of the assembly; so he set his teeth and shivered. In a Keddah at least there was torchlight and shouting, but here he was all alone in the dark, and once a trunk came up and touched him on the knee.

      Then an elephant trumpeted, and they all took it up for five or ten terrible seconds. The dew from the trees above spattered down like rain on the unseen backs, and a dull booming noise began, not very loud at first, and Little Toomai could not tell what it was. But it grew and grew, and Kala Nag lifted up one forefoot and then the other, and brought them down on the ground – one-two, one-two, as steadily as trip-hammers. The elephants were stamping all together now, and it sounded like a war drum beaten at the mouth of a cave. The dew fell from the trees till there was no more left to fall, and the booming went on, and the ground rocked and shivered, and Little Toomai put his hands up to his ears to shut out the sound. But it was all one gigantic jar that ran through him – this stamp of hundreds of heavy feet on the raw earth. Once or twice he could feel Kala Nag and all the others surge forward a few strides, and the thumping would change to the crushing sound of juicy green things being bruised, but in a minute or two the boom of feet on hard earth began again. A tree was creaking and groaning some-where near him. He put out his arm and felt the bark, but Kala Nag moved forward, still tramping, and he could not tell where he was in the clearing. There was no sound from the elephants, except once, when two or three little calves squeaked together. Then he heard a thump and a shuffle, and the booming went on. It must have lasted fully two hours, and Little Toomai ached in every nerve, but he knew by the smell of the night air that the dawn was coming. The morning broke in one sheet of pale yellow behind the green hills, and the booming stopped with the first ray, as though the light had been an order. Before Little Toomai had got the ringing out of his head, before even he had shifted his position, there was not an elephant in sight except Kala Nag, Pudmini, and the elephant with the rope-galls, and there was neither sign nor rustle nor whisper down the hillsides to show where the others had gone. Little Toomai stared again and again. The clearing, as he remembered it, had grown in the night. More trees stood in the middle of it, but the undergrowth and the jungle grass at the sides had been rolled back. Little Toomai stared once more. Now he understood the trampling. The elephants had stamped out more room – had stamped the thick grass and juicy cane to trash, the trash into slivers, the slivers into tiny fibers, and the fibers into hard earth. «Wah!» said Little Toomai, and his eyes were very heavy. «Kala Nag, my lord, let us keep by Pudmini and go to Petersen Sahib’s camp, or I shall drop from thy neck». The third elephant watched the two go away, snorted, wheeled round, and took his own path. He may have belonged to some little native king’s establishment, fifty or sixty or a hundred miles away.

      Two hours later, as Petersen Sahib was eating early breakfast, his elephants, who had been double chained that night, began to trumpet, and Pudmini, mired to the shoulders, with Kala Nag, very footsore, shambled into the camp. Little Toomai’s face was gray and pinched, and his hair was full of leaves and drenched with dew, but he tried to salute Petersen Sahib, and cried faintly: «The dance – the elephant dance! I have seen it, and I die!» As Kala Nag sat down, he slid off his neck in a dead faint.

      But, since native children have no nerves worth speaking of, in two hours he was lying very contentedly in Petersen Sahib’s hammock with Petersen Sahib’s shooting-coat under his head, and a glass of warm milk, a little brandy, with a dash of quinine, inside of him, and while the old hairy, scarred hunters of the jungles sat three deep before him, looking at him as though he were a spirit, he told his tale in short words, as a child will, and wound up with:

      «Now, if I lie in one word, send men to see, and they will find that the elephant folk have trampled down more room in their dance-room, and they will find ten and ten, and many times ten, tracks leading to that dance-room. They made more room with their feet. I have seen it. Kala Nag took me, and I saw. Also Kala Nag is very leg-weary!»

      Little Toomai lay back and slept all through the long afternoon and into the twilight, and while he slept Petersen Sahib and Machua Appa followed the track of the two elephants for fifteen miles across the hills. Petersen Sahib had spent eighteen years in catching elephants, and he had only once before found such a dance-place. Machua Appa had no need to look twice at the clearing to see what had been done there, or to scratch with his toe in the packed, rammed earth.

      «The child speaks truth», said he. «All this was done last night, and I have counted seventy tracks crossing the river. See, Sahib, where Pudmini’s leg-iron cut the bark of that tree! Yes; she was there too».

      They looked at one another and up and down, and they wondered. For the ways of elephants are beyond the wit of any man, black or white, to fathom.

      «Forty years and five», said Machua Appa, «have I followed my lord, the elephant, but never have I heard that any child of man had seen what this child has seen. By all the Gods of the Hills, it is – what can we say?» and he shook his head.

      When they got back to camp it was time for the evening meal. Petersen Sahib ate alone in his tent, but he gave orders that the camp should have two sheep and some fowls, as well as a double ration of flour and rice and salt, for he knew that there would be a feast.

      Big Toomai had come up hotfoot from the camp in the plains to search for his son and his elephant, and now that he had found them he looked at them as though he were afraid of them both. And there was a feast by the blazing campfires in front of the lines of picketed elephants, and Little Toomai was the hero of it all. And the big brown elephant catchers, the trackers and drivers and ropers, and the men who know all the secrets of breaking the wildest elephants, passed him from one to the other, and they marked his forehead with blood from the breast of a newly killed jungle-cock, to show that he was a forester, initiated and free of all the jungles.

      And at last, when the flames died down, and the red light of the logs made the elephants look as though they had been dipped in blood too, Machua Appa, the head of all the drivers of all the Keddahs – Machua Appa, Petersen Sahib’s other self, who had never seen a made road in forty years: Machua Appa, who was so great that he had no other name than Machua Appa, – leaped to his feet, with Little Toomai held high in the air above his head, and shouted: «Listen, my brothers. Listen, too, you my lords in the lines there, for I, Machua Appa, am speaking! This little one shall no more be called Little Toomai, but Toomai of the Elephants, as his great-grandfather was called before him. What never man has seen he has seen through the long night, and the favor of the elephant-folk and of the Gods of the Jungles is with him. He shall become a great tracker. He shall become greater than I, even I, Machua Appa! He shall follow the new trail, and the stale trail, and the mixed trail, with a clear eye! He shall take no harm in the Keddah when he runs under their bellies to rope the wild tuskers; and if he slips before the feet of the charging bull elephant, the bull elephant shall know who he is and shall not crush him. Aihai! my lords in the chains», – he whirled up the line of pickets – «here is the little one that has seen your dances in your hidden places, – the sight that never man saw! Give him honor, my lords! Salaam karo, my children. Make your salute to Toomai of the Elephants! Gunga Pershad, ahaa! Hira Guj, Birchi Guj, Kuttar Guj, ahaa! Pudmini, – thou hast seen him at the dance, and thou too, Kala Nag, my pearl among elephants! – ahaa! Together! To Toomai of the Elephants. Barrao!»

      And at that last wild yell the whole line flung up their trunks till the tips touched their foreheads, and broke out into the full salute – the crashing trumpet-peal that only the Viceroy of India hears, the Salaamut of the Keddah.

      But it was all for the sake of Little Toomai, who had seen what never man had seen before – the dance of the elephants at night and alone in the heart of the Garo hills!

       

      Shiva and the Grasshopper

       

      (The song that Toomai’s mother sang to the baby.)

       

      Shiva, who poured the harvest and made the winds to blow,

      Sitting at the doorways of a day of long ago,

      Gave to each his portion, food and toil and fate,

      From the King upon the guddee to the Beggar at the gate.

      All things made he – Shiva the Preserver.

      Mahadeo! Mahadeo! He made all, -

      Thorn for the camel, fodder for the kine,

      And mother’s heart for sleepy head,

      O little son of mine!

      Wheat he gave to rich folk, millet to the poor,

      Broken scraps for holy men that beg from door to door;

      Battle to the tiger, carrion to the kite,

      And rags and bones to wicked wolves without the wail at night.

      Naught he found too lofty, none he saw too low -

      Parbati beside him watched them come and go;

      Thought to cheat her husband, turning Shiv to jest -

      Stole the little grasshopper and hid it in her breast.

      So she tricked him, Shiva the Preserver.

      Mahadeo! Mahadeo! Turn and see.

      Tall are the camels, heavy are the kine,

      But this was Least of Little Things,

      O little son of mine!

      When the dole was ended, laughingly she said,

      «Master, of a million mouths, is not one unfed?»

      Laughing, Shiv made answer, «All have had their part,

      Even he, the little one, hidden, ’neath thy heart».

      From her breast she plucked it, Parbati the thief,

      Saw the Least of Little Things gnawed a new-grown leaf!

      Saw and feared and wondered, making prayer to Shiv,

      Who hath surely given meat to all that live.

      All things made he – Shiva the Preserver.

      Mahadeo! Mahadeo! He made all, -

      Thorn for the camel, fodder for the kine,

      And mother’s heart for sleepy head,

      O little son of mine!

    


    
      
        Her Majesty’s Servants

      

      You can work it out by Fractions

      or by simple Rule of Three,

      But the way of Tweedle-dum is not the way

      of Tweedle-dee.

      You can twist it, you can turn it,

      you can plait it till you drop,

      But the way of Pilly Winky’s not

      the way of Winkie Pop!

       

      It had been raining heavily for one whole month – raining on a camp of thirty thousand men and thousands of camels, elephants, horses, bullocks, and mules all gathered together at a place called Rawal Pindi, to be reviewed by the Viceroy of India. He was receiving a visit from the Amir of Afghanistan – a wild king of a very wild country. The Amir had brought with him for a bodyguard eight hundred men and horses who had never seen a car or a locomotive before in their lives – savage men and savage horses from somewhere at the back of Central Asia. Every night a mob of these horses would be sure to break their heel ropes and stampede up and down the camp through the mud in the dark, or the camels would break loose and run about and fall over the ropes of the tents, and you can imagine how pleasant that was for men trying to go to sleep. My tent lay far away from the camel lines, and I thought it was safe. But one night a man popped his head in and shouted, «Get out, quick! They’re coming! My tent’s gone!»

      I knew who «they» were, so I put on my boots and waterproof and scuttled out into the slush. Little Vixen, my fox terrier, went out through the other side; and then there was a roaring and a grunting and bubbling, and I saw the tent cave in, as the pole snapped, and begin to dance about like a mad ghost. A camel had blundered into it, and wet and angry as I was, I could not help laughing. Then I ran on, because I did not know how many camels might have got loose, and before long I was out of sight of the camp, plowing my way through the mud.

      At last I fell over the tail-end of a gun, and by that knew I was somewhere near the artillery lines where the cannon were stacked at night. As I did not want to plowter about any more in the drizzle and the dark, I put my waterproof over the muzzle of one gun, and made a sort of wigwam with two or three rammers that I found, and lay along the tail of another gun, wondering where Vixen had got to, and where I might be.

      Just as I was getting ready to go to sleep I heard a jingle of harness and a grunt, and a mule passed me shaking his wet ears. He belonged to a screw-gun battery, for I could hear the rattle of the straps and rings and chains and things on his saddle pad. The screw-guns are tiny little cannon made in two pieces, that are screwed together when the time comes to use them. They are taken up mountains, anywhere that a mule can find a road, and they are very useful for fighting in rocky country.

      Behind the mule there was a camel, with his big soft feet squelching and slipping in the mud, and his neck bobbing to and fro like a strayed hen’s. Luckily, I knew enough of beast language – not wild-beast language, but camp-beast language, of course – from the natives to know what he was saying.

      He must have been the one that flopped into my tent, for he called to the mule, «What shall I do? Where shall I go? I have fought with a white thing that waved, and it took a stick and hit me on the neck».

      (That was my broken tent pole, and I was very glad to know it.) «Shall we run on?»

      «Oh, it was you», said the mule, «you and your friends, that have been disturbing the camp? All right. You’ll be beaten for this in the morning. But I may as well give you something on account now».

      I heard the harness jingle as the mule backed and caught the camel two kicks in the ribs that rang like a drum. «Another time», he said, «you’ll know better than to run through a mule battery at night, shouting “Thieves and fire!” Sit down, and keep your silly neck quiet».

      The camel doubled up camel-fashion, like a two-foot rule, and sat down whimpering.

      There was a regular beat of hooves in the darkness, and a big troop-horse cantered up as steadily as though he were on parade, jumped a gun tail, and landed close to the mule.

      «It’s disgraceful», he said, blowing out his nostrils. «Those camels have racketed through our lines again – the third time this week. How’s a horse to keep his condition if he isn’t allowed to sleep? Who’s here?»

      «I’m the breech-piece mule of number two gun of the First Screw Battery», said the mule, «and the other’s one of your friends. He’s waked me up too. Who are you?»

      «Number Fifteen, E troop, Ninth Lancers – Dick Cunliffe’ horse. Stand over a little, there».

      «Oh, beg your pardon», said the mule. «It’s too dark to see much. Aren’t these camels too sickening for anything? I walked out of my lines to get a little peace and quiet here».

      «My lords», said the camel humbly, «we dreamed bad dreams in the night, and we were very much afraid. I am only a baggage camel of the 39th Native Infantry, and I am not as brave as you are, my lords».

      «Then why didn’t you stay and carry baggage for the 39th Native Infantry, instead of running all round the camp?» said the mule.

      «They were such very bad dreams», said the camel. «I am sorry. Listen! What is that? Shall we run on again?»

      «Sit down», said the mule, «or you’ll snap your long stick-legs between the guns». He cocked one ear and listened. «Bullocks!» he said. «Gun bullocks. On my word, you and your friends have waked the camp very thoroughly. It takes a good deal of prodding to put up a gun bullock».

      I heard a chain dragging along the ground, and a yoke of the great sulky white bullocks that drag the heavy siege guns when the elephants won’t go any nearer to the firing, came shouldering along together. And almost stepping on the chain was another battery mule, calling wildly for «Billy».

      «That’s one of our recruits», said the old mule to the troop horse. «He’s calling for me. Here, youngster, stop squealing. The dark never hurt anybody yet».

      The gun bullocks lay down together and began chewing the cud, but the young mule huddled close to Billy.

      «Things!» he said. «Fearful and horrible, Billy! They came into our lines while we were asleep. D’you think they’ll kill us?»

      «I’ve a very great mind to give you a number-one kicking», said Billy. «The idea of a fourteen-hand mule with your training disgracing the battery before this gentleman!»

      «Gently, gently!» said the troop horse. «Remember they are always like this to begin with. The first time I ever saw a man (it was in Australia when I was a three-year-old) I ran for half a day, and if I’d seen a camel, I should have been running still».

      Nearly all our horses for the English cavalry are brought to India from Australia, and are broken in by the troopers themselves.

      «True enough», said Billy. «Stop shaking, youngster. The first time they put the full harness with all its chains on my back I stood on my forelegs and kicked every bit of it off. I hadn’t learned the real science of kicking then, but the battery said they had never seen anything like it».

      «But this wasn’t harness or anything that jingled», said the young mule. «You know I don’t mind that now, Billy. It was Things like trees, and they fell up and down the lines and bubbled; and my head-rope broke, and I couldn’t find my driver, and I couldn’t find you, Billy, so I ran off with – with these gentlemen».

      «H’m!» said Billy. «As soon as I heard the camels were loose I came away on my own account. When a battery – a screw-gun mule calls gun bullocks gentlemen, he must be very badly shaken up. Who are you fellows on the ground there?»

      The gun bullocks rolled their cuds, and answered both together: «The seventh yoke of the first gun of the Big Gun Battery. We were asleep when the camels came, but when we were trampled on we got up and walked away. It is better to lie quiet in the mud than to be disturbed on good bedding. We told your friend here that there was nothing to be afraid of, but he knew so much that he thought otherwise. Wah!» They went on chewing.

      «That comes of being afraid», said Billy. «You get laughed at by gun bullocks. I hope you like it, young un».

      The young mule’s teeth snapped, and I heard him say something about not being afraid of any beefy old bullock in the world. But the bullocks only clicked their horns together and went on chewing.

      «Now, don’t be angry after you’ve been afraid. That’s the worst kind of cowardice», said the troop horse. «Anybody can be forgiven for being scared in the night, I think, if they see things they don’t understand. We’ve broken out of our pickets, again and again, four hundred and fifty of us, just because a new recruit got to telling tales of whip snakes at home in Australia till we were scared to death of the loose ends of our head-ropes».

      «That’s all very well in camp», said Billy. «I’m not above stampeding myself, for the fun of the thing, when I haven’t been out for a day or two. But what do you do on active service?»

      «Oh, that’s quite another set of new shoes», said the troop horse. «Dick Cunliffe’s on my back then, and drives his knees into me, and all I have to do is to watch where I am putting my feet, and to keep my hind legs well under me, and be bridle-wise».

      «What’s bridle-wise?» said the young mule.

      «By the Blue Gums of the Back Blocks», snorted the troop horse, «do you mean to say that you aren’t taught to be bridle-wise in your business? How can you do anything, unless you can spin round at once when the rein is pressed on your neck? It means life or death to your man, and of course that’s life and death to you. Get round with your hind legs under you the instant you feel the rein on your neck. If you haven’t room to swing round, rear up a little and come round on your hind legs. That’s being bridle-wise».

      «We aren’t taught that way», said Billy the mule stiffly. «We’re taught to obey the man at our head: step off when he says so, and step in when he says so. I suppose it comes to the same thing. Now, with all this fine fancy business and rearing, which must be very bad for your hocks, what do you do?»

      «That depends», said the troop horse. «Generally I have to go in among a lot of yelling, hairy men with knives – long shiny knives, worse than the farrier’s knives – and I have to take care that Dick’s boot is just touching the next man’s boot without crushing it. I can see Dick’s lance to the right of my right eye, and I know I’m safe. I shouldn’t care to be the man or horse that stood up to Dick and me when we’re in a hurry».

      «Don’t the knives hurt?» said the young mule.

      «Well, I got one cut across the chest once, but that wasn’t Dick’s fault -»

      «A lot I should have cared whose fault it was, if it hurt!» said the young mule.

      «You must», said the troop horse. «If you don’t trust your man, you may as well run away at once. That’s what some of our horses do, and I don’t blame them. As I was saying, it wasn’t Dick’s fault. The man was lying on the ground, and I stretched myself not to tread on him, and he slashed up at me. Next time I have to go over a man lying down I shall step on him – hard».

      «H’m!» said Billy. «It sounds very foolish. Knives are dirty things at any time. The proper thing to do is to climb up a mountain with a well-balanced saddle, hang on by all four feet and your ears too, and creep and crawl and wriggle along, till you come out hundreds of feet above anyone else on a ledge where there’s just room enough for your hooves. Then you stand still and keep quiet – never ask a man to hold your head, young un – keep quiet while the guns are being put together, and then you watch the little poppy shells drop down into the tree-tops ever so far below».

      «Don’t you ever trip?» said the troop-horse.

      «They say that when a mule trips you can split a hen’s ear», said Billy. «Now and again perhaps a badly packed saddle will upset a mule, but it’s very seldom. I wish I could show you our business. It’s beautiful. Why, it took me three years to find out what the men were driving at. The science of the thing is never to show up against the sky line, because, if you do, you may get fired at. Remember that, young un. Always keep hidden as much as possible, even if you have to go a mile out of your way. I lead the battery when it comes to that sort of climbing».

      «Fired at without the chance of running into the people who are firing!» said the troop horse, thinking hard. «I couldn’t stand that. I should want to charge – with Dick».

      «Oh, no, you wouldn’t. You know that as soon as the guns are in position they’ll do all the charging. That’s scientific and neat. But knives – pah!»

      The baggage camel had been bobbing his head to and fro for some time past, anxious to get a word in edgewise. Then I heard him say, as he cleared his throat, nervously: «I-I – I have fought a little, but not in that climbing way or that running way».

      «No. Now you mention it», said Billy, «you don’t look as though you were made for climbing or running – much. Well, how was it, old Hay-bales?»

      «The proper way», said the camel. «We all sat down -»

      «Oh, my crupper and breastplate!» said the troop horse under his breath. «Sat down!»

      «We sat down – a hundred of us», the camel went on, «in a big square, and the men piled our packs and saddles, outside the square, and they fired over our backs, the men did, on all sides of the square».

      «What sort of men? Any men that came along?» said the troop horse. «They teach us in riding school to lie down and let our masters fire across us, but Dick Cunliffe is the only man I’d trust to do that. It tickles my girths, and, besides, I can’t see with my head on the ground».

      «What does it matter who fires across you?» said the camel. «There are plenty of men and plenty of other camels close by, and a great many clouds of smoke. I am not frightened then. I sit still and wait».

      «And yet», said Billy, «you dream bad dreams and upset the camp at night. Well, well! Before I’d lie down, not to speak of sitting down, and let a man fire across me, my heels and his head would have something to say to each other. Did you ever hear anything so awful as that?»

      There was a long silence, and then one of the gun bullocks lifted up his big head and said, «This is very foolish indeed. There is only one way of fighting».

      «Oh, go on», said Billy. «Please don’t mind me. I suppose you fellows fight standing on your tails?»

      «Only one way», said the two together. (They must have been twins.) «This is that way. To put all twenty yoke of us to the big gun as soon as Two Tails trumpets». («Two Tails» is camp slang for the elephant.)

      «What does Two Tails trumpet for?» said the young mule.

      «To show that he is not going any nearer to the smoke on the other side. Two Tails is a great coward. Then we tug the big gun all together – Heya – Hullah! Heeyah! Hullah! We do not climb like cats nor run like calves. We go across the level plain, twenty yoke of us, till we are unyoked again, and we graze while the big guns talk across the plain to some town with mud walls, and pieces of the wall fall out, and the dust goes up as though many cattle were coming home».

      «Oh! And you choose that time for grazing?» said the young mule.

      «That time or any other. Eating is always good. We eat till we are yoked up again and tug the gun back to where Two Tails is waiting for it. Sometimes there are big guns in the city that speak back, and some of us are killed, and then there is all the more grazing for those that are left. This is Fate. None the less, Two Tails is a great coward. That is the proper way to fight. We are brothers from Hapur. Our father was a sacred bull of Shiva. We have spoken».

      «Well, I’ve certainly learned something tonight», said the troop horse. «Do you gentlemen of the screw-gun battery feel inclined to eat when you are being fired at with big guns, and Two Tails is behind you?»

      «About as much as we feel inclined to sit down and let men sprawl all over us, or run into people with knives. I never heard such stuff. A mountain ledge, a well-balanced load, a driver you can trust to let you pick your own way, and I’m your mule. But – the other things – no!» said Billy, with a stamp of his foot.

      «Of course», said the troop horse, «everyone is not made in the same way, and I can quite see that your family, on your father’s side, would fail to understand a great many things».

      «Never you mind my family on my father’s side», said Billy angrily, for every mule hates to be reminded that his father was a donkey. «My father was a Southern gentleman, and he could pull down and bite and kick into rags every horse he came across. Remember that, you big brown Brumby!» Brumby means wild horse without any breeding. Imagine the feelings of Sunol if a car horse called her a «skate», and you can imagine how the Australian horse felt. I saw the white of his eye glitter in the dark.

      «See here, you son of an imported Malaga jackass», he said between his teeth, «I’d have you know that I’m related on my mother’s side to Carbine, winner of the Melbourne Cup, and where I come from we aren’t accustomed to being ridden over roughshod by any parrot-mouthed, pig-headed mule in a pop-gun pea-shooter battery. Are you ready?»

      «On your hind legs!» squealed Billy. They both reared up facing each other, and I was expecting a furious fight, when a gurgly, rumbly voice, called out of the darkness to the right – «Children, what are you fighting about there? Be quiet».

      Both beasts dropped down with a snort of disgust, for neither horse nor mule can bear to listen to an elephant’s voice.

      «It’s Two Tails!» said the troop horse. «I can’t stand him. A tail at each end isn’t fair!»

      «My feelings exactly», said Billy, crowding into the troop horse for company. «We’re very alike in some things».

      «I suppose we’ve inherited them from our mothers», said the troop horse. «It’s not worth quarreling about. Hi! Two Tails, are you tied up?»

      «Yes», said Two Tails, with a laugh all up his trunk. «I’m picketed for the night. I’ve heard what you fellows have been saying. But don’t be afraid. I’m not coming over».

      The bullocks and the camel said, half aloud, «Afraid of Two Tails – what nonsense!» And the bullocks went on, «We are sorry that you heard, but it is true. Two Tails, why are you afraid of the guns when they fire?»

      «Well», said Two Tails, rubbing one hind leg against the other, exactly like a little boy saying a poem, «I don’t quite know whether you’d understand».

      «We don’t, but we have to pull the guns», said the bullocks.

      «I know it, and I know you are a good deal braver than you think you are. But it’s different with me. My battery captain called me a Pachydermatous Anachronism the other day».

      «That’s another way of fighting, I suppose?» said Billy, who was recovering his spirits.

      «You don’t know what that means, of course, but I do. It means betwixt and between, and that is just where I am. I can see inside my head what will happen when a shell bursts, and you bullocks can’t».

      «I can», said the troop horse. «At least a little bit. I try not to think about it».

      «I can see more than you, and I do think about it. I know there’s a great deal of me to take care of, and I know that nobody knows how to cure me when I’m sick. All they can do is to stop my driver’s pay till I get well, and I can’t trust my driver».

      «Ah!» said the troop horse. «That explains it. I can trust Dick».

      «You could put a whole regiment of Dicks on my back without making me feel any better. I know just enough to be uncomfortable, and not enough to go on in spite of it».

      «We do not understand», said the bullocks.

      «I know you don’t. I’m not talking to you. You don’t know what blood is».

      «We do», said the bullocks. «It is red stuff that soaks into the ground and smells». The troop horse gave a kick and a bound and a snort.

      «Don’t talk of it», he said. «I can smell it now, just thinking of it. It makes me want to run – when I haven’t Dick on my back».

      «But it is not here», said the camel and the bullocks. «Why are you so stupid?»

      «It’s vile stuff», said Billy. «I don’t want to run, but I don’t want to talk about it».

      «There you are!» said Two Tails, waving his tail to explain.

      «Surely. Yes, we have been here all night», said the bullocks.

      Two Tails stamped his foot till the iron ring on it jingled.

      «Oh, I’m not talking to you. You can’t see inside your heads».

      «No. We see out of our four eyes», said the bullocks. «We see straight in front of us».

      «If I could do that and nothing else, you wouldn’t be needed to pull the big guns at all. If I was like my captain – can see things inside his head before the firing begins, and he shakes all over, but he knows too much to run away – if I was like him I could pull the guns. But if I were as wise as all that I should never be here. I should be a king in the forest, as I used to be, sleeping half the day and bathing when I liked. I haven’t had a good bath for a month».

      «That’s all very fine», said Billy. «But giving a thing a long name doesn’t make it any better».

      «H’sh!» said the troop horse. «I think I understand what Two Tails means».

      «You’ll understand better in a minute», said Two Tails angrily. «Now you just explain to me why you don’t like this!»

      He began trumpeting furiously at the top of his trumpet.

      «Stop that!» said Billy and the troop horse together, and I could hear them stamp and shiver. An elephant’s trumpeting is always nasty, especially on a dark night.

      «I shan’t stop», said Two Tails. «Won’t you explain that, please? Hhrrmph! Rrrt! Rrrmph! Rrrhha!» Then he stopped suddenly, and I heard a little whimper in the dark, and knew that Vixen had found me at last. She knew as well as I did that if there is one thing in the world the elephant is more afraid of than another it is a little barking dog. So she stopped to bully Two Tails in his pickets, and yapped round his big feet. Two Tails shuffled and squeaked. «Go away, little dog!» he said. «Don’t snuff at my ankles, or I’ll kick at you. Good little dog – nice little doggie, then! Go home, you yelping little beast! Oh, why doesn’t someone take her away? She’ll bite me in a minute».

      «Seems to me», said Billy to the troop horse, «that our friend Two Tails is afraid of most things. Now, if I had a full meal for every dog I’ve kicked across the parade-ground I should be as fat as Two Tails nearly».

      I whistled, and Vixen ran up to me, muddy all over, and licked my nose, and told me a long tale about hunting for me all through the camp. I never let her know that I understood beast talk, or she would have taken all sorts of liberties. So I buttoned her into the breast of my overcoat, and Two Tails shuffled and stamped and growled to himself.

      «Extraordinary! Most extraordinary!» he said. «It runs in our family. Now, where has that nasty little beast gone to?»

      I heard him feeling about with his trunk.

      «We all seem to be affected in various ways», he went on, blowing his nose. «Now, you gentlemen were alarmed, I believe, when I trumpeted».

      «Not alarmed, exactly», said the troop horse, «but it made me feel as though I had hornets where my saddle ought to be. Don’t begin again».

      «I’m frightened of a little dog, and the camel here is frightened by bad dreams in the night».

      «It is very lucky for us that we haven’t all got to fight in the same way», said the troop horse.

      «What I want to know», said the young mule, who had been quiet for a long time – «what I want to know is, why we have to fight at all».

      «Because we’re told to», said the troop horse, with a snort of contempt.

      «Orders», said Billy the mule, and his teeth snapped.

      «Hukm hai!» (It is an order!), said the camel with a gurgle, and Two Tails and the bullocks repeated, «Hukm hai!»

      «Yes, but who gives the orders?» said the recruit-mule.

      «The man who walks at your head – Or sits on your back – Or holds the nose rope – Or twists your tail», said Billy and the troop horse and the camel and the bullocks one after the other.

      «But who gives them the orders?»

      «Now you want to know too much, young un», said Billy, «and that is one way of getting kicked. All you have to do is to obey the man at your head and ask no questions».

      «He’s quite right», said Two Tails. «I can’t always obey, because I’m betwixt and between. But Billy’s right. Obey the man next to you who gives the order, or you’ll stop all the battery, besides getting a thrashing».

      The gun bullocks got up to go. «Morning is coming», they said. «We will go back to our lines. It is true that we only see out of our eyes, and we are not very clever. But still, we are the only people to-night who have not been afraid. Good-night, you brave people».

      Nobody answered, and the troop horse said, to change the conversation, «Where’s that little dog? A dog means a man somewhere about».

      «Here I am», yapped Vixen, «under the gun tail with my man. You big, blundering beast of a camel you, you upset our tent. My man’s very angry».

      «Phew!» said the bullocks. «He must be white!»

      «Of course he is», said Vixen. «Do you suppose I’m looked after by a black bullock-driver?»

      «Huah! Ouach! Ugh!» said the bullocks. «Let us get away quickly».

      They plunged forward in the mud, and managed somehow to run their yoke on the pole of an ammunition wagon, where it jammed.

      «Now you have done it», said Billy calmly. «Don’t struggle. You’re hung up till daylight. What on earth’s the matter?»

      The bullocks went off into the long hissing snorts that Indian cattle give, and pushed and crowded and slued and stamped and slipped and nearly fell down in the mud, grunting savagely.

      «You’ll break your necks in a minute», said the troop horse. «What’s the matter with white men? I live with ’em».

      «They – eat – us! Pull!» said the near bullock. The yoke snapped with a twang, and they lumbered off together.

      I never knew before what made Indian cattle so scared of Englishmen. We eat beef – a thing that no cattle-driver touches – and of course the cattle do not like it.

      «May I be flogged with my own pad-chains! Who’d have thought of two big lumps like those losing their heads?» said Billy.

      «Never mind. I’m going to look at this man. Most of the white men, I know, have things in their pockets», said the troop horse.

      «I’ll leave you, then. I can’t say I’m over-fond of ’em myself. Besides, white men who haven’t a place to sleep in are more than likely to be thieves, and I’ve a good deal of Government property on my back. Come along, young un, and we’ll go back to our lines. Good-night, Australia! See you on parade tomorrow, I suppose. Good-night, old Hay-bale! – try to control your feelings, won’t you? Good-night, Two Tails! If you pass us on the ground tomorrow, don’t trumpet. It spoils our formation».

      Billy the Mule stumped off with the swaggering limp of an old campaigner, as the troop horse’s head came nuzzling into my breast, and I gave him biscuits, while Vixen, who is a most conceited little dog, told him fibs about the scores of horses that she and I kept. «I’m coming to the parade tomorrow in my dog-cart», she said. «Where will you be?»

      «On the left hand of the second squadron. I set the time for all my troop, little lady», he said politely. «Now I must go back to Dick. My tail’s all muddy, and he’ll have two hours’ hard work dressing me for parade».

      The big parade of all the thirty thousand men was held that afternoon, and Vixen and I had a good place close to the Viceroy and the Amir of Afghanistan, with high, big black hat of astrakhan wool and the great diamond star in the center. The first part of the review was all sunshine, and the regiments went by in wave upon wave of legs all moving together, and guns all in a line, till our eyes grew dizzy. Then the cavalry came up, to the beautiful cavalry canter of «Bonnie Dundee», and Vixen cocked her ear where she sat on the dog-cart. The second squadron of the Lancers shot by, and there was the troop horse, with his tail like spun silk, his head pulled into his breast, one ear forward and one back, setting the time for all his squadron, his legs going as smoothly as waltz music. Then the big guns came by, and I saw Two Tails and two other elephants harnessed in line to a forty-pounder siege gun, while twenty yoke of oxen walked behind. The seventh pair had a new yoke, and they looked rather stiff and tired. Last came the screw-guns, and Billy the mule carried himself as though he commanded all the troops, and his harness was oiled and polished till it winked. I gave a cheer all by myself for Billy the mule, but he never looked right or left.

      The rain began to fall again, and for a while it was too misty to see what the troops were doing. They had made a big half circle across the plain, and were spreading out into a line. That line grew and grew and grew till it was three-quarters of a mile long from wing to wing – one solid wall of men, horses, and guns. Then it came on straight toward the Viceroy and the Amir, and as it got nearer the ground began to shake, like the deck of a steamer when the engines are going fast.

      Unless you have been there you cannot imagine what a frightening effect this steady come-down of troops has on the spectators, even when they know it is only a review. I looked at the Amir. Up till then he had not shown the shadow of a sign of astonishment or anything else. But now his eyes began to get bigger and bigger, and he picked up the reins on his horse’s neck and looked behind him. For a minute it seemed as though he were going to draw his sword and slash his way out through the English men and women in the carriages at the back. Then the advance stopped dead, the ground stood still, the whole line saluted, and thirty bands began to play all together. That was the end of the review, and the regiments went off to their camps in the rain, and an infantry band struck up with -

       

      The animals went in two by two, Hurrah!

      The animals went in two by two,

      The elephant and the battery mul’,

      and they all got into the Ark

      For to get out of the rain!

       

      Then I heard an old grizzled, long-haired Central Asian chief, who had come down with the Amir, asking questions of a native officer. «Now», said he, «in what manner was this wonderful thing done?» And the officer answered, «An order was given, and they obeyed».

      «But are the beasts as wise as the men?» said the chief.

      «They obey, as the men do. Mule, horse, elephant, or bullock, he obeys his driver, and the driver his sergeant, and the sergeant his lieutenant, and the lieutenant his captain, and the captain his major, and the major his colonel, and the colonel his brigadier commanding three regiments, and the brigadier the general, who obeys the Viceroy, who is the servant of the Empress. Thus it is done».

      «Would it were so in Afghanistan!» said the chief, «for there we obey only our own wills».

      «And for that reason», said the native officer, twirling his mustache, «your Amir whom you do not obey must come here and take orders from our Viceroy».

       

      Parade Song of the Camp Animals

       

      ELEPHANTS OF THE GUN TEAMS

       

      We lent to Alexander the strength of Hercules,

      The wisdom of our foreheads,

      the cunning of our knees;

      We bowed our necks to service:

      they ne’er were loosed again, -

      Make way there – way for the ten-foot teams

      Of the Forty-Pounder train!

       

      GUN BULLOCKS

       

      Those heroes in their harnesses avoid

      a cannon-ball,

      And what they know of powder upsets them

      one and all;

      Then we come into action and tug the guns again -

      Make way there – way for the twenty yoke

      Of the Forty-Pounder train!

       

      CAVALRY HORSES

       

      By the brand on my shoulder, the finest of tunes

      Is played by the Lancers, Hussars, and Dragoons,

      And it’s sweeter than «Stables» or «Water» to me -

      The Cavalry Canter of «Bonnie Dundee»!

      Then feed us and break us and handle and groom,

      And give us good riders and plenty of room,

      And launch us in column of squadron and see

      The way of the war-horse to «Bonnie Dundee»!

       

      SCREW-GUN MULES

       

      As me and my companions were scrambling up a hill,

      The path was lost in rolling stones, but we went forward still;

      For we can wriggle and climb, my lads, and turn up everywhere,

      Oh, it’s our delight on a mountain height, with a leg or two to spare!

      Good luck to every sergeant, then, that lets us pick our road;

      Bad luck to all the driver-men that cannot pack a load:

      For we can wriggle and climb, my lads, and turn up everywhere,

      Oh, it’s our delight on a mountain height, with a leg or two to spare!

       

      COMMISSARIAT CAMELS

       

      We haven’t a camelty tune of our own

      To help us trollop along,

      But every neck is a hair trombone

      (Rtt-ta-ta-ta! is a hair trombone!)

      And this our marching-song:

      Can’t! Don’t! Shan’t! Won’t!

      Pass it along the line!

      Somebody’s pack has slid from his back,

      Wish it were only mine!

      Somebody’s load has tipped off in the road -

      Cheer for a halt and a row!

      Urrr! Yarrh! Grr! Arrh!

      Somebody’s catching it now!

       

      ALL THE BEASTS TOGETHER

       

      Children of the Camp are we,

      Serving each in his degree;

      Children of the yoke and goad,

      Pack and harness, pad and load.

      See our line across the plain,

      Like a heel-rope bent again,

      Reaching, writhing, rolling far,

      Sweeping all away to war!

      While the men that walk beside,

      Dusty, silent, heavy-eyed,

      Cannot tell why we or they

      March and suffer day by day.

      Children of the Camp are we,

      Serving each in his degree;

      Children of the yoke and goad,

      Pack and harness, pad and load!

    


    
      
        Rikki-Tikki-Tavi

      

      At the hole where he went in

      Red-Eye called to Wrinkle-Skin.

      Hear what little Red-Eye saith:

      «Nag, come up and dance with death!»

      Eye to eye and head to head,

      (Keep the measure, Nag.)

      This shall end when one is dead;

      (At thy pleasure, Nag.)

      Turn for turn and twist for twist -

      (Run and hide thee, Nag.)

      Hah! The hooded Death has missed!

      (Woe betide thee, Nag!)

       

      This is the story of the great war that Rikki-tikki-tavi fought single-handed, through the bath-rooms of the big bungalow in Segowlee cantonment. Darzee, the Tailorbird, helped him, and Chuchundra, the musk-rat, who never comes out into the middle of the floor, but always creeps round by the wall, gave him advice, but Rikki-tikki did the real fighting.

      He was a mongoose, rather like a little cat in his fur and his tail, but quite like a weasel in his head and his habits. His eyes and the end of his restless nose were pink. He could scratch himself anywhere he pleased with any leg, front or back, that he chose to use. He could fluff up his tail till it looked like a bottle brush, and his war cry as he scuttled through the long grass was: «Rikk-tikk-tikki-tikki-tchk!»

      One day, a high summer flood washed him out of the burrow where he lived with his father and mother, and carried him, kicking and clucking, down a roadside ditch. He found a little wisp of grass floating there, and clung to it till he lost his senses. When he revived, he was lying in the hot sun in the middle of a garden path, very draggled indeed, and a small boy was saying, «Here’s a dead mongoose. Let’s have a funeral».

      «No», said his mother, «let’s take him in and dry him. Perhaps he isn’t really dead».

      They took him into the house, and a big man picked him up between his finger and thumb and said he was not dead but half choked. So they wrapped him in cotton wool, and warmed him over a little fire, and he opened his eyes and sneezed.

      «Now», said the big man (he was an Englishman who had just moved into the bungalow), «don’t frighten him, and we’ll see what he’ll do».

      It is the hardest thing in the world to frighten a mon-goose, because he is eaten up from nose to tail with curiosity. The motto of all the mongoose family is «Run and find out», and Rikki-tikki was a true mongoose. He looked at the cotton wool, decided that it was not good to eat, ran all round the table, sat up and put his fur in order, scratched himself, and jumped on the small boy’s shoulder.

      «Don’t be frightened, Teddy», said his father. «That’s his way of making friends».

      «Ouch! He’s tickling under my chin», said Teddy.

      Rikki-tikki looked down between the boy’s collar and neck, snuffed at his ear, and climbed down to the floor, where he sat rubbing his nose.

      «Good gracious», said Teddy’s mother, «and that’s a wild creature! I suppose he’s so tame because we’ve been kind to him».

      «All mongooses are like that», said her husband. «If Teddy doesn’t pick him up by the tail, or try to put him in a cage, he’ll run in and out of the house all day long. Let’s give him something to eat».

      They gave him a little piece of raw meat. Rikki-tikki liked it immensely, and when it was finished he went out into the veranda and sat in the sunshine and fluffed up his fur to make it dry to the roots. Then he felt better.

      «There are more things to find out about in this house», he said to himself, «than all my family could find out in all their lives. I shall certainly stay and find out».

      He spent all that day roaming over the house. He nearly drowned himself in the bath-tubs, put his nose into the ink on a writing table, and burned it on the end of the big man’s cigar, for he climbed up in the big man’s lap to see how writing was done. At nightfall he ran into Teddy’s nursery to watch how kerosene lamps were lighted, and when Teddy went to bed Rikki-tikki climbed up too. But he was a restless companion, because he had to get up and attend to every noise all through the night, and find out what made it. Teddy’s mother and father came in, the last thing, to look at their boy, and Rikki-tikki was awake on the pillow. «I don’t like that», said Teddy’s mother. «He may bite the child». «He’ll do no such thing», said the father. «Teddy’s safer with that little beast than if he had a bloodhound to watch him. If a snake came into the nursery now -»

      But Teddy’s mother wouldn’t think of anything so awful.

      Early in the morning Rikki-tikki came to early breakfast in the veranda riding on Teddy’s shoulder, and they gave him banana and some boiled egg. He sat on all their laps one after the other, because every well-brought-up mongoose always hopes to be a house mongoose some day and have rooms to run about in; and Rikki-tikki’s mother (she used to live in the general’s house at Segowlee) had carefully told Rikki what to do if ever he came across white men.

      Then Rikki-tikki went out into the garden to see what was to be seen. It was a large garden, only half cultivated, with bushes, as big as summer-houses, of Marshal Niel roses, lime and orange trees, clumps of bamboos, and thickets of high grass. Rikki-tikki licked his lips. «This is a splendid hunting-ground», he said, and his tail grew bottle-brushy at the thought of it, and he scuttled up and down the garden, snuffing here and there till he heard very sorrowful voices in a thorn-bush.

      It was Darzee, the Tailorbird, and his wife. They had made a beautiful nest by pulling two big leaves together and stitching them up the edges with fibers, and had filled the hollow with cotton and downy fluff. The nest swayed to and fro, as they sat on the rim and cried.

      «What is the matter?» asked Rikki-tikki.

      «We are very miserable», said Darzee. «One of our babies fell out of the nest yesterday and Nag ate him».

      «H’m!» said Rikki-tikki, «that is very sad – but I am a stranger here. Who is Nag?»

      Darzee and his wife only cowered down in the nest without answering, for from the thick grass at the foot of the bush there came a low hiss – a horrid cold sound that made Rikki-tikki jump back two clear feet. Then inch by inch out of the grass rose up the head and spread hood of Nag, the big black cobra, and he was five feet long from tongue to tail. When he had lifted one-third of himself clear of the ground, he stayed balancing to and fro exactly as a dandelion tuft balances in the wind, and he looked at Rikki-tikki with the wicked snake’s eyes that never change their expression, whatever the snake may be thinking of.

      «Who is Nag?» said he. «I am Nag. The great God Brahm put his mark upon all our people, when the first cobra spread his hood to keep the sun off Brahm as he slept. Look, and be afraid!»

      He spread out his hood more than ever, and Rikki-tikki saw the spectacle-mark on the back of it that looks exactly like the eye part of a hook-and-eye fastening.

      He was afraid for the minute, but it is impossible for a mongoose to stay frightened for any length of time, and though Rikki-tikki had never met a live cobra before, his mother had fed him on dead ones, and he knew that all a grown mongoose’s business in life was to fight and eat snakes. Nag knew that too and, at the bottom of his cold heart, he was afraid.

      «Well», said Rikki-tikki, and his tail began to fluff up again, «marks or no marks, do you think it is right for you to eat fledglings out of a nest?»

      Nag was thinking to himself, and watching the least little movement in the grass behind Rikki-tikki. He knew that mongooses in the garden meant death sooner or later for him and his family, but he wanted to get Rikki-tikki off his guard. So he dropped his head a little, and put it on one side.

      «Let us talk», he said. «You eat eggs. Why should not I eat birds?»

      «Behind you! Look behind you!» sang Darzee.

      Rikki-tikki knew better than to waste time in staring. He jumped up in the air as high as he could go, and just under him whizzed by the head of Nagaina, Nag’s wicked wife. She had crept up behind him as he was talking, to make an end of him. He heard her savage hiss as the stroke missed. He came down almost across her back, and if he had been an old mongoose he would have known that then was the time to break her back with one bite; but he was afraid of the terrible lashing return stroke of the cobra. He bit, indeed, but did not bite long enough, and he jumped clear of the whisking tail, leaving Nagaina torn and angry.

      «Wicked, wicked Darzee!» said Nag, lashing up as high as he could reach toward the nest in the thorn-bush. But Darzee had built it out of reach of snakes, and it only swayed to and fro.

      Rikki-tikki felt his eyes growing red and hot (when a mongoose’s eyes grow red, he is angry), and he sat back on his tail and hind legs like a little kangaroo, and looked all round him, and chattered with rage. But Nag and Nagaina had disappeared into the grass. When a snake misses its stroke, it never says anything or gives any sign of what it means to do next. Rikki-tikki did not care to follow them, for he did not feel sure that he could manage two snakes at once. So he trotted off to the gravel path near the house, and sat down to think. It was a serious matter for him.

      If you read the old books of natural history, you will find they say that when the mongoose fights the snake and happens to get bitten, he runs off and eats some herb that cures him. That is not true. The victory is only a matter of quickness of eye and quickness of foot – snake’s blow against mongoose’s jump – and as no eye can follow the motion of a snake’s head when it strikes, this makes things much more wonderful than any magic herb. Rikki-tikki knew he was a young mongoose, and it made him all the more pleased to think that he had managed to escape a blow from behind. It gave him confidence in himself, and when Teddy came running down the path, Rikki-tikki was ready to be petted.

      But just as Teddy was stooping, something wriggled a little in the dust, and a tiny voice said: «Be careful. I am Death!» It was Karait, the dusty brown snakeling that lies for choice on the dusty earth; and his bite is as dangerous as the cobra’s. But he is so small that nobody thinks of him, and so he does the more harm to people.

      Rikki-tikki’s eyes grew red again, and he danced up to Karait with the peculiar rocking, swaying motion that he had inherited from his family. It looks very funny, but it is so perfectly balanced a gait that you can fly off from it at any angle you please, and in dealing with snakes this is an advantage. If Rikki-tikki had only known, he was doing a much more dangerous thing than fighting Nag, for Karait is so small, and can turn so quickly, that unless Rikki bit him close to the back of the head, he would get the return stroke in his eye or his lip. But Rikki did not know. His eyes were all red, and he rocked back and forth, looking for a good place to hold. Karait struck out. Rikki jumped sideways and tried to run in, but the wicked little dusty gray head lashed within a fraction of his shoulder, and he had to jump over the body, and the head followed his heels close.

      Teddy shouted to the house: «Oh, look here! Our mongoose is killing a snake». And Rikki-tikki heard a scream from Teddy’s mother. His father ran out with a stick, but by the time he came up, Karait had lunged out once too far, and Rikki-tikki had sprung, jumped on the snake’s back, dropped his head far between his forelegs, bitten as high up the back as he could get hold, and rolled away. That bite paralyzed Karait, and Rikki-tikki was just going to eat him up from the tail, after the custom of his family at dinner, when he remembered that a full meal makes a slow mongoose, and if he wanted all his strength and quickness ready, he must keep himself thin.

      He went away for a dust bath under the castor-oil bushes, while Teddy’s father beat the dead Karait. «What is the use of that?» thought Rikki-tikki. «I have settled it all», and then Teddy’s mother picked him up from the dust and hugged him, crying that he had saved Teddy from death, and Teddy’s father said that he was a Providence, and Teddy looked on with big scared eyes. Rikki-tikki was rather amused at all the fuss, which, of course, he did not understand. Teddy’s mother might just as well have petted Teddy for playing in the dust. Rikki was thoroughly enjoying himself.

      That night at dinner, walking to and fro among the wine-glasses on the table, he might have stuffed himself three times over with nice things. But he remembered Nag and Nagaina, and though it was very pleasant to be patted and petted by Teddy’s mother, and to sit on Teddy’s shoulder, his eyes would get red from time to time, and he would go off into his long war cry of «Rikk-tikk-tikki-tikki-tchk!»

      Teddy carried him off to bed, and insisted on Rikki-tikki sleeping under his chin. Rikki-tikki was too well bred to bite or scratch, but as soon as Teddy was asleep he went off for his nightly walk round the house, and in the dark he ran up against Chuchundra, the musk-rat, creeping around by the wall. Chuchundra is a broken-hearted little beast. He whimpers and cheeps all the night, trying to make up his mind to run into the middle of the room. But he never gets there.

      «Don’t kill me», said Chuchundra, almost weeping. «Rikki-tikki, don’t kill me!»

      «Do you think a snake-killer kills musk-rats?» said Rikki-tikki scornfully.

      «Those who kill snakes get killed by snakes», said Chuchundra, more sorrowfully than ever. «And how am I to be sure that Nag won’t mistake me for you some dark night?»

      «There’s not the least danger», said Rikki-tikki. «But Nag is in the garden, and I know you don’t go there».

      «My cousin Chua, the rat, told me -» said Chuchundra, and then he stopped.

      «Told you what?»

      «H’sh! Nag is everywhere, Rikki-tikki. You should have talked to Chua in the garden».

      «I didn’t – so you must tell me. Quick, Chuchundra, or I’ll bite you!»

      Chuchundra sat down and cried till the tears rolled off his whiskers. «I am a very poor man», he sobbed. «I never had spirit enough to run out into the middle of the room. H’sh! I mustn’t tell you anything. Can’t you hear, Rikki-tikki?»

      Rikki-tikki listened. The house was as still as still, but he thought he could just catch the faintest scratch-scratch in the world – a noise as faint as that of a wasp walking on a window-pane – the dry scratch of a snake’s scales on brick-work.

      «That’s Nag or Nagaina», he said to himself, «and he is crawling into the bath-room sluice. You’re right, Chuchundra; I should have talked to Chua».

      He stole off to Teddy’s bath-room, but there was nothing there, and then to Teddy’s mother’s bath-room. At the bottom of the smooth plaster wall there was a brick pulled out to make a sluice for the bath water, and as Rikki-tikki stole in by the masonry curb where the bath is put, he heard Nag and Nagaina whispering together outside in the moonlight.

      «When the house is emptied of people», said Nagaina to her husband, «he will have to go away, and then the garden will be our own again. Go in quietly, and remember that the big man who killed Karait is the first one to bite. Then come out and tell me, and we will hunt for Rikki-tikki together».

      «But are you sure that there is anything to be gained by killing the people?» said Nag.

      «Everything. When there were no people in the bungalow, did we have any mongoose in the garden? So long as the bungalow is empty, we are king and queen of the garden; and remember that as soon as our eggs in the melon bed hatch (as they may tomorrow), our children will need room and quiet».

      «I had not thought of that», said Nag. «I will go, but there is no need that we should hunt for Rikki-tikki afterward. I will kill the big man and his wife, and the child if I can, and come away quietly. Then the bungalow will be empty, and Rikki-tikki will go».

      Rikki-tikki tingled all over with rage and hatred at this, and then Nag’s head came through the sluice, and his five feet of cold body followed it. Angry as he was, Rikki-tikki was very frightened as he saw the size of the big cobra. Nag coiled himself up, raised his head, and looked into the bath-room in the dark, and Rikki could see his eyes glitter.

      «Now, if I kill him here, Nagaina will know; and if I fight him on the open floor, the odds are in his favor. What am I to do?» said Rikki-tikki-tavi.

      Nag waved to and fro, and then Rikki-tikki heard him drinking from the biggest water-jar that was used to fill the bath. «That is good», said the snake. «Now, when Karait was killed, the big man had a stick. He may have that stick still, but when he comes in to bathe in the morning he will not have a stick. I shall wait here till he comes. Nagaina – do you hear me? – I shall wait here in the cool till daytime».

      There was no answer from outside, so Rikki-tikki knew Nagaina had gone away. Nag coiled himself down, coil by coil, round the bulge at the bottom of the water jar, and Rikki-tikki stayed still as death. After an hour he began to move, muscle by muscle, toward the jar. Nag was asleep, and Rikki-tikki looked at his big back, wondering which would be the best place for a good hold. «If I don’t break his back at the first jump», said Rikki, «he can still fight. And if he fights – O Rikki!» He looked at the thickness of the neck below the hood, but that was too much for him; and a bite near the tail would only make Nag savage.

      «It must be the head», he said at last; «the head above the hood. And, when I am once there, I must not let go».

      Then he jumped. The head was lying a little clear of the water jar, under the curve of it; and, as his teeth met, Rikki braced his back against the bulge of the red earthenware to hold down the head.

      This gave him just one second’s purchase, and he made the most of it. Then he was battered to and fro as a rat is shaken by a dog – to and fro on the floor, up and down, and around in great circles, but his eyes were red and he held on as the body cart-whipped over the floor, upsetting the tin dipper and the soap dish and the flesh brush, and banged against the tin side of the bath. As he held he closed his jaws tighter and tighter, for he made sure he would be banged to death, and, for the honor of his family, he preferred to be found with his teeth locked. He was dizzy, aching, and felt shaken to pieces when something went off like a thunderclap just behind him. A hot wind knocked him senseless and red fire singed his fur. The big man had been wakened by the noise, and had fired both barrels of a shotgun into Nag just behind the hood.

      Rikki-tikki held on with his eyes shut, for now he was quite sure he was dead. But the head did not move, and the big man picked him up and said, «It’s the mongoose again, Alice. The little chap has saved our lives now».

      Then Teddy’s mother came in with a very white face, and saw what was left of Nag, and Rikki-tikki dragged himself to Teddy’s bedroom and spent half the rest of the night shaking himself tenderly to find out whether he really was broken into forty pieces, as he fancied.

      When morning came he was very stiff, but well pleased with his doings. «Now I have Nagaina to settle with, and she will be worse than five Nags, and there’s no knowing when the eggs she spoke of will hatch. Goodness! I must go and see Darzee», he said.

      Without waiting for breakfast, Rikki-tikki ran to the thorn-bush where Darzee was singing a song of triumph at the top of his voice.

      The news of Nag’s death was all over the garden, for the sweeper had thrown the body on the rubbish-heap.

      «Oh, you stupid tuft of feathers!» said Rikki-tikki angrily. «Is this the time to sing?»

      «Nag is dead – is dead – is dead!» sang Darzee. «The valiant Rikki-tikki caught him by the head and held fast. The big man brought the bang-stick, and Nag fell in two pieces! He will never eat my babies again».

      «All that’s true enough. But where’s Nagaina?» said Rikki-tikki, looking carefully round him.

      «Nagaina came to the bath-room sluice and called for Nag», Darzee went on, «and Nag came out on the end of a stick – the sweeper picked him up on the end of a stick and threw him upon the rubbish heap. Let us sing about the great, the red-eyed Rikki-tikki!» And Darzee filled his throat and sang.

      «If I could get up to your nest, I’d roll your babies out!» said Rikki-tikki. «You don’t know when to do the right thing at the right time. You’re safe enough in your nest there, but it’s war for me down here. Stop singing a minute, Darzee».

      «For the great, the beautiful Rikki-tikki’s sake I will stop», said Darzee. «What is it, O Killer of the terrible Nag?»

      «Where is Nagaina, for the third time?»

      «On the rubbish heap by the stables, mourning for Nag. Great is Rikki-tikki with the white teeth».

      «Bother my white teeth! Have you ever heard where she keeps her eggs?»

      «In the melon bed, on the end nearest the wall, where the sun strikes nearly all day. She hid them there weeks ago».

      «And you never thought it worth while to tell me? The end nearest the wall, you said?»

      «Rikki-tikki, you are not going to eat her eggs?»

      «Not eat exactly; no. Darzee, if you have a grain of sense you will fly off to the stables and pretend that your wing is broken, and let Nagaina chase you away to this bush. I must get to the melon bed, and if I went there now she’d see me».

      Darzee was a feather-brained little fellow who could never hold more than one idea at a time in his head. And just because he knew that Nagaina’s children were born in eggs like his own, he didn’t think at first that it was fair to kill them. But his wife was a sensible bird, and she knew that cobra’s eggs meant young cobras later on. So she flew off from the nest, and left Darzee to keep the babies warm, and continue his song about the death of Nag. Darzee was very like a man in some ways.

      She fluttered in front of Nagaina by the rubbish heap and cried out, «Oh, my wing is broken! The boy in the house threw a stone at me and broke it».

      Then she fluttered more desperately than ever.

      Nagaina lifted up her head and hissed, «You warned Rikki-tikki when I would have killed him. Indeed and truly, you’ve chosen a bad place to be lame in». And she moved toward Darzee’s wife, slipping along over the dust.

      «The boy broke it with a stone!» shrieked Darzee’s wife.

      «Well! It may be some consolation to you when you’re dead to know that I shall settle accounts with the boy. My husband lies on the rubbish heap this morning, but before night the boy in the house will lie very still. What is the use of running away? I am sure to catch you. Little fool, look at me!»

      Darzee’s wife knew better than to do that, for a bird who looks at a snake’s eyes gets so frightened that she cannot move. Darzee’s wife fluttered on, piping sorrowfully, and never leaving the ground, and Nagaina quickened her pace.

      Rikki-tikki heard them going up the path from the stables, and he raced for the end of the melon patch near the wall. There, in the warm litter above the melons, very cunningly hidden, he found twenty-five eggs, about the size of a bantam’s eggs, but with whitish skin instead of shell.

      «I was not a day too soon», he said, for he could see the baby cobras curled up inside the skin, and he knew that the minute they were hatched they could each kill a man or a mongoose. He bit off the tops of the eggs as fast as he could, taking care to crush the young cobras, and turned over the litter from time to time to see whether he had missed any. At last there were only three eggs left, and Rikki-tikki began to chuckle to himself, when he heard Darzee’s wife screaming:

      «Rikki-tikki, I led Nagaina toward the house, and she has gone into the veranda, and – oh, come quickly – she means killing!»

      Rikki-tikki smashed two eggs, and tumbled backward down the melon bed with the third egg in his mouth, and scuttled to the veranda as hard as he could put foot to the ground. Teddy and his mother and father were there at early breakfast, but Rikki-tikki saw that they were not eating anything.

      They sat stone-still, and their faces were white. Nagaina was coiled up on the matting by Teddy’s chair, within easy striking distance of Teddy’s bare leg, and she was swaying to and fro, singing a song of triumph.

      «Son of the big man that killed Nag», she hissed, «stay still. I am not ready yet. Wait a little. Keep very still, all you three! If you move I strike, and if you do not move I strike. Oh, foolish people, who killed my Nag!»

      Teddy’s eyes were fixed on his father, and all his father could do was to whisper, «Sit still, Teddy. You mustn’t move. Teddy, keep still».

      Then Rikki-tikki came up and cried, «Turn round, Nagaina. Turn and fight!»

      «All in good time», said she, without moving her eyes. «I will settle my account with you presently. Look at your friends, Rikki-tikki. They are still and white. They are afraid. They dare not move, and if you come a step nearer I strike».

      «Look at your eggs», said Rikki-tikki, «in the melon bed near the wall. Go and look, Nagaina!»

      The big snake turned half around, and saw the egg on the veranda. «Ah-h! Give it to me», she said.

      Rikki-tikki put his paws one on each side of the egg, and his eyes were blood-red. «What price for a snake’s egg? For a young cobra? For a young king cobra? For the last – the very last of the brood? The ants are eating all the others down by the melon bed».

      Nagaina spun clear round, forgetting everything for the sake of the one egg. Rikki-tikki saw Teddy’s father shoot out a big hand, catch Teddy by the shoulder, and drag him across the little table with the tea-cups, safe and out of reach of Nagaina.

      «Tricked! Tricked! Tricked! Rikk-tchk-tchk!» chuckled Rikki-tikki. «The boy is safe, and it was I-I – I that caught Nag by the hood last night in the bathroom». Then he began to jump up and down, all four feet together, his head close to the floor. «He threw me to and fro, but he could not shake me off. He was dead before the big man blew him in two. I did it! Rikki-tikki-tchk-tchk! Come then, Nagaina. Come and fight with me. You shall not be a widow long».

      Nagaina saw that she had lost her chance of killing Teddy, and the egg lay between Rikki-tikki’s paws. «Give me the egg, Rikki-tikki. Give me the last of my eggs, and I will go away and never come back», she said, lowering her hood.

      «Yes, you will go away, and you will never come back. For you will go to the rubbish heap with Nag. Fight, widow! The big man has gone for his gun! Fight!»

      Rikki-tikki was bounding all round Nagaina, keeping just out of reach of her stroke, his little eyes like hot coals. Nagaina gathered herself together and flung out at him. Rikki-tikki jumped up and backward. Again and again and again she struck, and each time her head came with a whack on the matting of the veranda and she gathered herself together like a watch spring. Then Rikki-tikki danced in a circle to get behind her, and Nagaina spun round to keep her head to his head, so that the rustle of her tail on the matting sounded like dry leaves blown along by the wind.

      He had forgotten the egg. It still lay on the veranda, and Nagaina came nearer and nearer to it, till at last, while Rikki-tikki was drawing breath, she caught it in her mouth, turned to the veranda steps, and flew like an arrow down the path, with Rikki-tikki behind her. When the cobra runs for her life, she goes like a whip-lash flicked across a horse’s neck.

      Rikki-tikki knew that he must catch her, or all the trouble would begin again. She headed straight for the long grass by the thorn-bush, and as he was running Rikki-tikki heard Darzee still singing his foolish little song of triumph. But Darzee’s wife was wiser. She flew off her nest as Nagaina came along, and flapped her wings about Nagaina’s head. If Darzee had helped they might have turned her, but Nagaina only lowered her hood and went on. Still, the instant’s delay brought Rikki-tikki up to her, and as she plunged into the rat-hole where she and Nag used to live, his little white teeth were clenched on her tail, and he went down with her – and very few mongooses, however wise and old they may be, care to follow a cobra into its hole. It was dark in the hole; and Rikki-tikki never knew when it might open out and give Nagaina room to turn and strike at him.

      He held on savagely, and stuck out his feet to act as brakes on the dark slope of the hot, moist earth.

      Then the grass by the mouth of the hole stopped waving, and Darzee said, «It is all over with Rikki-tikki! We must sing his death song. Valiant Rikki-tikki is dead! For Nagaina will surely kill him underground».

      So he sang a very mournful song that he made up on the spur of the minute, and just as he got to the most touching part, the grass quivered again, and Rikki-tikki, covered with dirt, dragged himself out of the hole leg by leg, licking his whiskers. Darzee stopped with a little shout. Rikki-tikki shook some of the dust out of his fur and sneezed.

      «It is all over», he said. «The widow will never come out again».

      And the red ants that live between the grass stems heard him, and began to troop down one after another to see if he had spoken the truth.

      Rikki-tikki curled himself up in the grass and slept where he was – slept and slept till it was late in the afternoon, for he had done a hard day’s work.

      «Now», he said, when he awoke, «I will go back to the house. Tell the Coppersmith, Darzee, and he will tell the garden that Nagaina is dead».

      The Coppersmith is a bird who makes a noise exactly like the beating of a little hammer on a copper pot; and the reason he is always making it is because he is the town crier to every Indian garden, and tells all the news to everybody who cares to listen.

      As Rikki-tikki went up the path, he heard his «attention» notes like a tiny dinner gong, and then the steady «Ding-dong-tock! Nag is dead – dong! Nagaina is dead! Ding-dong-tock!» That set all the birds in the garden singing, and the frogs croaking, for Nag and Nagaina used to eat frogs as well as little birds.

      When Rikki got to the house, Teddy and Teddy’s mother (she looked very white still, for she had been fainting) and Teddy’s father came out and almost cried over him; and that night he ate all that was given him till he could eat no more, and went to bed on Teddy’s shoulder, where Teddy’s mother saw him when she came to look late at night.

      «He saved our lives and Teddy’s life», she said to her husband. «Just think, he saved all our lives».

      Rikki-tikki woke up with a jump, for the mongooses are light sleepers.

      «Oh, it’s you», said he. «What are you bothering for? All the cobras are dead. And if they weren’t, I’m here».

      Rikki-tikki had a right to be proud of himself. But he did not grow too proud, and he kept that garden as a mongoose should keep it, with tooth and jump and spring and bite, till never a cobra dared show its head inside the walls.

       

      Darzee’s Chant

       

      (Sung in honor of Rikki-tikki-tavi)

       

      Singer and tailor am I -

      Doubled the joys that I know -

      Proud of my lilt to the sky,

      Proud of the house that I sew -

      Over and under, so weave I my music – so weave I the house that I sew.

      Sing to your fledglings again,

      Mother, oh lift up your head!

      Evil that plagued us is slain,

      Death in the garden lies dead.

      Terror that hid in the roses is impotent – flung on the dung-hill and dead!

      Who has delivered us, who?

      Tell me his nest and his name.

      Rikki, the valiant, the true,

      Tikki, with eyeballs of flame,

      Rikk-tikki-tikki, the ivory-fanged, the hunter with eyeballs of flame!

      Give him the Thanks of the Birds,

      Bowing with tail feathers spread!

      Praise him with nightingale words -

      Nay, I will praise him instead.

      Hear! I will sing you the praise of the bottle-tailed Rikki, with eyeballs of red!

       

      
        (Here Rikki-tikki interrupted, and the rest of the song is lost.)
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        A Merry Christmas

      

      Jo was the first to wake in the gray dawn of Christmas morning. No stockings hung at the fireplace, and for a moment she felt as much disappointed as she did long ago, when her little sock fell down because it was crammed so full of goodies. Then she remembered her mother's promise and, slipping her hand under her pillow, drew out a little crimson-covered book. She knew it very well, for it was that beautiful old story of the best life ever lived, and Jo felt that it was a true guidebook for any pilgrim going on a long journey. She woke Meg with a "Merry Christmas," and bade her see what was under her pillow. A green-covered book appeared, with the same picture inside, and a few words written by their mother, which made their one present very precious in their eyes. Presently Beth and Amy woke to rummage and find their little books also, one dove-colored, the other blue, and all sat looking at and talking about them, while the east grew rosy with the coming day.

      In spite of her small vanities, Margaret had a sweet and pious nature, which unconsciously influenced her sisters, especially Jo, who loved her very tenderly, and obeyed her because her advice was so gently given.

      "Girls," said Meg seriously, looking from the tumbled head beside her to the two little night-capped ones in the room beyond, "Mother wants us to read and love and mind these books, and we must begin at once. We used to be faithful about it, but since Father went away and all this war trouble unsettled us, we have neglected many things. You can do as you please, but I shall keep my book on the table here and read a little every morning as soon as I wake, for I know it will do me good and help me through the day."

      Then she opened her new book and began to read. Jo put her arm round her and, leaning cheek to cheek, read also, with the quiet expression so seldom seen on her restless face.

      "How good Meg is! Come, Amy, let's do as they do. I'll help you with the hard words, and they'll explain things if we don't understand," whispered Beth, very much impressed by the pretty books and her sisters' example.

      "I'm glad mine is blue," said Amy. and then the rooms were very still while the pages were softly turned, and the winter sunshine crept in to touch the bright heads and serious faces with a Christmas greeting.

      "Where is Mother?" asked Meg, as she and Jo ran down to thank her for their gifts, half an hour later.

      "Goodness only knows. Some poor creeter came a-beggin', and your ma went straight off to see what was needed. There never was such a woman for givin' away vittles and drink, clothes and firin'," replied Hannah, who had lived with the family since Meg was born, and was considered by them all more as a friend than a servant.

      "She will be back soon, I think, so fry your cakes, and have everything ready," said Meg, looking over the presents which were collected in a basket and kept under the sofa, ready to be produced at the proper time. "Why, where is Amy's bottle of cologne?" she added, as the little flask did not appear.

      "She took it out a minute ago, and went off with it to put a ribbon on it, or some such notion," replied Jo, dancing about the room to take the first stiffness off the new army slippers.

      "How nice my handkerchiefs look, don't they? Hannah washed and ironed them for me, and I marked them all myself," said Beth, looking proudly at the somewhat uneven letters which had cost her such labor.

      "Bless the child! She's gone and put 'Mother' on them instead of 'M. March'. How funny!" cried Jo, taking one up.

      "Isn't that right? I thought it was better to do it so, because Meg's initials are M.M., and I don't want anyone to use these but Marmee," said Beth, looking troubled.

      "It's all right, dear, and a very pretty idea, quite sensible too, for no one can ever mistake now. It will please her very much, I know," said Meg, with a frown for Jo and a smile for Beth.

      "There's Mother. Hide the basket, quick!" cried Jo, as a door slammed and steps sounded in the hall.

      Amy came in hastily, and looked rather abashed when she saw her sisters all waiting for her.

      "Where have you been, and what are you hiding behind you?" asked Meg, surprised to see, by her hood and cloak, that lazy Amy had been out so early.

      "Don't laugh at me, Jo! I didn't mean anyone should know till the time came. I only meant to change the little bottle for a big one, and I gave all my money to get it, and I'm truly trying not to be selfish any more."

      As she spoke, Amy showed the handsome flask which replaced the cheap one, and looked so earnest and humble in her little effort to forget herself that Meg hugged her on the spot, and Jo pronounced her 'a trump', while Beth ran to the window, and picked her finest rose to ornament the stately bottle.

      "You see I felt ashamed of my present, after reading and talking about being good this morning, so I ran round the corner and changed it the minute I was up, and I'm so glad, for mine is the handsomest now."

      Another bang of the street door sent the basket under the sofa, and the girls to the table, eager for breakfast.

      "Merry Christmas, Marmee! Many of them! Thank you for our books. We read some, and mean to every day," they all cried in chorus.

      "Merry Christmas, little daughters! I'm glad you began at once, and hope you will keep on. But I want to say one word before we sit down. Not far away from here lies a poor woman with a little newborn baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there, and the oldest boy came to tell me they were suffering hunger and cold. My girls, will you give them your breakfast as a Christmas present?"

      They were all unusually hungry, having waited nearly an hour, and for a minute no one spoke, only a minute, for Jo exclaimed impetuously, "I'm so glad you came before we began!"

      "May I go and help carry the things to the poor little children?" asked Beth eagerly.

      "I shall take the cream and the muffings," added Amy, heroically giving up the article she most liked.

      Meg was already covering the buckwheats, and piling the bread into one big plate.

      "I thought you'd do it," said Mrs. March, smiling as if satisfied. "You shall all go and help me, and when we come back we will have bread and milk for breakfast, and make it up at dinnertime."

      They were soon ready, and the procession set out. Fortunately it was early, and they went through back streets, so few people saw them, and no one laughed at the queer party.

      A poor, bare, miserable room it was, with broken windows, no fire, ragged bedclothes, a sick mother, wailing baby, and a group of pale, hungry children cuddled under one old quilt, trying to keep warm.

      How the big eyes stared and the blue lips smiled as the girls went in.

      "Ach, mein Gott! It is good angels come to us!" said the poor woman, crying for joy.

      "Funny angels in hoods and mittens," said Jo, and set them to laughing.

      In a few minutes it really did seem as if kind spirits had been at work there. Hannah, who had carried wood, made a fire, and stopped up the broken panes with old hats and her own cloak. Mrs. March gave the mother tea and gruel, and comforted her with promises of help, while she dressed the little baby as tenderly as if it had been her own. The girls meantime spread the table, set the children round the fire, and fed them like so many hungry birds, laughing, talking, and trying to understand the funny broken English.

      "Das ist gut!" "Die Engel-kinder!" cried the poor things as they ate and warmed their purple hands at the comfortable blaze. The girls had never been called angel children before, and thought it very agreeable, especially Jo, who had been considered a 'Sancho' ever since she was born. That was a very happy breakfast, though they didn't get any of it. And when they went away, leaving comfort behind, I think there were not in all the city four merrier people than the hungry little girls who gave away their breakfasts and contented themselves with bread and milk on Christmas morning.

      "That's loving our neighbor better than ourselves, and I like it," said Meg, as they set out their presents while their mother was upstairs collecting clothes for the poor Hummels.

      Not a very splendid show, but there was a great deal of love done up in the few little bundles, and the tall vase of red roses, white chrysanthemums, and trailing vines, which stood in the middle, gave quite an elegant air to the table.

      "She's coming! Strike up, Beth! Open the door, Amy! Three cheers for Marmee!" cried Jo, prancing about while Meg went to conduct Mother to the seat of honor.

      Beth played her gayest march, Amy threw open the door, and Meg enacted escort with great dignity. Mrs. March was both surprised and touched, and smiled with her eyes full as she examined her presents and read the little notes which accompanied them. The slippers went on at once, a new handkerchief was slipped into her pocket, well scented with Amy's cologne, the rose was fastened in her bosom, and the nice gloves were pronounced a perfect fit.

      There was a good deal of laughing and kissing and explaining, in the simple, loving fashion which makes these home festivals so pleasant at the time, so sweet to remember long afterward, and then all fell to work.

      The morning charities and ceremonies took so much time that the rest of the day was devoted to preparations for the evening festivities. Being still too young to go often to the theater, and not rich enough to afford any great outlay for private performances, the girls put their wits to work, and necessity being the mother of invention, made whatever they needed. Very clever were some of their productions, pasteboard guitars, antique lamps made of old-fashioned butter boats covered with silver paper, gorgeous robes of old cotton, glittering with tin spangles from a pickle factory, and armor covered with the same useful diamond shaped bits left in sheets when the lids of preserve pots were cut out. The big chamber was the scene of many innocent revels.

      No gentleman were admitted, so Jo played male parts to her heart's content and took immense satisfaction in a pair of russet leather boots given her by a friend, who knew a lady who knew an actor. These boots, an old foil, and a slashed doublet once used by an artist for some picture, were Jo's chief treasures and appeared on all occasions. The smallness of the company made it necessary for the two principal actors to take several parts apiece, and they certainly deserved some credit for the hard work they did in learning three or four different parts, whisking in and out of various costumes, and managing the stage besides. It was excellent drill for their memories, a harmless amusement, and employed many hours which otherwise would have been idle, lonely, or spent in less profitable society.

      On Christmas night, a dozen girls piled onto the bed which was the dress circle, and sat before the blue and yellow chintz curtains in a most flattering state of expectancy. There was a good deal of rustling and whispering behind the curtain, a trifle of lamp smoke, and an occasional giggle from Amy, who was apt to get hysterical in the excitement of the moment. Presently a bell sounded, the curtains flew apart, and the operatic tragedy began.

      "A gloomy wood," according to the one playbill, was represented by a few shrubs in pots, green baize on the floor, and a cave in the distance. This cave was made with a clothes horse for a roof, bureaus for walls, and in it was a small furnace in full blast, with a black pot on it and an old witch bending over it. The stage was dark and the glow of the furnace had a fine effect, especially as real steam issued from the kettle when the witch took off the cover. A moment was allowed for the first thrill to subside, then Hugo, the villain, stalked in with a clanking sword at his side, a slouching hat, black beard, mysterious cloak, and the boots. After pacing to and fro in much agitation, he struck his forehead, and burst out in a wild strain, singing of his hatred for Roderigo, his love for Zara, and his pleasing resolution to kill the one and win the other. The gruff tones of Hugo's voice, with an occasional shout when his feelings overcame him, were very impressive, and the audience applauded the moment he paused for breath. Bowing with the air of one accustomed to public praise, he stole to the cavern and ordered Hagar to come forth with a commanding, "What ho, minion! I need thee!"

      Out came Meg, with gray horsehair hanging about her face, a red and black robe, a staff, and cabalistic signs upon her cloak. Hugo demanded a potion to make Zara adore him, and one to destroy Roderigo. Hagar, in a fine dramatic melody, promised both, and proceeded to call up the spirit who would bring the love philter.

      Hither, hither, from thy home,

      Airy sprite, I bid thee come!

      Born of roses, fed on dew,

      Charms and potions canst thou brew?

      Bring me here, with elfin speed,

      The fragrant philter which I need.

      Make it sweet and swift and strong,

      Spirit, answer now my song!

      A soft strain of music sounded, and then at the back of the cave appeared a little figure in cloudy white, with glittering wings, golden hair, and a garland of roses on its head. Waving a wand, it sang…

      Hither I come,

      From my airy home,

      Afar in the silver moon.

      Take the magic spell,

      And use it well,

      Or its power will vanish soon!

      And dropping a small, gilded bottle at the witch's feet, the spirit vanished. Another chant from Hagar produced another apparition, not a lovely one, for with a bang an ugly black imp appeared and, having croaked a reply, tossed a dark bottle at Hugo and disappeared with a mocking laugh. Having warbled his thanks and put the potions in his boots, Hugo departed, and Hagar informed the audience that as he had killed a few of her friends in times past, she had cursed him, and intends to thwart his plans, and be revenged on him. Then the curtain fell, and the audience reposed and ate candy while discussing the merits of the play.

      A good deal of hammering went on before the curtain rose again, but when it became evident what a masterpiece of stage carpentery had been got up, no one murmured at the delay. It was truly superb. A tower rose to the ceiling, halfway up appeared a window with a lamp burning in it, and behind the white curtain appeared Zara in a lovely blue and silver dress, waiting for Roderigo. He came in gorgeous array, with plumed cap, red cloak, chestnut lovelocks, a guitar, and the boots, of course. Kneeling at the foot of the tower, he sang a serenade in melting tones. Zara replied and, after a musical dialogue, consented to fly. Then came the grand effect of the play. Roderigo produced a rope ladder, with five steps to it, threw up one end, and invited Zara to descend. Timidly she crept from her lattice, put her hand on Roderigo's shoulder, and was about to leap gracefully down when "Alas! Alas for Zara!" she forgot her train. It caught in the window, the tower tottered, leaned forward, fell with a crash, and buried the unhappy lovers in the ruins.

      A universal shriek arose as the russet boots waved wildly from the wreck and a golden head emerged, exclaiming, "I told you so! I told you so!" With wonderful presence of mind, Don Pedro, the cruel sire, rushed in, dragged out his daughter, with a hasty aside…

      "Don't laugh! Act as if it was all right!" and, ordering Roderigo up, banished him from the kingdom with wrath and scorn. Though decidedly shaken by the fall from the tower upon him, Roderigo defied the old gentleman and refused to stir. This dauntless example fired Zara. She also defied her sire, and he ordered them both to the deepest dungeons of the castle. A stout little retainer came in with chains and led them away, looking very much frightened and evidently forgetting the speech he ought to have made.

      Act third was the castle hall, and here Hagar appeared, having come to free the lovers and finish Hugo. She hears him coming and hides, sees him put the potions into two cups of wine and bid the timid little servant, "Bear them to the captives in their cells, and tell them I shall come anon." The servant takes Hugo aside to tell him something, and Hagar changes the cups for two others which are harmless. Ferdinando, the 'minion', carries them away, and Hagar puts back the cup which holds the poison meant for Roderigo. Hugo, getting thirsty after a long warble, drinks it, loses his wits, and after a good deal of clutching and stamping, falls flat and dies, while Hagar informs him what she has done in a song of exquisite power and melody.

      This was a truly thrilling scene, though some persons might have thought that the sudden tumbling down of a quantity of long red hair rather marred the effect of the villain's death. He was called before the curtain, and with great propriety appeared, leading Hagar, whose singing was considered more wonderful than all the rest of the performance put together.

      Act fourth displayed the despairing Roderigo on the point of stabbing himself because he has been told that Zara has deserted him. Just as the dagger is at his heart, a lovely song is sung under his window, informing him that Zara is true but in danger, and he can save her if he will. A key is thrown in, which unlocks the door, and in a spasm of rapture he tears off his chains and rushes away to find and rescue his lady love.

      Act fifth opened with a stormy scene between Zara and Don Pedro. He wishes her to go into a convent, but she won't hear of it, and after a touching appeal, is about to faint when Roderigo dashes in and demands her hand. Don Pedro refuses, because he is not rich. They shout and gesticulate tremendously but cannot agree, and Rodrigo is about to bear away the exhausted Zara, when the timid servant enters with a letter and a bag from Hagar, who has mysteriously disappeared. The latter informs the party that she bequeaths untold wealth to the young pair and an awful doom to Don Pedro, if he doesn't make them happy. The bag is opened, and several quarts of tin money shower down upon the stage till it is quite glorified with the glitter. This entirely softens the stern sire. He consents without a murmur, all join in a joyful chorus, and the curtain falls upon the lovers kneeling to receive Don Pedro's blessing in attitudes of the most romantic grace.

      Tumultuous applause followed but received an unexpected check, for the cot bed, on which the dress circle was built, suddenly shut up and extinguished the enthusiastic audience. Roderigo and Don Pedro flew to the rescue, and all were taken out unhurt, though many were speechless with laughter. The excitement had hardly subsided when Hannah appeared, with "Mrs. March's compliments, and would the ladies walk down to supper."

      This was a surprise even to the actors, and when they saw the table, they looked at one another in rapturous amazement. It was like Marmee to get up a little treat for them, but anything so fine as this was unheard of since the departed days of plenty. There was ice cream, actually two dishes of it, pink and white, and cake and fruit and distracting French bonbons and, in the middle of the table, four great bouquets of hot house flowers.

      It quite took their breath away, and they stared first at the table and then at their mother, who looked as if she enjoyed it immensely.

      "Is it fairies?" asked Amy.

      "Santa Claus," said Beth.

      "Mother did it." And Meg smiled her sweetest, in spite of her gray beard and white eyebrows.

      "Aunt March had a good fit and sent the supper," cried Jo, with a sudden inspiration.

      "All wrong. Old Mr. Laurence sent it," replied Mrs. March.

      "The Laurence boy's grandfather! What in the world put such a thing into his head? We don't know him!" exclaimed Meg.

      "Hannah told one of his servants about your breakfast party. He is an odd old gentleman, but that pleased him. He knew my father years ago, and he sent me a polite note this afternoon, saying he hoped I would allow him to express his friendly feeling toward my children by sending them a few trifles in honor of the day. I could not refuse, and so you have a little feast at night to make up for the bread-and-milk breakfast."

      "That boy put it into his head, I know he did! He's a capital fellow, and I wish we could get acquainted. He looks as if he'd like to know us but he's bashful, and Meg is so prim she won't let me speak to him when we pass," said Jo, as the plates went round, and the ice began to melt out of sight, with ohs and ahs of satisfaction.

      "You mean the people who live in the big house next door, don't you?" asked one of the girls. "My mother knows old Mr. Laurence, but says he's very proud and doesn't like to mix with his neighbors. He keeps his grandson shut up, when he isn't riding or walking with his tutor, and makes him study very hard. We invited him to our party, but he didn't come. Mother says he's very nice, though he never speaks to us girls."

      "Our cat ran away once, and he brought her back, and we talked over the fence, and were getting on capitally, all about cricket, and so on, when he saw Meg coming, and walked off. I mean to know him some day, for he needs fun, I'm sure he does," said Jo decidedly.

      "I like his manners, and he looks like a little gentleman, so I've no objection to your knowing him, if a proper opportunity comes. He brought the flowers himself, and I should have asked him in, if I had been sure what was going on upstairs. He looked so wistful as he went away, hearing the frolic and evidently having none of his own."

      "It's a mercy you didn't, Mother!" laughed Jo, looking at her boots. "But we'll have another play sometime that he can see. Perhaps he'll help act. Wouldn't that be jolly?"

      "I never had such a fine bouquet before! How pretty it is!" And Meg examined her flowers with great interest.

      "They are lovely. But Beth's roses are sweeter to me," said Mrs. March, smelling the half-dead posy in her belt.

      Beth nestled up to her, and whispered softly, "I wish I could send my bunch to Father. I'm afraid he isn't having such a merry Christmas as we are."

    


    
      
        William Dean Howells

      

    


    
      
        Christmas Every Day

      

      The little girl came into her papa's study, as she always did Saturday morning before breakfast, and asked for a story. He tried to beg off that morning, for he was very busy, but she would not let him. So he began:

      “Well, once there was a little pig-”

      She put her hand over his mouth and stopped him at the word. She said she had heard little pig-stories till she was perfectly sick of them.

      “Well, what kind of story shall I tell, then?”

      “About Christmas. It's getting to be the season. It's past Thanksgiving already.”

      “It seems to me,” her papa argued, “that I've told as often about Christmas as I have about little pigs.”

      “No difference! Christmas is more interesting.”

      “Well!” Her papa roused himself from his writing by a great effort. “Well, then, I'll tell you about the little girl that wanted it Christmas every day in the year. How would you like that?”

      “First-rate!” said the little girl; and she nestled into comfortable shape in his lap, ready for listening.

      “Very well, then, this little pig-Oh, what are you pounding me for?”

      “Because you said little pig instead of little girl.”

      “I should like to know what's the difference between a little pig and a little girl that wanted it Christmas every day!”

      “Papa,” said the little girl, warningly, “if you don't go on, I'll give it to you!” And at this her papa darted off like lightning, and began to tell the story as fast as he could.

      Well, once there was a little girl who liked Christmas so much that she wanted it to be Christmas every day in the year; and as soon as Thanksgiving was over she began to send postal-cards to the old Christmas Fairy to ask if she mightn't have it. But the old fairy never answered any of the postals; and after a while the little girl found out that the Fairy was pretty particular, and wouldn't notice anything but letters-not even correspondence cards in envelopes; but real letters on sheets of paper, and sealed outside with a monogram-or your initial, anyway. So, then, she began to send her letters; and in about three weeks-or just the day before Christmas, it was-she got a letter from the Fairy, saying she might have it Christmas every day for a year, and then they would see about having it longer.

      The little girl was a good deal excited already, preparing for the old-fashioned, once-a-year Christmas that was coming the next day, and perhaps the Fairy's promise didn't make such an impression on her as it would have made at some other time. She just resolved to keep it to herself, and surprise everybody with it as it kept coming true; and then it slipped out of her mind altogether.

      She had a splendid Christmas. She went to bed early, so as to let Santa Claus have a chance at the stockings, and in the morning she was up the first of anybody and went and felt them, and found hers all lumpy with packages of candy, and oranges and grapes, and pocket-books and rubber balls, and all kinds of small presents, and her big brother's with nothing but the tongs in them, and her young lady sister's with a new silk umbrella, and her papa's and mamma's with potatoes and pieces of coal wrapped up in tissue-paper, just as they always had every Christmas. Then she waited around till the rest of the family were up, and she was the first to burst into the library, when the doors were opened, and look at the large presents laid out on the library-table-books, and portfolios, and boxes of stationery, and breastpins, and dolls, and little stoves, and dozens of handkerchiefs, and ink-stands, and skates, and snow-shovels, and photograph-frames, and little easels, and boxes of water-colors, and Turkish paste, and nougat, and candied cherries, and dolls' houses, and waterproofs-and the big Christmas-tree, lighted and standing in a waste-basket in the middle.

      She had a splendid Christmas all day. She ate so much candy that she did not want any breakfast; and the whole forenoon the presents kept pouring in that the expressman had not had time to deliver the night before; and she went round giving the presents she had got for other people, and came home and ate turkey and cranberry for dinner, and plum-pudding and nuts and raisins and oranges and more candy, and then went out and coasted, and came in with a stomach-ache, crying; and her papa said he would see if his house was turned into that sort of fool's paradise another year; and they had a light supper, and pretty early everybody went to bed cross.

      Here the little girl pounded her papa in the back, again.

      “Well, what now? Did I say pigs?”

      “You made them act like pigs.”

      “Well, didn't they?”

      “No matter; you oughtn't to put it into a story.”

      “Very well, then, I'll take it all out.”

      Her father went on:

      The little girl slept very heavily, and she slept very late, but she was wakened at last by the other children dancing round her bed with their stockings full of presents in their hands.

      “What is it?” said the little girl, and she rubbed her eyes and tried to rise up in bed.

      “Christmas! Christmas! Christmas!” they all shouted, and waved their stockings.

      “Nonsense! It was Christmas yesterday.”

      Her brothers and sisters just laughed. “We don't know about that. It's Christmas to-day, anyway. You come into the library and see.”

      Then all at once it flashed on the little girl that the Fairy was keeping her promise, and her year of Christmases was beginning. She was dreadfully sleepy, but she sprang up like a lark-a lark that had overeaten itself and gone to bed cross-and darted into the library. There it was again! Books, and portfolios, and boxes of stationery, and breastpins-

       

      “You needn't go over it all, papa; I guess I can remember just what was there,” said the little girl.

      Well, and there was the Christmas-tree blazing away, and the family picking out their presents, but looking pretty sleepy, and her father perfectly puzzled, and her mother ready to cry. “I'm sure I don't see how I'm to dispose of all these things,” said her mother, and her father said it seemed to him they had had something just like it the day before, but he supposed he must have dreamed it. This struck the little girl as the best kind of a joke; and so she ate so much candy she didn't want any breakfast, and went round carrying presents, and had turkey and cranberry for dinner, and then went out and coasted, and came in with a-

      “Papa!”

      “Well, what now?”

      “What did you promise, you forgetful thing?”

      “Oh! oh yes!”

      Well, the next day, it was just the same thing over again, but everybody getting crosser; and at the end of a week's time so many people had lost their tempers that you could pick up lost tempers anywhere; they perfectly strewed the ground. Even when people tried to recover their tempers they usually got somebody else's, and it made the most dreadful mix.

      The little girl began to get frightened, keeping the secret all to herself; she wanted to tell her mother, but she didn't dare to; and she was ashamed to ask the Fairy to take back her gift, it seemed ungrateful and ill-bred, and she thought she would try to stand it, but she hardly knew how she could, for a whole year. So it went on and on, and it was Christmas on St. Valentine's Day and Washington's Birthday, just the same as any day, and it didn't skip even the First of April, though everything was counterfeit that day, and that was some little relief.

      After a while coal and potatoes began to be awfully scarce, so many had been wrapped up in tissue-paper to fool papas and mammas with. Turkeys got to be about a thousand dollars apiece-

      “Papa!”

      “Well, what?”

      “You're beginning to fib.”

      “Well, two thousand, then.”

      And they got to passing off almost anything for turkeys-half-grown humming-birds, and even rocs out of the Arabian Nights-the real turkeys were so scarce. And cranberries-well, they asked a diamond apiece for cranberries. All the woods and orchards were cut down for Christmas-trees, and where the woods and orchards used to be it looked just like a stubble-field, with the stumps. After a while they had to make Christmas-trees out of rags, and stuff them with bran, like old-fashioned dolls; but there were plenty of rags, because people got so poor, buying presents for one another, that they couldn't get any new clothes, and they just wore their old ones to tatters. They got so poor that everybody had to go to the poor-house, except the confectioners, and the fancy-store keepers, and the picture-book sellers, and the expressmen; and they all got so rich and proud that they would hardly wait upon a person when he came to buy. It was perfectly shameful!

      Well, after it had gone on about three or four months, the little girl, whenever she came into the room in the morning and saw those great ugly, lumpy stockings dangling at the fire-place, and the disgusting presents around everywhere, used to just sit down and burst out crying. In six months she was perfectly exhausted; she couldn't even cry any more; she just lay on the lounge and rolled her eyes and panted. About the beginning of October she took to sitting down on dolls wherever she found them-French dolls, or any kind-she hated the sight of them so; and by Thanksgiving she was crazy, and just slammed her presents across the room.

      By that time people didn't carry presents around nicely any more. They flung them over the fence, or through the window, or anything; and, instead of running their tongues out and taking great pains to write “For dear Papa,” or “Mamma,” or “Brother,” or “Sister,” or “Susie,” or “Sammie,” or “Billie,” or “Bobbie,” or “Jimmie,” or “Jennie,” or whoever it was, and troubling to get the spelling right, and then signing their names, and “Xmas, 18-,” they used to write in the gift-books, “Take it, you horrid old thing!” and then go and bang it against the front door. Nearly everybody had built barns to hold their presents, but pretty soon the barns overflowed, and then they used to let them lie out in the rain, or anywhere. Sometimes the police used to come and tell them to shovel their presents off the sidewalk, or they would arrest them.

      “I thought you said everybody had gone to the poor-house,” interrupted the little girl.

      “They did go, at first,” said her papa; “but after a while the poor-houses got so full that they had to send the people back to their own houses. They tried to cry, when they got back, but they couldn't make the least sound.”

      “Why couldn't they?”

      “Because they had lost their voices, saying ‘Merry Christmas’ so much. Did I tell you how it was on the Fourth of July?”

      “No; how was it?” And the little girl nestled closer, in expectation of something uncommon.

      Well, the night before, the boys stayed up to celebrate, as they always do, and fell asleep before twelve o'clock, as usual, expecting to be wakened by the bells and cannon. But it was nearly eight o'clock before the first boy in the United States woke up, and then he found out what the trouble was. As soon as he could get his clothes on he ran out of the house and smashed a big cannon-torpedo down on the pavement; but it didn't make any more noise than a damp wad of paper; and after he tried about twenty or thirty more, he began to pick them up and look at them. Every single torpedo was a big raisin! Then he just streaked it up-stairs, and examined his fire-crackers and toy-pistol and two-dollar collection of fireworks, and found that they were nothing but sugar and candy painted up to look like fireworks! Before ten o'clock every boy in the United States found out that his Fourth of July things had turned into Christmas things; and then they just sat down and cried-they were so mad. There are about twenty million boys in the United States, and so you can imagine what a noise they made. Some men got together before night, with a little powder that hadn't turned into purple sugar yet, and they said they would fire off one cannon, anyway. But the cannon burst into a thousand pieces, for it was nothing but rock-candy, and some of the men nearly got killed. The Fourth of July orations all turned into Christmas carols, and when anybody tried to read the Declaration, instead of saying, “When in the course of human events it becomes necessary,” he was sure to sing, “God rest you, merry gentlemen.” It was perfectly awful.

       

      The little girl drew a deep sigh of satisfaction.

      “And how was it at Thanksgiving?”

      Her papa hesitated. “Well, I'm almost afraid to tell you. I'm afraid you'll think it's wicked.”

      “Well, tell, anyway,” said the little girl.

      Well, before it came Thanksgiving it had leaked out who had caused all these Christmases. The little girl had suffered so much that she had talked about it in her sleep; and after that hardly anybody would play with her. People just perfectly despised her, because if it had not been for her greediness it wouldn't have happened; and now, when it came Thanksgiving, and she wanted them to go to church, and have squash-pie and turkey, and show their gratitude, they said that all the turkeys had been eaten up for her old Christmas dinners, and if she would stop the Christmases, they would see about the gratitude. Wasn't it dreadful? And the very next day the little girl began to send letters to the Christmas Fairy, and then telegrams, to stop it. But it didn't do any good; and then she got to calling at the Fairy's house, but the girl that came to the door always said, “Not at home,” or “Engaged,” or “At dinner,” or something like that; and so it went on till it came to the old once-a-year Christmas Eve. The little girl fell asleep, and when she woke up in the morning-

      “She found it was all nothing but a dream,” suggested the little girl.

      “No, indeed!” said her papa. “It was all every bit true!”

      “Well, what did she find out, then?”

      “Why, that it wasn't Christmas at last, and wasn't ever going to be, any more. Now it's time for breakfast.”

      The little girl held her papa fast around the neck.

      “You sha'n't go if you're going to leave it so!”

      “How do you want it left?”

      “Christmas once a year.”

      “All right,” said her papa; and he went on again.

      Well, there was the greatest rejoicing all over the country, and it extended clear up into Canada. The people met together everywhere, and kissed and cried for joy. The city carts went around and gathered up all the candy and raisins and nuts, and dumped them into the river; and it made the fish perfectly sick; and the whole United States, as far out as Alaska, was one blaze of bonfires, where the children were burning up their gift-books and presents of all kinds. They had the greatest time!

      The little girl went to thank the old Fairy because she had stopped its being Christmas, and she said she hoped she would keep her promise and see that Christmas never, never came again. Then the Fairy frowned, and asked her if she was sure she knew what she meant; and the little girl asked her, Why not? and the old Fairy said that now she was behaving just as greedily as ever, and she'd better look out. This made the little girl think it all over carefully again, and she said she would be willing to have it Christmas about once in a thousand years; and then she said a hundred, and then she said ten, and at last she got down to one. Then the Fairy said that was the good old way that had pleased people ever since Christmas began, and she was agreed. Then the little girl said, “What're your shoes made of?” And the Fairy said, “Leather.” And the little girl said, “Bargain's done forever,” and skipped off, and hippity-hopped the whole way home, she was so glad.

      “How will that do?” asked the papa.

      “First-rate!” said the little girl; but she hated to have the story stop, and was rather sober. However, her mamma put her head in at the door, and asked her papa:

      “Are you never coming to breakfast? What have you been telling that child?”

      “Oh, just a moral tale.”

      The little girl caught him around the neck again.

      “We know! Don't you tell what, papa! Don't you tell what!”

    


    
      
        Gilbert Keith Chesterton

      

    


    
      
        A Christmas Carol

      

      Make It Snow!

       

      The Christ-child lay on Mary's lap,

      His hair was like a light.

      (O weary, weary were the world,

      But here is all aright.)

       

      The Christ-child lay on Mary's breast

      His hair was like a star.

      (O stern and cunning are the kings,

      But here the true hearts are.)

       

      The Christ-child lay on Mary's heart,

      His hair was like a fire.

      (O weary, weary is the world,

      But here the world's desire.)

       

      The Christ-child stood on Mary's knee,

      His hair was like a crown,

      And all the flowers looked up at Him,

      And all the stars looked down
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        Little Bun Rabbit

      

      "Oh, Little Bun Rabbit, so soft and so shy,

      Say, what do you see with your big, round eye?"

      "On Christmas we rabbits," says Bunny so shy,

      "Keep watch to see Santa go galloping by."

      LITTLE DOROTHY had passed all the few years of her life in the country, and being the only child upon the farm she was allowed to roam about the meadows and woods as she pleased. On the bright summer mornings Dorothy's mother would tie a sun-bonnet under the girl's chin, and then she romped away to the fields to amuse herself in her own way.

      She came to know every flower that grew, and to call them by name, and she always stepped very carefully to avoid treading on them, for Dorothy was a kind-hearted child and did not like to crush the pretty flowers that bloomed in her path. And she was also very fond of all the animals, and learned to know them well, and even to understand their language, which very few people can do. And the animals loved Dorothy in turn, for the word passed around amongst them that she could be trusted to do them no harm. For the horse, whose soft nose Dorothy often gently stroked, told the cow of her kindness, and the cow told the dog, and the dog told the cat, and the cat told her black kitten, and the black kitten told the rabbit when one day they met in the turnip patch.

      Therefore when the rabbit, which is the most timid of all animals and the most difficult to get acquainted with, looked out of a small bush at the edge of the wood one day and saw Dorothy standing a little way off, he did not scamper away, as is his custom, but sat very still and met the gaze of her sweet eyes boldly, although perhaps his heart beat a little faster than usual.

      Dorothy herself was afraid she might frighten him away, so she kept very quiet for a time, leaning silently against a tree and smiling encouragement at her timorous companion until the rabbit became reassured and blinked his big eyes at her thoughtfully. For he was as much interested in the little girl as she in him, since it was the first time he had dared to meet a person face to face.

      Finally Dorothy ventured to speak, so she asked, very softly and slowly,

      "Oh, Little Bun Rabbit, so soft and so shy,

      Say, what do you see with your big, round eye?"

      "Many things," answered the rabbit, who was pleased to hear the girl speak in his own language; "in summer-time I see the clover-leaves that I love to feed upon and the cabbages at the end of the farmer's garden. I see the cool bushes where I can hide from my enemies, and I see the dogs and the men long before they can see me, or know that I am near, and therefore I am able to keep out of their way."

      "Is that the reason your eyes are so big?" asked Dorothy.

      "I suppose so," returned the rabbit; "you see we have only our eyes and our ears and our legs to defend ourselves with. We cannot fight, but we can always run away, and that is a much better way to save our lives than by fighting."

      "Where is your home, bunny?" enquired the girl.

      "I live in the ground, far down in a cool, pleasant hole I have dug in the midst of the forest. At the bottom of the hole is the nicest little room you can imagine, and there I have made a soft bed to rest in at night. When I meet an enemy I run to my hole and jump in, and there I stay until all danger is over."

      "You have told me what you see in summer," continued Dorothy, who was greatly interested in the rabbit's account of himself, "but what do you see in the winter?"

      "In winter we rabbits," said Bunny so shy,

      "Keep watch to see Santa go galloping by."

      "And do you ever see him?" asked the girl, eagerly.

       

      "Oh, yes; every winter. I am not afraid of him, nor of his reindeer. And it is such fun to see him come dashing along, cracking his whip and calling out cheerily to his reindeer, who are able to run even swifter than we rabbits. And Santa Claus, when he sees me, always gives me a nod and a smile, and then I look after him and his big load of toys which he is carrying to the children, until he has galloped away out of sight. I like to see the toys, for they are so bright and pretty, and every year there is something new amongst them. Once I visited Santa, and saw him make the toys."

      "Oh, tell me about it!" pleaded Dorothy.

      "It was one morning after Christmas," said the rabbit, who seemed to enjoy talking, now that he had overcome his fear of Dorothy, "and I was sitting by the road-side when Santa Claus came riding back in his empty sleigh. He does not come home quite so fast as he goes, and when he saw me he stopped for a word.

      "'You look very pretty this morning, Bun Rabbit,' he said, in his jolly way; 'I think the babies would love to have you to play with.'

      "'I don't doubt it, your honor,' I answered; 'but they'd soon kill me with handling, even if they did not scare me to death; for babies are very rough with their playthings.'

      "'That is true,' replied Santa Claus; 'and yet you are so soft and pretty it is a pity the babies can't have you. Still, as they would abuse a live rabbit I think I shall make them some toy rabbits, which they cannot hurt; so if you will jump into my sleigh with me and ride home to my castle for a few days, I'll see if I can't make some toy rabbits just like you.'

      "Of course I consented, for we all like to please old Santa, and a minute later I had jumped into the sleigh beside him and we were dashing away at full speed toward his castle. I enjoyed the ride very much, but I enjoyed the castle far more; for it was one of the loveliest places you could imagine. It stood on the top of a high mountain and is built of gold and silver bricks, and the windows are pure diamond crystals. The rooms are big and high, and there is a soft carpet upon every floor and many strange things scattered around to amuse one. Santa Claus lives there all alone, except for old Mother Hubbard, who cooks the meals for him; and her cupboard is never bare now, I can promise you! At the top of the castle there is one big room, and that is Santa's work-shop, where he makes the toys. On one side is his work-bench, with plenty of saws and hammers and jack-knives; and on another side is the paint-bench, with paints of every color and brushes of every size and shape. And in other places are great shelves, where the toys are put to dry and keep new and bright until Christmas comes and it is time to load them all into his sleigh.

      "After Mother Hubbard had given me a good dinner, and I had eaten some of the most delicious clover I have ever tasted, Santa took me up into his work-room and sat me upon the table.

      "'If I can only make rabbits half as nice as you are,' he said, 'the little ones will be delighted.' Then he lit a big pipe and began to smoke, and soon he took a roll of soft fur from a shelf in a corner and commenced to cut it out in the shape of a rabbit. He smoked and whistled all the time he was working, and he talked to me in such a jolly way that I sat perfectly still and allowed him to measure my ears and my legs so that he could cut the fur into the proper form.

      "'Why, I've got your nose too long, Bunny,' he said once; and so he snipped a little off the fur he was cutting, so that the toy rabbit's nose should be like mine. And again he said, 'Good gracious! the ears are too short entirely!' So he had to get a needle and thread and sew on more fur to the ears, so that they might be the right size. But after a time it was all finished, and then he stuffed the fur full of sawdust and sewed it up neatly; after which he put in some glass eyes that made the toy rabbit look wonderfully life-like. When it was all done he put it on the table beside me, and at first I didn't know whether I was the live rabbit or the toy rabbit, we were so much alike.

      "'It's a very good job,' said Santa, nodding his head at us pleasantly; 'and I shall have to make a lot of these rabbits, for the little children are sure to be greatly pleased with them.'

      "So he immediately began to make another, and this time he cut the fur just the right size, so that it was even better than the first rabbit.

      "'I must put a squeak in it,' said Santa.

      "So he took a box of squeaks from a shelf and put one into the rabbit before he sewed it up. When it was all finished he pressed the toy rabbit with his thumb, and it squeaked so naturally that I jumped off the table, fearing at first the new rabbit was alive. Old Santa laughed merrily at this, and I soon recovered from my fright and was pleased to think the babies were to have such pretty playthings.

      "'After this,' said Santa Claus, 'I can make rabbits without having you for a pattern; but if you like you may stay a few days longer in my castle and amuse yourself.'

      "I thanked him and decided to stay. So for several days I watched him making all kinds of toys, and I wondered to see how quickly he made them, and how many new things he invented.

      "'I almost wish I was a child,' I said to him one day, 'for then I too could have playthings.'

      "'Ah, you can run about all day, in summer and in winter, and enjoy yourself in your own way,' said Santa; 'but the poor little children are obliged to stay in the house in the winter and on rainy days in the summer, and then they must have toys to amuse them and keep them contented.'

      "I knew this was true, so I only said, admiringly,

      "'You must be the quickest and the best workman in all the world, Santa.'

      "'I suppose I am,' he answered; 'but then, you see, I have been making toys for hundreds of years, and I make so many it is no wonder I am skillful. And now, if you are ready to go home, I'll hitch up the reindeer and take you back again.'

      "'Oh, no,' said I, 'I prefer to run by myself, for I can easily find the way and I want to see the country.'

      "'If that is the case,' replied Santa, 'I must give you a magic collar to wear, so that you will come to no harm.'

      "So, after Mother Hubbard had given me a good meal of turnips and sliced cabbage, Santa Claus put the magic collar around my neck and I started for home. I took my time on the journey, for I knew nothing could harm me, and I saw a good many strange sights before I got back to this place again."

      "But what became of the magic collar?" asked Dorothy, who had listened with breathless interest to the rabbit's story.

      "After I got home," replied the rabbit, "the collar disappeared from around my neck, and I knew Santa had called it back to himself again. He did not give it to me, you see; he merely let me take it on my journey to protect me. The next Christmas, when I watched by the road-side to see Santa, I was pleased to notice a great many of the toy rabbits sticking out of the loaded sleigh. The babies must have liked them, too, for every year since I have seen them amongst the toys.

      "Santa never forgets me, and every time he passes he calls out, in his jolly voice,

      "'A merry Christmas to you, Bun Rabbit! The babies still love you dearly.'"

      The Rabbit paused, and Dorothy was just about to ask another question when Bunny raised his head and seemed to hear something coming.

      "What is it?" enquired the girl.

      "It's the farmer's big shepherd dog," answered the Rabbit, "and I must be going before he sees me, or I shall have to run for my life. So good bye, Dorothy; I hope we shall meet again, and then I will gladly tell you more of my adventures."

      The next instant he had sprung into the wood, and all that Dorothy could see of him was a gray streak darting in and out amongst the trees.
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        The Reluctant Dragon

      

      Footprints in the snow have been unfailing provokers of sentiment ever since snow was first a white wonder in this drab-coloured world of ours. In a poetry-book presented to one of us by an aunt, there was a poem by one Wordsworth in which they stood out strongly with a picture all to themselves, too-but we didn't think very highly either of the poem or the sentiment. Footprints in the sand, now, were quite another matter, and we grasped Crusoe's attitude of mind much more easily than Wordsworth's. Excitement and mystery, curiosity and suspense-these were the only sentiments that tracks, whether in sand or in snow, were able to arouse in us.

      We had awakened early that winter morning, puzzled at first by the added light that filled the room. Then, when the truth at last fully dawned on us and we knew that snow-balling was no longer a wistful dream, but a solid certainty waiting for us outside, it was a mere brute fight for the necessary clothes, and the lacing of boots seemed a clumsy invention, and the buttoning of coats an unduly tedious form of fastening, with all that snow going to waste at our very door.

      When dinner-time came we had to be dragged in by the scruff of our necks. The short armistice over, the combat was resumed; but presently Charlotte and I, a little weary of contests and of missiles that ran shudderingly down inside one's clothes, forsook the trampled battle-field of the lawn and went exploring the blank virgin spaces of the white world that lay beyond. It stretched away unbroken on every side of us, this mysterious soft garment under which our familiar world had so suddenly hidden itself. Faint imprints showed where a casual bird had alighted, but of other traffic there was next to no sign; which made these strange tracks all the more puzzling.

      We came across them first at the corner of the shrubbery, and pored over them long, our hands on our knees. Experienced trappers that we knew ourselves to be, it was annoying to be brought up suddenly by a beast we could not at once identify.

      “Don't you know?” said Charlotte, rather scornfully. “Thought you knew all the beasts that ever was.”

      This put me on my mettle, and I hastily rattled off a string of animal names embracing both the arctic and the tropic zones, but without much real confidence.

      “No,” said Charlotte, on consideration; “they won't any of 'em quite do. Seems like something lizardy. Did you say a iguanodon? Might be that, p'raps. But that's not British, and we want a real British beast. I think it's a dragon!”

      “'T isn't half big enough,” I objected.

      “Well, all dragons must be small to begin with,” said Charlotte: “like everything else. P'raps this is a little dragon who's got lost. A little dragon would be rather nice to have. He might scratch and spit, but he couldn't do anything really. Let's track him down!”

      So we set off into the wide snow-clad world, hand in hand, our hearts big with expectation,-complacently confident that by a few smudgy traces in the snow we were in a fair way to capture a half-grown specimen of a fabulous beast.

      We ran the monster across the paddock and along the hedge of the next field, and then he took to the road like any tame civilized tax-payer. Here his tracks became blended with and lost among more ordinary footprints, but imagination and a fixed idea will do a great deal, and we were sure we knew the direction a dragon would naturally take. The traces, too, kept reappearing at intervals-at least Charlotte maintained they did, and as it was her dragon I left the following of the slot to her and trotted along peacefully, feeling that it was an expedition anyhow and something was sure to come out of it.

      Charlotte took me across another field or two, and through a copse, and into a fresh road; and I began to feel sure it was only her confounded pride that made her go on pretending to see dragon-tracks instead of owning she was entirely at fault, like a reasonable person. At last she dragged me excitedly through a gap in a hedge of an obviously private character; the waste, open world of field and hedge row disappeared, and we found ourselves in a garden, well-kept, secluded, most undragon-haunted in appearance. Once inside, I knew where we were. This was the garden of my friend the circus-man, though I had never approached it before by a lawless gap, from this unfamiliar side. And here was the circus-man himself, placidly smoking a pipe as he strolled up and down the walks. I stepped up to him and asked him politely if he had lately seen a Beast.

      “May I inquire,” he said, with all civility, “what particular sort of a Beast you may happen to be looking for?”

      “It's a lizardy sort of Beast,” I explained. “Charlotte says it 's a dragon, but she doesn't really know much about beasts.”

      The circus-man looked round about him slowly. “I don't think,” he said, “that I've seen a dragon in these parts recently. But if I come across one I'll know it belongs to you, and I'll have him taken round to you at once.”

      “Thank you very much,” said Charlotte, “but don't trouble about it, please, 'cos p'raps it isn't a dragon after all. Only I thought I saw his little footprints in the snow, and we followed 'em up, and they seemed to lead right in here, but maybe it's all a mistake, and thank you all the same.”

      “Oh, no trouble at all,” said the circus-man, cheerfully. “I should be only too pleased. But of course, as you say, it may be a mistake. And it's getting dark, and he seems to have got away for the present, whatever he is. You'd better come in and have some tea. I'm quite alone, and we'll make a roaring fire, and I've got the biggest Book of Beasts you ever saw. It's got every beast in the world, and all of 'em coloured; and we'll try and find your beast in it!”

      We were always ready for tea at any time, and especially when combined with beasts. There was marmalade, too, and apricot-jam, brought in expressly for us; and afterwards the beast-book was spread out, and, as the man had truly said, it contained every sort of beast that had ever been in the world.

      The striking of six o'clock set the more prudent Charlotte nudging me, and we recalled ourselves with an effort from Beastland, and reluctantly stood up to go.

      “Here, I 'm coming along with you,” said the circus-man. “I want another pipe, and a walk'll do me good. You needn't talk to me unless you like.”

      Our spirits rose to their wonted level again. The way had seemed so long, the outside world so dark and eerie, after the bright warm room and the highly-coloured beast-book. But a walk with a real Man-why, that was a treat in itself! We set off briskly, the Man in the middle. I looked up at him and wondered whether I should ever live to smoke a big pipe with that careless sort of majesty! But Charlotte, whose young mind was not set on tobacco as a possible goal, made herself heard from the other side.

      “Now, then,” she said, “tell us a story, please, won't you?”

      The Man sighed heavily and looked about him. “I knew it,” he groaned. “I knew I should have to tell a story. Oh, why did I leave my pleasant fireside? Well, I will tell you a story. Only let me think a minute.”

      So he thought a minute, and then he told us this story.

      Long ago-might have been hundreds of years ago-in a cottage half-way between this village and yonder shoulder with his wife and their little son. Now the shepherd spent his days-and at certain times of the year his nights too-up on the wide ocean-bosom of the Downs, with only the sun and the stars and the sheep for company, and the friendly chattering world of men and women far out of sight and hearing. But his little son, when he wasn't helping his father, and often when he was as well, spent much of his time buried in big volumes that he borrowed from the affable gentry and interested parsons of the country round about. And his parents were very fond of him, and rather proud of him too, though they didn't let on in his hearing, so he was left to go his own way and read as much as he liked; and instead of frequently getting a cuff on the side of the head, as might very well have happened to him, he was treated more or less as an equal by his parents, who sensibly thought it a very fair division of labour that they should supply the practical knowledge, and he the book-learning. They knew that book-learning often came in useful at a pinch, in spite of what their neighbours said. What the Boy chiefly dabbled in was natural history and fairy-tales, and he just took them as they came, in a sandwichy sort of way, without making any distinctions; and really his course of reading strikes one as rather sensible.

      One evening the shepherd, who for some nights past had been disturbed and preoccupied, and off his usual mental balance, came home all of a tremble, and, sitting down at the table where his wife and son were peacefully employed, she with her seam, he in following out the adventures of the Giant with no Heart in his Body, exclaimed with much agitation:

      “It's all up with me, Maria! Never no more can I go up on them there Downs, was it ever so!”

      “Now don't you take on like that,” said his wife, who was a very sensible woman: “but tell us all about it first, whatever it is as has given you this shake-up, and then me and you and the son here, between us, we ought to be able to get to the bottom of it!”

      “It began some nights ago,” said the shepherd. “You know that cave up there-I never liked it, somehow, and the sheep never liked it neither, and when sheep don't like a thing there's generally some reason for it. Well, for some time past there's been faint noises coming from that cave-noises like heavy sighings, with grunts mixed up in them; and sometimes a snoring, far away down-real snoring, yet somehow not honest snoring, like you and me o'nights, you know!”

      “I know,” remarked the Boy, quietly.

      “Of course I was terrible frightened,” the shepherd went on; “yet somehow I couldn't keep away. So this very evening, before I come down, I took a cast round by the cave, quietly. And there-O Lord! there I saw him at last, as plain as I see you!”

      “Saw who?” said his wife, beginning to share in her husband's nervous terror.

      “Why him, I 'm a telling you!” said the shepherd. “He was sticking half-way out of the cave, and seemed to be enjoying of the cool of the evening in a poetical sort of way. He was as big as four cart-horses, and all covered with shiny scales-deep-blue scales at the top of him, shading off to a tender sort o' green below. As he breathed, there was that sort of flicker over his nostrils that you see over our chalk roads on a baking windless day in summer. He had his chin on his paws, and I should say he was meditating about things. Oh, yes, a peaceable sort o beast enough, and not ramping or carrying on or doing anything but what was quite right and proper. I admit all that. And yet, what am I to do? Scales, you know, and claws, and a tail for certain, though I didn't see that end of him-I ain't used to 'em, and I don't hold with 'em, and that 's a fact!”

      The Boy, who had apparently been absorbed in his book during his father s recital, now closed the volume, yawned, clasped his hands behind his head, and said sleepily:

      “It's all right, father. Don't you worry. It's only a dragon.”

      “Only a dragon?” cried his father. “What do you mean, sitting there, you and your dragons? Only a dragon indeed! And what do you know about it?”

      “'Cos it is, and 'cos I do know,” replied the Boy, quietly. “Look here, father, you know we've each of us got our line. You know about sheep, and weather, and things; I know about dragons. I always said, you know, that that cave up there was a dragon-cave. I always said it must have belonged to a dragon some time, and ought to belong to a dragon now, if rules count for anything. Well, now you tell me it has got a dragon, and so that's all right. I'm not half as much surprised as when you told me it hadn't got a dragon. Rules always come right if you wait quietly. Now, please, just leave this all to me. And I'll stroll up to-morrow morning-no, in the morning I can't, I've got a whole heap of things to do-well, perhaps in the evening, if I'm quite free, I'll go up and have a talk to him, and you'll find it'll be all right. Only, please, don't you go worrying round there without me. You don't understand 'em a bit, and they're very sensitive, you know!”

      “He's quite right, father,” said the sensible mother. “As he says, dragons is his line and not ours. He's wonderful knowing about book-beasts, as every one allows. And to tell the truth, I'm not half happy in my own mind, thinking of that poor animal lying alone up there, without a bit o' hot supper or anyone to change the news with; and maybe we'll be able to do something for him; and if he ain't quite respectable our Boy'll find it out quick enough. He's got a pleasant sort o' way with him that makes everybody tell him everything.”

      Next day, after he'd had his tea, the Boy strolled up the chalky track that led to the summit of the Downs; and there, sure enough, he found the dragon, stretched lazily on the sward in front of his cave. The view from that point was a magnificent one. To the right and left, the bare and billowy leagues of Downs; in front, the vale, with its clustered homesteads, its threads of white roads running through orchards and well-tilled acreage, and, far away, a hint of grey old cities on the horizon. A cool breeze played over the surface of the grass and the silver shoulder of a large moon was showing above distant junipers. No wonder the dragon seemed in a peaceful and contented mood; indeed, as the Boy approached he could hear the beast purring with a happy regularity. “Well, we live and learn!” he said to himself. “None of my books ever told me that dragons purred!

      “Hullo, dragon!” said the Boy, quietly, when he had got up to him.

      The dragon, on hearing the approaching footsteps, made the beginning of a courteous effort to rise. But when he saw it was a Boy, he set his eyebrows severely.

      “Now don't you hit me,” he said; “or bung stones, or squirt water, or anything. I won't have it, I tell you!”

      “Not goin' to hit you,” said the Boy wearily, dropping on the grass beside the beast: “and don't, for goodness' sake, keep on saying 'Don't;' I hear so much of it, and it's monotonous, and makes me tired. I've simply looked in to ask you how you were and all that sort of thing; but if I'm in the way I can easily clear out. I've lots of friends, and no one can say I'm in the habit of shoving myself in where I'm not wanted!”

      “No, no, don't go off in a huff,” said the dragon, hastily; “fact is,-I 'm as happy up here as the day's long; never without an occupation, dear fellow, never without an occupation! And yet, between ourselves, it is a trifle dull at times.”

      The Boy bit off a stalk of grass and chewed it. “Going to make a long stay here?” he asked, politely.

      “Can't hardly say at present,” replied the dragon. “It seems a nice place enough-but I've only been here a short time, and one must look about and reflect and consider before settling down. It's rather a serious thing, settling down. Besides-now I 'm going to tell you something! You'd never guess it if you tried ever so!-fact is, I'm such a confoundedly lazy beggar!”

      “You surprise me,” said the Boy, civilly.

      “It's the sad truth,” the dragon went on, settling down between his paws and evidently delighted to have found a listener at last: “and I fancy that's really how I came to be here. You see all the other fellows were so active and earnest and all that sort of thing-always rampaging, and skirmishing, and scouring the desert sands, and pacing the margin of the sea, and chasing knights all over the place, and devouring damsels, and going on generally-whereas I liked to get my meals regular and then to prop my back against a bit of rock and snooze a bit, and wake up and think of things going on and how they kept going on just the same, you know! So when it happened I got fairly caught.”

      “When what happened, please?” asked the Boy.

      “That's just what I don't precisely know,” said the dragon. “I suppose the earth sneezed, or shook itself, or the bottom dropped out of something. Anyhow there was a shake and a roar and a general stramash, and I found myself miles away underground and wedged in as tight as tight. Well, thank goodness, my wants are few, and at any rate I had peace and quietness and wasn't always being asked to come along and do something. And I've got such an active mind-always occupied, I assure you! But time went on, and there was a certain sameness about the life, and at last I began to think it would be fun to work my way upstairs and see what you other fellows were doing. So I scratched and burrowed, and worked this way and that way and at last I came out through this cave here. And I like the country, and the view, and the people-what I've seen of 'em-and on the whole I feel inclined to settle down here.”

      “What's your mind always occupied about?” asked the Boy. “That's what I want to know.”

      The dragon coloured slightly and looked away. Presently he said bashfully:

      “Did you ever-just for fun-try to make up poetry-verses, you know?”

      “'Course I have,” said the Boy. “Heaps of it. And some of it's quite good, I feel sure, only there's no one here cares about it. Mother's very kind and all that, when I read it to her, and so's father for that matter. But somehow they don't seem to-”

      “Exactly,” cried the dragon; “my own case exactly. They don't seem to, and you can't argue with 'em about it. Now you've got culture, you have, I could tell it on you at once, and I should just like your candid opinion about some little things I threw off lightly, when I was down there. I'm awfully pleased to have met you, and I'm hoping the other neighbours will be equally agreeable. There was a very nice old gentleman up here only last night, but he didn't seem to want to intrude.”

      “That was my father,” said the boy, “and he is a nice old gentleman, and I'll introduce you some day if you like.”

      “Can't you two come up here and dine or something to-morrow?” asked the dragon eagerly. “Only, of course, if you 'ye got nothing better to do,” he added politely.

      “Thanks awfully,” said the Boy, “but we don't go out anywhere without my mother, and, to tell you the truth, I 'm afraid she mightn't quite approve of you. You see there's no getting over the hard fact that you're a dragon, is there? And when you talk of settling down, and the neighbours, and so on, I can't help feeling that you don't quite realize your position. You 're an enemy of the human race, you see!

      “Haven't got an enemy in the world,” said the dragon, cheerfully. “Too lazy to make 'em, to begin with. And if I do read other fellows my poetry, I'm always ready to listen to theirs!”

      “Oh, dear!” cried the boy, “I wish you'd try and grasp the situation properly. When the other people find you out, they'll come after you with spears and swords and all sorts of things. You'll have to be exterminated, according to their way of looking at it! You 're a scourge, and a pest, and a baneful monster!”

      “Not a word of truth in it,” said the dragon, wagging his head solemnly. “Character'll bear the strictest investigation. And now, there's a little sonnet-thing I was working on when you appeared on the scene-”

      “Oh, if you won't be sensible,” cried the Boy, getting up, “I'm going off home. No, I can't stop for sonnets; my mother's sitting up. I'II look you up to-morrow, sometime or other, and do for goodness' sake try and realize that you're a pestilential scourge, or you'll find yourself in a most awful fix. Good-night!”

      The Boy found it an easy matter to set the mind of his parents' at ease about his new friend. They had always left that branch to him, and they took his word without a murmur. The shepherd was formally introduced and many compliments and kind inquiries were exchanged. His wife, however, though expressing her willingness to do anything she could-to mend things, or set the cave to rights, or cook a little something when the dragon had been poring over sonnets and forgotten his meals, as male things will do, could not be brought to recognize him formally. The fact that he was a dragon and “they didn't know who he was” seemed to count for everything with her. She made no objection, however, to her little son spending his evenings with the dragon quietly, so long as he was home by nine o'clock: and many a pleasant night they had, sitting on the swan, while the dragon told stories of old, old times, when dragons were quite plentiful and the world was a livelier place than it is now, and life was full of thrills and jumps and surprises.

      What the Boy had feared, however, soon came to pass. The most modest and retiring dragon in the world, if he's as big as four cart-horses and covered with blue scales, cannot keep altogether out of the public view. And so in the village tavern of nights the fact that a real live dragon sat brooding in the cave on the Downs was naturally a subject for talk. Though the villagers were extremely frightened, they were rather proud as well. It was a distinction to have a dragon of your own, and it was felt to be a feather in the cap of the village. Still, all were agreed that this sort of thing couldn't be allowed to go on. The dreadful beast must be exterminated, the country-side must be freed from this pest, this terror, this destroying scourge. The fact that not even a hen-roost was the worse for the dragon's arrival wasn't allowed to have anything to do with it. He was a dragon, and he couldn't deny it, and if he didn't choose to behave as such that was his own lookout. But in spite of much valiant talk no hero was found willing to take sword and spear and free the suffering village and win deathless fame; and each night's heated discussion always ended in nothing. Meanwhile the dragon, a happy Bohemian, lolled on the turf, enjoyed the sunsets, told antediluvian anecdotes to the Boy, and polished his old verses while meditating on fresh ones.

      One day the Boy, on walking in to the village, found everything wearing a festal appearance which was not to be accounted for in the calendar. Carpets and gay-coloured stuffs were hung out of the windows, the church-bells clamoured noisily, the little street was flower-strewn, and the whole population jostled each other along either side of it, chattering, shoving, and ordering each other to stand back. The Boy saw a friend of his own age in the crowd and hailed.

      “What's up?” he cried. “Is it the players, or bears, or a circus, or what?” “It's all right,” his friend hailed back. “He's a-coming.”

      “Who's a-coming?” demanded the Boy, thrusting into the throng.

      “Why, St. George, of course,” replied his friend. “He's heard tell of our dragon, and he's comm' on purpose to slay the deadly beast, and free us from his horrid yoke. O my! won't there be a jolly fight!”

      Here was news indeed! The Boy felt that he ought to make quite sure for himself, and he wriggled himself in between the legs of his good-natured elders, abusing them all the time for their unmannerly habit of shoving. Once in the front rank, he breathlessly awaited the arrival.

      Presently from the far-away end of the line came the sound of cheering. Next, the measured tramp of a great war-horse made his heart beat quicker, and then he found himself cheering with the rest, as, amidst welcoming shouts, shrill cries of women, uplifting of babies and waving of handkerchiefs, St. George paced slowly up the street. The Boy's heart stood still and he breathed with sobs, the beauty and the grace of the hero were so far beyond anything he had yet seen. His fluted armour was inlaid with gold, his plumed helmet hung at his saddle-bow, and his thick fair hair framed a face gracious and gentle beyond expression till you caught the sternness in his eyes. He drew rein in front of the little inn, and the villagers crowded round with greetings and thanks and voluble statements of their wrongs and grievances and oppressions. The Boy, heard the grave gentle voice of the Saint, assuring them that all would be well now, and that he would stand by them and see them righted and free them from their foe; then he dismounted and passed through the doorway and the crowd poured in after him. But the Boy made off up the hill as fast as he could lay his legs to the ground.

      “It's all up, dragon!” he shouted as soon as he was within sight of the beast. “He's coming! He's here now! You'll have to pull yourself together and do something at last!”

      The dragon was licking his scales and rubbing them with a bit of house-flannel the Boy's mother had lent him, till he shone like a great turquoise.

      “Don't be violent, Boy,” he said without looking round. “Sit down and get your breath, and try and remember that the noun governs the verb, and then perhaps you'll be good enough to tell me who's coming?”

      “That's right, take it coolly,” said the Boy. “Hope you'll be half as cool when I've got through with my news. It's only St. George who's coming, that's all; he rode into the village half-an-hour ago. Of course you can lick him-a great big fellow like you! But I thought I'd warn you, 'cos he's sure to be round early, and he's got the longest, wickedest-looking spear you ever did see!” And the Boy got up and began to jump round in sheer delight at the prospect of the battle.

      “O deary, deary me,” moaned the dragon; “this is too awful. I won't see him, and that's flat. I don't want to know the fellow at all. I'm sure he's not nice. You must tell him to go away at once, please. Say he can write if he likes, but I can't give him an interview. I'm not seeing anybody at present.”

      “Now dragon, dragon,” said the Boy imploringly, “don't be perverse and wrongheaded. You've got to fight him some time or other, you know, 'cos he's St. George and you're the dragon. Better get it over, and then we can go on with the sonnets. And you ought to consider other people a little, too. If it's been dull up here for you, think how dull it's been for me!”

      “My dear little man,” said the dragon solemnly, “just understand, once for all, that I can't fight and I won't fight. I've never fought in my life, and I'm not going to begin now, just to give you a Roman holiday. In old days I always let the other fellows-the earnest fellows-do all the fighting, and no doubt that's why I have the pleasure of being here now.”

      “But if you don't fight he'll cut your head off!” gasped the Boy, miserable at the prospect of losing both his fight and his friend.

      “Oh, I think not,” said the dragon in his lazy way. “You'll be able to arrange something. I've every confidence in you, you're such a manager. Just run down, there's a dear chap, and make it all right. I leave it entirely to you.”

      The Boy made his way back to the village in a state of great despondency. First of all, there wasn't going to be any fight; next, his dear and honoured friend the dragon hadn't shown up in quite such a heroic light as he would have liked; and lastly, whether the dragon was a hero at heart or not, it made no difference, for St. George would most undoubtedly cut his head off. “Arrange things indeed!” he said bitterly to himself. “The dragon treats the whole affair as if it was an invitation to tea and croquet.”

      The villagers were straggling homewards as he passed up the street, all of them in the highest spirits, and gleefully discussing the splendid fight that was in store. The Boy pursued his way to the inn, and passed into the principal chamber, where St. George now sat alone, musing over the chances of the fight, and the sad stories of rapine and of wrong that had so lately been poured into his sympathetic ear.

      “May I come in, St. George?” said the Boy politely, as he paused at the door. “I want to talk to you about this little matter of the dragon, if you're not tired of it by this time.”

      “Yes, come in, Boy,” said the Saint kindly. “Another tale of misery and wrong, I fear me. Is it a kind parent, then, of whom the tyrant has bereft you? Or some tender sister or brother? Well, it shall soon be avenged.”

      “Nothing of the sort,” said the Boy. “There's a misunderstanding somewhere, and I want to put it right. The fact is, this is a good dragon.”

      “Exactly,” said St. George, smiling pleasantly, “I quite understand. A good dragon. Believe me, I do not in the least regret that he is an adversary worthy of my steel, and no feeble specimen of his noxious tribe.”

      “But he's not a noxious tribe,” cried the Boy distressedly. “Oh dear, oh dear, how stupid men are when they get an idea into their heads! I tell you he's a good dragon, and a friend of mine, and tells me the most beautiful stories you ever heard, all about old times and when he was little. And he's been so kind to mother, and mother'd do anything for him. And father likes him too, though father doesn't hold with art and poetry much, and always falls asleep when the dragon starts talking about style. But the fact is, nobody can help liking him when once they know him. He's so engaging and so trustful, and as simple as a child!”

      “Sit down, and draw your chair up,” said St. George. “I like a fellow who sticks up for his friends, and I'm sure the dragon has his good points, if he's got a friend like you. But that's not the question. All this evening I've been listening, with grief and anguish unspeakable, to tales of murder, theft, and wrong; rather too highly coloured, perhaps, not always quite convincing, but forming in the main a most serious roll of crime. History teaches us that the greatest rascals often possess all the domestic virtues; and I fear that your cultivated friend, in spite of the qualities which have won (and rightly) your regard, has got to be speedily exterminated.”

      “Oh, you've been taking in all the yarns those fellows have been telling you,” said the Boy impatiently. “Why, our villagers are the biggest story-tellers in all the country round. It's a known fact. You're a stranger in these parts, or else you'd have heard it already. All they want is a fight. They're the most awful beggars for getting up fights-it 's meat and drink to them. Dogs, bulls, dragons-anything so long as it's a fight. Why, they've got a poor innocent badger in the stable behind here, at this moment. They were going to have some fun with him to-day, but they're saving him up now till your little affair's over. And I've no doubt they've been telling you what a hero you were, and how you were bound to win, in the cause of right and justice, and so on; but let me tell you, I came down the street just now, and they were betting six to four on the dragon freely!”

      “Six to four on the dragon!” murmured St. George sadly, resting his cheek on his hand. “This is an evil world, and sometimes I begin to think that all the wickedness in it is not entirely bottled up inside the dragons. And yet-may not this wily beast have misled you as to his real character, in order that your good report of him may serve as a cloak for his evil deeds? Nay, may there not be, at this very moment, some hapless Princess immured within yonder gloomy cavern?”

      The moment he had spoken, St. George was sorry for what he had said, the Boy looked so genuinely distressed.

      “I assure you, St. George,” he said earnestly, “there's nothing of the sort in the cave at all. The dragon's a real gentleman, every inch of him, and I may say that no one would be more shocked and grieved than he would, at hearing you talk in that-that loose way about matters on which he has very strong views!”

      “Well, perhaps I've been over-credulous,” said St. George. “Perhaps I've misjudged the animal. But what are we to do? Here are the dragon and I, almost face to face, each supposed to be thirsting for each other's blood. I don't see any way out of it, exactly. What do you suggest? Can't you arrange things, somehow?”

      “That's just what the dragon said,” replied the Boy, rather nettled. “Really, the way you two seem to leave everything to me-I suppose you couldn't be persuaded to go away quietly, could you?”

      “Impossible, I fear,” said the Saint. “Quite against the rules. You know that as well as I do.”

      “Well, then, look here,” said the Boy, “it's early yet-would you mind strolling up with me and seeing the dragon and talking it over? It's not far, and any friend of mine will be most welcome.”

      “Well, it's irregular,” said St. George, rising, “but really it seems about the most sensible thing to do. You're taking a lot of trouble on your friend's account,” he added, good-naturedly, as they passed out through the door together. “But cheer up! Perhaps there won't have to be any fight after all.”

      “Oh, but I hope there will, though!” replied the little fellow, wistfully.

      “I've brought a friend to see you, dragon,” said the Boy, rather loud.

      The dragon woke up with a start. “I was just-er-thinking about things,” he said in his simple way. “Very pleased to make your acquaintance, sir. Charming weather we're having!”

      “This is St. George,” said the Boy, shortly. “St. George, let me introduce you to the dragon. We've come up to talk things over quietly, dragon, and now for goodness' sake do let us have a little straight common-sense, and come to some practical business-like arrangement, for I'm sick of views and theories of life and personal tendencies, and all that sort of thing. I may perhaps add that my mother's sitting up.”

      “So glad to meet you, St. George,” began the dragon rather nervously, “because you've been a great traveller, I hear, and I've always been rather a stay-at-home. But I can show you many antiquities, many interesting features of our country-side, if you're stopping here any time-”

      “I think,” said St. George, in his frank, pleasant way, “that we'd really better take the advice of our young friend here, and try to come to some understanding, on a business footing, about this little affair of ours. Now don't you think that after all the simplest plan would be just to fight it out, according to the rules, and let the best man win? They're betting on you, I may tell you, down in the village, but I don't mind that!”

      “Oh, yes, do, dragon,” said the Boy, delightedly; “it'll save such a lot of bother!

      “My young friend, you shut up,” said the dragon severely. “Believe me, St. George,” he went on, “there's nobody in the world I'd sooner oblige than you and this young gentleman here. But the whole thing's nonsense, and conventionality, and popular thick-headedness. There's absolutely nothing to fight about, from beginning to end. And anyhow I'm not going to, so that settles it!”

      “But supposing I make you?” said St. George, rather nettled.

      “You can't,” said the dragon, triumphantly. “I should only go into my cave and retire for a time down the hole I came up. You'd soon get heartily sick of sitting outside and waiting for me to come out and fight you. And as soon as you'd really gone away, why, I'd come up again gaily, for I tell you frankly, I like this place, and I'm going to stay here!”

      St. George gazed for a while on the fair landscape around them. “But this would be a beautiful place for a fight,” he began again persuasively. “These great bare rolling Downs for the arena,-and me in my golden armour showing up against your big blue scaly coils! Think what a picture it would make!”

      “Now you're trying to get at me through my artistic sensibilities,” said the dragon. “But it won't work. Not but what it would make a very pretty picture, as you say,” he added, wavering a little.

      “We seem to be getting rather nearer to business,” put in the Boy. “You must see, dragon, that there 's got to be a fight of some sort, 'cos you can't want to have to go down that dirty old hole again and stop there till goodness knows when.”

      “It might be arranged,” said St. George, thoughtfully. “I must spear you somewhere, of course, but I'm not bound to hurt you very much. There's such a lot of you that there must be a few spare places somewhere. Here, for instance, just behind your foreleg. It couldn't hurt you much, just here!”

      “Now you 're tickling, George,” said the dragon, coyly. “No, that place won't do at all. Even if it didn't hurt,-and I'm sure it would, awfully,-it would make me laugh, and that would spoil everything.”

      “Let's try somewhere else, then,” said St. George, patiently. “Under your neck, for instance,-all these folds of thick skin,-if I speared you here you 'd never even know I 'd done it!”

      “Yes, but are you sure you can hit off the right place?” asked the dragon, anxiously.

      “Of course I am,” said St. George, with confidence. “You leave that to me!”

      “It's just because I've got to leave it to you that I'm asking,” replied the dragon, rather testily. “No doubt you would deeply regret any error you might make in the hurry of the moment; but you wouldn't regret it half as much as I should! However, I suppose we've got to trust somebody, as we go through life, and your plan seems, on the whole, as good a one as any.”

      “Look here, dragon,” interrupted the Boy, a little jealous on behalf of his friend, who seemed to be getting all the worst of the bargain: “I don't quite see where you come in! There's to be a fight, apparently, and you're to be licked; and what I want to know is, what are you going to get out of it?”

      “St. George,” said the dragon, “Just tell him, please,-what will happen after I'm vanquished in the deadly combat?”

      “Well, according to the rules I suppose I shall lead you in triumph down to the market-place or whatever answers to it,” said St. George.

      “Precisely,” said the dragon. “And then-”

      “And then there'll be shoutings and speeches and things,” continued St. George. “And I shall explain that you're converted, and see the error of your ways, and so on.”

      “Quite so,” said the dragon. “And then-?”

      “Oh, and then-” said St. George, “why, and then there will be the usual banquet, I suppose.”

      “Exactly,” said the dragon; “and that's where I come in. Look here,” he continued, addressing the Boy, “I'm bored to death up here, and no one really appreciates me. I'm going into Society, I am, through the kindly aid of our friend here, who's taking such a lot of trouble on my account; and you'll find I've got all the qualities to endear me to people who entertain! So now that's all settled, and if you don't mind-I 'm an old-fashioned fellow-don't want to turn you out, but-”

      “Remember, you'll have to do your proper share of the fighting, dragon!” said St. George, as he took the hint and rose to go; “I mean ramping, and breathing fire, and so on!”

      “I can ramp all right,” replied the dragon, confidently; “as to breathing fire, it's surprising how easily one gets out of practice, but I'll do the best I can. Good-night!”

      They had descended the hill and were almost back in the village again, when St. George stopped short, “Knew I had forgotten something,” he said. “There ought to be a Princess. Terror-stricken and chained to a rock, and all that sort of thing. Boy, can't you arrange a Princess?”

      The Boy was in the middle of a tremendous yawn. “I'm tired to death,” he wailed, “and I can't arrange a Princess, or anything more, at this time of night. And my mother's sitting up, and do stop asking me to arrange more things till to-morrow!”

      Next morning the people began streaming up to the Downs at quite an early hour, in their Sunday clothes and carrying baskets with bottle-necks sticking out of them, every one intent on securing good places for the combat. This was not exactly a simple matter, for of course it was quite possible that the dragon might win, and in that case even those who had put their money on him felt they could hardly expect him to deal with his backers on a different footing to the rest. Places were chosen, therefore, with circumspection and with a view to a speedy retreat in case of emergency; and the front rank was mostly composed of boys who had escaped from parental control and now sprawled and rolled about on the grass, regardless of the shrill threats and warnings discharged at them by their anxious mothers behind.

      The Boy had secured a good front place, well up towards the cave, and was feeling as anxious as a stage-manager on a first night. Could the dragon be depended upon? He might change his mind and vote the whole performance rot; or else, seeing that the affair had been so hastily planned, without even a rehearsal, he might be too nervous to show up. The Boy looked narrowly at the cave, but it showed no sign of life or occupation. Could the dragon have made a moon-light flitting?

      The higher portions of the ground were now black with sightseers, and presently a sound of cheering and a waving of handkerchiefs told that something was visible to them which the Boy, far up towards the dragon-end of the line as he was, could not yet see. A minute more and St. George's red plumes topped the hill, as the Saint rode slowly forth on the great level space which stretched up to the grim mouth of the cave. Very gallant and beautiful he looked, on his tall war-horse, his golden armour glancing in the sun, his great spear held erect, the little white pennon, crimson-crossed, fluttering at its point. He drew rein and remained motionless. The lines of spectators began to give back a little, nervously; and even the boys in front stopped pulling hair and cuffing each other, and leaned forward expectant.

      “Now then, dragon!” muttered the Boy impatiently, fidgeting where he sat. He need not have distressed himself, had he only known. The dramatic possibilities of the thing had tickled the dragon immensely, and he had been up from an early hour, preparing for his first public appearance with as much heartiness as if the years had run backwards, and he had been again a little dragonlet, playing with his sisters on the floor of their mother's cave, at the game of saints-and-dragons, in which the dragon was bound to win.

      A low muttering, mingled with snorts, now made itself heard; rising to a bellowing roar that seemed to fill the plain. Then a cloud of smoke obscured the mouth of the cave, and out of the midst of it the dragon himself, shining, sea-blue, magnificent, pranced splendidly forth; and everybody said, “Oo-oo-oo!” as if he had been a mighty rocket! His scales were glittering, his long spiky tail lashed his sides, his claws tore up the turf and sent it flying high over his back, and smoke and fire incessantly jetted from his angry nostrils. “Oh, well done, dragon!” cried the Boy, excitedly. “Didn't think he had it in him!” he added to himself.

      St. George lowered his spear, bent his head, dug his heels into his horse's sides, and came thundering over the turf. The dragon charged with a roar and a squeal,-a great blue whirling combination of coils and snorts and clashing jaws and spikes and fire.

      “Missed!” yelled the crowd. There was a moment's entanglement of golden armour and blue-green coils, and spiky tail, and then the great horse, tearing at his bit, carried the Saint, his spear swung high in the air, almost up to the mouth of the cave.

      The dragon sat down and barked viciously, while St. George with difficulty pulled his horse round into position.

      “End of Round One!” thought the Boy. “How well they managed it! But I hope the Saint won't get excited. I can trust the dragon all right. What a regular play-actor the fellow is!”

      St. George had at last prevailed on his horse to stand steady, and was looking round him as he wiped his brow. Catching sight of the Boy, he smiled and nodded, and held up three fingers for an instant.

      “It seems to be all planned out,” said the Boy to himself. “Round Three is to be the finishing one, evidently. Wish it could have lasted a bit longer. Whatever's that old fool of a dragon up to now?”

      The dragon was employing the interval in giving a ramping-performance for the benefit of the crowd. Ramping, it should be explained, consists in running round and round in a wide circle, and sending waves and ripples of movement along the whole length of your spine, from your pointed ears right down to the spike at the end of your long tail. When you are covered with blue scales, the effect is particularly pleasing; and the Boy recollected the dragon's recently expressed wish to become a social success.

      St. George now gathered up his reins and began to move forward, dropping the point of his spear and settling himself firmly in the saddle.

      “Time!” yelled everybody excitedly; and the dragon, leaving off his ramping sat up on end, and began to leap from one side to the other with huge ungainly bounds, whooping like a Red Indian. This naturally disconcerted the horse, who swerved violently, the Saint only just saving himself by the mane; and as they shot past the dragon delivered a vicious snap at the horse's tail which sent the poor beast careering madly far over the Downs, so that the language of the Saint, who had lost a stirrup, was fortunately inaudible to the general assemblage.

      Round Two evoked audible evidence of friendly feeling towards the dragon. The spectators were not slow to appreciate a combatant who could hold his own so well and clearly wanted to show good sport; and many encouraging remarks reached the ears of our friend as he strutted to and fro, his chest thrust out and his tail in the air, hugely enjoying his new popularity.

      St. George had dismounted and was tightening his girths, and telling his horse, with quite an Oriental flow of imagery, exactly what he thought of him, and his relations, and his conduct on the present occasion; so the Boy made his way down to the Saint's end of the line, and held his spear for him.

      “It's been a jolly fight, St. George!” he said with a sigh. “Can't you let it last a bit longer?”

      “Well, I think I'd better not,” replied the Saint. “The fact is, your simple-minded old friend's getting conceited, now they've begun cheering him, and he'll forget all about the arrangement and take to playing the fool, and there's no telling where he would stop. I'll just finish him off this round.”

      He swung himself into the saddle and took his spear from the Boy. “Now don't you be afraid,” he added kindly. “I've marked my spot exactly, and he's sure to give me all the assistance in his power, because he knows it's his only chance of being asked to the banquet!”

      St. George now shortened his spear, bringing the butt well up under his arm; and, instead of galloping as before, trotted smartly towards the dragon, who crouched at his approach, flicking his tail till it cracked in the air like a great cart-whip. The Saint wheeled as he neared his opponent and circled warily round him, keeping his eye on the spare place; while the dragon, adopting similar tactics, paced with caution round the same circle, occasionally feinting with his head. So the two sparred for an opening, while the spectators maintained a breathless silence.

      Though the round lasted for some minutes, the end was so swift that all the Boy saw was a lightning movement of the Saint's arm, and then a whirl and a confusion of spines, claws, tail, and flying bits of turf. The dust cleared away, the spectators whooped and ran in cheering, and the Boy made out that the dragon was down, pinned to the earth by the spear, while St. George had dismounted, and stood astride of him.

      It all seemed so genuine that the Boy ran in breathlessly, hoping the dear old dragon wasn't really hurt. As he approached, the dragon lifted one large eyelid, winked solemnly, and collapsed again. He was held fast to earth by the neck, but the Saint had hit him in the spare place agreed upon, and it didn't even seem to tickle.

      “Bain't you goin' to cut 'is 'ed orf, master?” asked one of the applauding crowd. He had backed the dragon, and naturally felt a trifle sore.

      “Well, not to-day, I think,” replied St. George, pleasantly. “You see, that can be done at any time. There's no hurry at all. I think we'll all go down to the village first, and have some refreshment, and then I'll give him a good talking-to, and you'll find he'll be a very different dragon!”

      At that magic word refreshment the whole crowd formed up in procession and silently awaited the signal to start. The time for talking and cheering and betting was past, the hour for action had arrived. St. George, hauling on his spear with both hands, released the dragon, who rose and shook himself and ran his eye over his spikes and scales and things, to see that they were all in order. Then the Saint mounted and led off the procession, the dragon following meekly in the company of the Boy, while the thirsty spectators kept at a respectful interval behind.

      There were great doings when they got down to the village again, and had formed up in front of the inn. After refreshment St. George made a speech, in which he informed his audience that he had removed their direful scourge, at a great deal of trouble and inconvenience to himself, and now they weren't to go about grumbling and fancying they'd got grievances, because they hadn't. And they shouldn't be so fond of fights, because next time they might have to do the fighting themselves, which would not be the same thing at all. And there was a certain badger in the inn stables which had got to be released at once, and he'd come and see it done himself. Then he told them that the dragon had been thinking over things, and saw that there were two sides to every question, and he wasn't going to do it any more, and if they were good perhaps he'd stay and settle down there. So they must make friends, and not be prejudiced; and go about fancying they knew everything there was to be known, because they didn't, not by a long way. And he warned them against the sin of romancing, and making up stories and fancying other people would believe them just because they were plausible and highly-coloured. Then he sat down, amidst much repentant cheering, and the dragon nudged the Boy in the ribs and whispered that he couldn't have done it better himself. Then every one went off to get ready for the banquet.

      Banquets are always pleasant things, consisting mostly, as they do, of eating and drinking; but the specially nice thing about a banquet is, that it comes when something's over, and there's nothing more to worry about, and to-morrow seems a long way off. St George was happy because there had been a fight and he hadn't had to kill anybody; for he didn't really like killing, though he generally had to do it. The dragon was happy because there had been a fight, and so far from being hurt in it he had won popularity and a sure footing in society. The Boy was happy because there had been a fight, and in spite of it all his two friends were on the best of terms. And all the others were happy because there had been a fight, and-well, they didn't require any other reasons for their happiness. The dragon exerted himself to say the right thing to everybody, and proved the life and soul of the evening; while the Saint and the Boy, as they looked on, felt that they were only assisting at a feast of which the honour and the glory were entirely the dragon's. But they didn't mind that, being good fellows, and the dragon was not in the least proud or forgetful. On the contrary, every ten minutes or so he leant over towards the Boy and said impressively: “Look here! you will see me home afterwards, won't you?” And the Boy always nodded, though he had promised his mother not to be out late.

      At last the banquet was over, the guests had dropped away with many good-nights and congratulations and invitations, and the dragon, who had seen the last of them off the premises, emerged into the street followed by the Boy, wiped his brow, sighed, sat down in the road and gazed at the stars. “Jolly night it's been!” he murmured. “Jolly stars! Jolly little place this! Think I shall just stop here. Don't feel like climbing up any beastly hill. Boy's promised to see me home. Boy had better do it then! No responsibility on my part. Responsibility all Boy's!” And his chin sank on his broad chest and he slumbered peacefully.

      “Oh, get up, dragon,” cried the Boy, piteously. “You know my mother's sitting up, and I 'm so tired, and you made me promise to see you home, and I never knew what it meant or I wouldn't have done it!” And the Boy sat down in the road by the side of the sleeping dragon, and cried.

      The door behind them opened, a stream of light illumined the road, and St. George, who had come out for a stroll in the cool night-air, caught sight of the two figures sitting there-the great motionless dragon and the tearful little Boy.

      “What's the matter, Boy?” he inquired kindly, stepping to his side.

      “Oh, it's this great lumbering pig of a dragon!” sobbed the Boy. “First he makes me promise to see him home, and then he says I'd better do it, and goes to sleep! Might as well try to see a haystack home! And I'm so tired, and mother's-” here he broke down again.

      “Now don't take on,” said St. George. “I'll stand by you, and we'll both see him home. Wake up, dragon!” he said sharply, shaking the beast by the elbow.

      The dragon looked up sleepily. “What a night, George!” he murmured; “what a-”

      “Now look here, dragon,” said the Saint, firmly. “Here's this little fellow waiting to see you home, and you know he ought to have been in bed these two hours, and what his mother'll say I don't know, and anybody but a selfish pig would have made him go to bed long ago-”

      “And he shall go to bed!” cried the dragon, starting up. “Poor little chap, only fancy his being up at this hour! It's a shame, that's what it is, and I don't think, St. George, you've been very considerate-but come along at once, and don't let us have any more arguing or shilly-shallying. You give me hold of your hand, Boy-thank you, George, an arm up the hill is just what I wanted!”

      So they set off up the hill arm-in-arm, the Saint, the Dragon, and the Boy. The lights in the little village began to go out; but there were stars, and a late moon, as they climbed to the Downs together. And, as they turned the last corner and disappeared from view, snatches of an old song were borne back on the night-breeze. I can't be certain which of them was singing, but I think it was the Dragon!

      “Here we are at your gate,” said the man, abruptly, laying his hand on it. “Good-night. Cut along in sharp, or you'll catch it!”

      Could it really be our own gate? Yes, there it was, sure enough, with the familiar marks on its bottom bar made by our feet when we swung on it

      “Oh, but wait a minute!” cried Charlotte. “I want to know a heap of things. Did the dragon really settle down? And did-”

      “There isn't any more of that story,” said the man, kindly but firmly. “At least, not to-night. Now be off! Good-bye!”

      “Wonder if it's all true?” said Charlotte, as we hurried up the path. “Sounded dreadfully like nonsense, in parts!”

      “P'raps its true for all that,” I replied encouragingly.

      Charlotte bolted in like a rabbit, out of the cold and the dark; but I lingered a moment in the still, frosty air, for a backward glance at the silent white world without, ere I changed it for the land of firelight and cushions and laughter. It was the day for choir-practice, and carol-time was at hand, and a belated member was passing homewards down the road, singing as he went:-

      “Then St. George: ee made rev'rence: in the stable so dim, Oo vanquished the dragon: so fearful and grim. So-o grim: and so-o fierce: that now may we say All peaceful is our wakin': on Chri-istmas Day!”

      The singer receded, the carol died away. But I wondered, with my hand on the door-latch, whether that was the song, or something like it, that the dragon sang as he toddled contentedly up the hill.
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        The Tale Of Peter Rabbit

      

      ONCE upon a time there were four little Rabbits, and their names were – Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail, and Peter.

      They lived with their Mother in a sand-bank, underneath the root of a very big fir tree.

      "NOW, my dears," said old Mrs. Rabbit one morning, "you may go into the fields or down the lane, but don't go into Mr. McGregor's garden: your Father had an accident there; he was put in a pie by Mrs. McGregor."

      "NOW run along, and don't get into mischief. I am going out."

      THEN old Mrs. Rabbit took a basket and her umbrella, to the baker's. She bought a loaf of brown bread and five currant buns.

      FLOPSY, Mopsy, and Cottontail, who were good little bunnies, went down the lane to gather blackberries;

      BUT Peter, who was very naughty, ran straight away to Mr. McGregor's garden and squeezed under the gate!

      FIRST he ate some lettuces and some French beans; and then he ate some radishes;

      AND then, feeling rather sick, he went to look for some parsley.

      BUT round the end of a cucumber frame, whom should he meet but Mr. McGregor!

      MR. McGREGOR was on his hands and knees planting out young cabbages, but he jumped up and ran after Peter, waving a rake and calling out, "Stop thief!"

      PETER was most dreadfully frightened; he rushed all over the garden, for he had forgotten the way back to the gate.

      He lost one of his shoes among the cabbages, and the other shoe amongst the potatoes.

      AFTER losing them, he ran on four legs and went faster, so that I think he might have got away altogether if he had not unfortunately run into a gooseberry net, and got caught by the large buttons on his jacket. It was a blue jacket with brass buttons, quite new.

      PETER gave himself up for lost, and shed big tears; but his sobs were overheard by some friendly sparrows, who flew to him in great excitement, and implored him to exert himself.

      MR. McGREGOR came up with a sieve, which he intended to pop upon the top of Peter; but Peter wriggled out just in time, leaving his jacket behind him.

      AND rushed into the toolshed, and jumped into a can. It would have been a beautiful thing to hide in, if it had not had so much water in it.

      MR. McGREGOR was quite sure that Peter was somewhere in the toolshed, perhaps hidden underneath a flower-pot. He began to turn them over carefully, looking under each.

      Presently Peter sneezed-"Kertyschoo!" Mr. McGregor was after him in no time,

      AND tried to put his foot upon Peter, who jumped out of a window, upsetting three plants. The window was too small for Mr. McGregor, and he was tired of running after Peter. He went back to his work.

      PETER sat down to rest; he was out of breath and trembling with fright, and he had not the least idea which way to go. Also he was very damp with sitting in that can.

      After a time he began to wander about, going lippity-lippity-not very fast, and looking all around.

      HE found a door in a wall; but it was locked, and there was no room for a fat little rabbit to squeeze underneath.

      An old mouse was running in and out over the stone doorstep, carrying peas and beans to her family in the wood. Peter asked her the way to the gate, but she had such a large pea in her mouth that she could not answer. She only shook her head at him. Peter began to cry.

      THEN he tried to find his way straight across the garden, but he became more and more puzzled. Presently, he came to a pond where Mr. McGregor filled his water-cans. A white cat was staring at some gold-fish; she sat very, very still, but now and then the tip of her tail twitched as if it were alive. Peter thought it best to go away without speaking to her; he had heard about cats from his cousin, little Benjamin Bunny.

      HE went back towards the tool-shed, but suddenly, quite close to him, he heard the noise of a hoe-scr-r-ritch, scratch, scratch, scritch. Peter scuttered underneath the bushes. But presently, as nothing happened, he came out, and climbed upon a wheelbarrow, and peeped over. The first thing he saw was Mr. McGregor hoeing onions. His back was turned towards Peter, and beyond him was the gate!

      PETER got down very quietly off the wheelbarrow, and started running as fast as he could go, along a straight walk behind some black-currant bushes.

      Mr. McGregor caught sight of him at the corner, but Peter did not care. He slipped underneath the gate, and was safe at last in the wood outside the garden.

      MR. McGREGOR hung up the little jacket and the shoes for a scare-crow to frighten the blackbirds.

      PETER never stopped running or looked behind him till he got home to the big fir-tree.

      He was so tired that he flopped down upon the nice soft sand on the floor of the rabbit-hole, and shut his eyes. His mother was busy cooking; she wondered what he had done with his clothes. It was the second little jacket and pair of shoes that Peter had lost in a fortnight!

      I AM sorry to say that Peter was not very well during the evening.

      His mother put him to bed, and made some camomile tea; and she gave a dose of it to Peter!

      "One table-spoonful to be taken at bed-time."

      BUT Flopsy, Mopsy, and Cotton-tail had bread and milk and blackberries, for supper.

    


    
      
        The Tailor Of Gloucester

      

      In the time of swords and periwigs and full-skirted coats with flowered lappets-when gentlemen wore ruffles, and gold-laced waistcoats of paduasoy and taffeta-there lived a tailor in Gloucester.

      He sat in the window of a little shop in Westgate Street, cross-legged on a table, from morning till dark.

      All day long while the light lasted he sewed and snippeted, piecing out his satin and pompadour, and lutestring; stuffs had strange names, and were very expensive in the days of the Tailor of Gloucester.

      But although he sewed fine silk for his neighbours, he himself was very, very poor-a little old man in spectacles, with a pinched face, old crooked fingers, and a suit of thread-bare clothes.

      He cut his coats without waste, according to his embroidered cloth; they were very small ends and snippets that lay about upon the table-"Too narrow breadths for nought-except waistcoats for mice," said the tailor.

      One bitter cold day near Christmastime the tailor began to make a coat-a coat of cherry-coloured corded silk embroidered with pansies and roses, and a cream coloured satin waistcoat-trimmed with gauze and green worsted chenille-for the Mayor of Gloucester.

      The tailor worked and worked, and he talked to himself. He measured the silk, and turned it round and round, and trimmed it into shape with his shears; the table was all littered with cherry-coloured snippets.

      "No breadth at all, and cut on the cross; it is no breadth at all; tippets for mice and ribbons for mobs! for mice!" said the Tailor of Gloucester.

      When the snow-flakes came down against the small leaded window-panes and shut out the light, the tailor had done his day's work; all the silk and satin lay cut out upon the table.

      There were twelve pieces for the coat and four pieces for the waistcoat; and there were pocket flaps and cuffs, and buttons all in order. For the lining of the coat there was fine yellow taffeta; and for the button-holes of the waistcoat, there was cherry-coloured twist. And everything was ready to sew together in the morning, all measured and sufficient-except that there was wanting just one single skein of cherry-coloured twisted silk.

      The tailor came out of his shop at dark, for he did not sleep there at nights; he fastened the window and locked the door, and took away the key. No one lived there at night but little brown mice, and they run in and out without any keys!

      For behind the wooden wainscots of all the old houses in Gloucester, there are little mouse staircases and secret trap-doors; and the mice run from house to house through those long narrow passages; they can run all over the town without going into the streets.

      But the tailor came out of his shop, and shuffled home through the snow. He lived quite near by in College Court, next the doorway to College Green; and although it was not a big house, the tailor was so poor he only rented the kitchen.

      He lived alone with his cat; it was called Simpkin.

      Now all day long while the tailor was out at work, Simpkin kept house by himself; and he also was fond of the mice, though he gave them no satin for coats!

      "Miaw?" said the cat when the tailor opened the door. "Miaw?"

      The tailor replied-"Simpkin, we shall make our fortune, but I am worn to a ravelling. Take this groat (which is our last fourpence) and Simpkin, take a china pipkin; buy a penn'orth of bread, a penn'orth of milk and a penn'orth of sausages. And oh, Simpkin, with the last penny of our fourpence buy me one penn'orth of cherry-coloured silk. But do not lose the last penny of the fourpence, Simpkin, or I am undone and worn to a thread-paper, for I have NO MORE TWIST."

      Then Simpkin again said, "Miaw?" and took the groat and the pipkin, and went out into the dark.

      The tailor was very tired and beginning to be ill. He sat down by the hearth and talked to himself about that wonderful coat.

      "I shall make my fortune-to be cut bias-the Mayor of Gloucester is to be married on Christmas Day in the morning, and he hath ordered a coat and an embroidered waistcoat-to be lined with yellow taffeta-and the taffeta sufficeth; there is no more left over in snippets than will serve to make tippets for mice-"

      Then the tailor started; for suddenly, interrupting him, from the dresser at the other side of the kitchen came a number of little noises-

      
        Tip tap, tip tap, tip tap tip!
      

      "Now what can that be?" said the Tailor of Gloucester, jumping up from his chair. The dresser was covered with crockery and pipkins, willow pattern plates, and tea-cups and mugs.

      The tailor crossed the kitchen, and stood quite still beside the dresser, listening, and peering through his spectacles. Again from under a tea-cup, came those funny little noises-

      
        Tip tap, tip tap, Tip tap tip!
      

      "This is very peculiar," said the Tailor of Gloucester; and he lifted up the tea-cup which was upside down.

      Out stepped a little live lady mouse, and made a curtsey to the tailor! Then she hopped away down off the dresser, and under the wainscot.

      The tailor sat down again by the fire, warming his poor cold hands, and mumbling to himself-

      "The waistcoat is cut out from peach-coloured satin-tambour stitch and rose-buds in beautiful floss silk. Was I wise to entrust my last fourpence to Simpkin? One-and-twenty button-holes of cherry-coloured twist!"

      But all at once, from the dresser, there came other little noises:

      
        Tip tap, tip tap, tip tap tip!
      

      "This is passing extraordinary!" said the Tailor of Gloucester, and turned over another tea-cup, which was upside down.

      Out stepped a little gentleman mouse, and made a bow to the tailor!

      And then from all over the dresser came a chorus of little tappings, all sounding together, and answering one another, like watch-beetles in an old worm-eaten window-shutter-

      
        Tip tap, tip tap, tip tap tip!

      And out from under tea-cups and from under bowls and basins, stepped other and more little mice who hopped away down off the dresser and under the wainscot.

      The tailor sat down, close over the fire, lamenting-"One-and-twenty button-holes of cherry-coloured silk! To be finished by noon of Saturday: and this is Tuesday evening. Was it right to let loose those mice, undoubtedly the property of Simpkin? Alack, I am undone, for I have no more twist!"

      The little mice came out again, and listened to the tailor; they took notice of the pattern of that wonderful coat. They whispered to one another about the taffeta lining, and about little mouse tippets.

      And then all at once they all ran away together down the passage behind the wainscot, squeaking and calling to one another, as they ran from house to house; and not one mouse was left in the tailor's kitchen when Simpkin came back with the pipkin of milk!

      Simpkin opened the door and bounced in, with an angry "G-r-r-miaw!" like a cat that is vexed: for he hated the snow, and there was snow in his ears, and snow in his collar at the back of his neck. He put down the loaf and the sausages upon the dresser, and sniffed.

      "Simpkin," said the tailor, "where is my twist?"

      But Simpkin set down the pipkin of milk upon the dresser, and looked suspiciously at the tea-cups. He wanted his supper of little fat mouse!

      "Simpkin," said the tailor, "where is my TWIST?"

      But Simpkin hid a little parcel privately in the tea-pot, and spit and growled at the tailor; and if Simpkin had been able to talk, he would have asked: "Where is my MOUSE?"

      "Alack, I am undone!" said the Tailor of Gloucester, and went sadly to bed.

      All that night long Simpkin hunted and searched through the kitchen, peeping into cupboards and under the wainscot, and into the tea-pot where he had hidden that twist; but still he found never a mouse!

      Whenever the tailor muttered and talked in his sleep, Simpkin said "Miaw-ger-r-w-s-s-ch!" and made strange horrid noises, as cats do at night.

      For the poor old tailor was very ill with a fever, tossing and turning in his four-post bed; and still in his dreams he mumbled-"No more twist! no more twist!"

      All that day he was ill, and the next day, and the next; and what should become of the cherry-coloured coat? In the tailor's shop in Westgate Street the embroidered silk and satin lay cut out upon the table-one-and-twenty button-holes-and who should come to sew them, when the window was barred, and the door was fast locked?

      But that does not hinder the little brown mice; they run in and out without any keys through all the old houses in Gloucester!

      Out of doors the market folks went trudging through the snow to buy their geese and turkeys, and to bake their Christmas pies; but there would be no Christmas dinner for Simpkin and the poor old Tailor of Gloucester.

      The tailor lay ill for three days and nights; and then it was Christmas Eve, and very late at night. The moon climbed up over the roofs and chimneys, and looked down over the gateway into College Court. There were no lights in the windows, nor any sound in the houses; all the city of Gloucester was fast asleep under the snow.

      And still Simpkin wanted his mice, and he mewed as he stood beside the four-post bed.

      But it is in the old story that all the beasts can talk, in the night between Christmas Eve and Christmas Day in the morning (though there are very few folk that can hear them, or know what it is that they say).

      When the Cathedral clock struck twelve there was an answer-like an echo of the chimes-and Simpkin heard it, and came out of the tailor's door, and wandered about in the snow.

      From all the roofs and gables and old wooden houses in Gloucester came a thousand merry voices singing the old Christmas rhymes-all the old songs that ever I heard of, and some that I don't know, like Whittington's bells.

      First and loudest the cocks cried out: "Dame, get up, and bake your pies!"

      "Oh, dilly, dilly, dilly!" sighed Simpkin.

      And now in a garret there were lights and sounds of dancing, and cats came from over the way.

      "Hey, diddle, diddle, the cat and the fiddle! All the cats in Gloucester-except me," said Simpkin.

      Under the wooden eaves the starlings and sparrows sang of Christmas pies; the jack-daws woke up in the Cathedral tower; and although it was the middle of the night the throstles and robins sang; the air was quite full of little twittering tunes.

      But it was all rather provoking to poor hungry Simpkin!

      Particularly he was vexed with some little shrill voices from behind a wooden lattice. I think that they were bats, because they always have very small voices-especially in a black frost, when they talk in their sleep, like the Tailor of Gloucester.

      They said something mysterious that sounded like-

      "Buz, quoth the blue fly, hum, quoth the bee,

      Buz and hum they cry, and so do we!"

      and Simpkin went away shaking his ears as if he had a bee in his bonnet.

      From the tailor's shop in Westgate came a glow of light; and when Simpkin crept up to peep in at the window it was full of candles. There was a snippeting of scissors, and snappeting of thread; and little mouse voices sang loudly and gaily-

      "Four-and-twenty tailors

      Went to catch a snail,

      The best man amongst them

      Durst not touch her tail,

      She put out her horns

      Like a little kyloe cow,

      Run, tailors, run! or she'll have you all e'en now!"

      Then without a pause the little mouse voices went on again-

      "Sieve my lady's oatmeal,

      Grind my lady's flour,

      Put it in a chestnut,

      Let it stand an hour-"

      "Mew! Mew!" interrupted Simpkin, and he scratched at the door. But the key was under the tailor's pillow, he could not get in.

      The little mice only laughed, and tried another tune-

      "Three little mice sat down to spin,

      Pussy passed by and she peeped in.

      What are you at, my fine little men?

      Making coats for gentlemen.

      Shall I come in and cut off your threads?

      Oh, no, Miss Pussy, you'd bite off our heads!"

      "Mew! Mew!" cried Simpkin. "Hey diddle dinketty?" answered the little mice-

      "Hey diddle dinketty, poppetty pet!

      The merchants of London they wear scarlet;

      Silk in the collar, and gold in the hem,

      So merrily march the merchantmen!"

      They clicked their thimbles to mark the time, but none of the songs pleased Simpkin; he sniffed and mewed at the door of the shop.

      "And then I bought

      A pipkin and a popkin,

      A slipkin and a slopkin,

      All for one farthing-

      and upon the kitchen dresser!" added the rude little mice.

      "Mew! scratch! scratch!" scuffled Simpkin on the window-sill; while the little mice inside sprang to their feet, and all began to shout at once in little twittering voices: "No more twist! No more twist!" And they barred up the window shutters and shut out Simpkin.

      But still through the nicks in the shutters he could hear the click of thimbles, and little mouse voices singing-

      "No more twist! No more twist!"

      Simpkin came away from the shop and went home, considering in his mind. He found the poor old tailor without fever, sleeping peacefully.

      Then Simpkin went on tip-toe and took a little parcel of silk out of the tea-pot, and looked at it in the moonlight; and he felt quite ashamed of his badness compared with those good little mice!

      When the tailor awoke in the morning, the first thing which he saw upon the patchwork quilt, was a skein of cherry-coloured twisted silk, and beside his bed stood the repentant Simpkin!

      "Alack, I am worn to a ravelling," said the Tailor of Gloucester, "but I have my twist!"

      The sun was shining on the snow when the tailor got up and dressed, and came out into the street with Simpkin running before him.

      The starlings whistled on the chimney stacks, and the throstles and robins sang-but they sang their own little noises, not the words they had sung in the night.

      "Alack," said the tailor, "I have my twist; but no more strength-nor time-than will serve to make me one single button-hole; for this is Christmas Day in the Morning! The Mayor of Gloucester shall be married by noon-and where is his cherry-coloured coat?"

      He unlocked the door of the little shop in Westgate Street, and Simpkin ran in, like a cat that expects something.

      But there was no one there! Not even one little brown mouse!

      The boards were swept clean; the little ends of thread and the little silk snippets were all tidied away, and gone from off the floor.

      But upon the table-oh joy! the tailor gave a shout-there, where he had left plain cuttings of silk-there lay the most beautifullest coat and embroidered satin waistcoat that ever were worn by a Mayor of Gloucester.

      There were roses and pansies upon the facings of the coat; and the waistcoat was worked with poppies and corn-flowers.

      Everything was finished except just one single cherry-coloured button-hole, and where that button-hole was wanting there was pinned a scrap of paper with these words-in little teeny weeny writing-

       

      NO MORE TWIST

       

      And from then began the luck of the Tailor of Gloucester; he grew quite stout, and he grew quite rich.

      He made the most wonderful waistcoats for all the rich merchants of Gloucester, and for all the fine gentlemen of the country round.

      Never were seen such ruffles, or such embroidered cuffs and lappets! But his button-holes were the greatest triumph of it all.

      The stitches of those button-holes were so neat-so neat-I wonder how they could be stitched by an old man in spectacles, with crooked old fingers, and a tailor's thimble.

      The stitches of those button-holes were so small-so small-they looked as if they had been made by little mice!

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Squirrel Nutkin

      

      A STORY FOR NORAH

       

      This is a Tale about a tail-a tail that belonged to a little red squirrel, and his name was Nutkin.

      He had a brother called Twinkleberry, and a great many cousins: they lived in a wood at the edge of a lake.

      In the middle of the lake there is an island covered with trees and nut bushes; and amongst those trees stands a hollow oak-tree, which is the house of an owl who is called Old Brown.

      One autumn when the nuts were ripe, and the leaves on the hazel bushes were golden and green-Nutkin and Twinkleberry and all the other little squirrels came out of the wood, and down to the edge of the lake.

      They made little rafts out of twigs, and they paddled away over the water to Owl Island to gather nuts.

      Each squirrel had a little sack and a large oar, and spread out his tail for a sail.

      They also took with them an offering of three fat mice as a present for Old Brown, and put them down upon his door-step.

      Then Twinkleberry and the other little squirrels each made a low bow, and said politely-

      "Old Mr. Brown, will you favour us with permission to gather nuts upon your island?"

      But Nutkin was excessively impertinent in his manners. He bobbed up and down like a little red cherry, singing-

      "Riddle me, riddle me, rot-tot-tote!

      A little wee man, in a red red coat!

      A staff in his hand, and a stone in his throat;

      If you'll tell me this riddle, I'll give you a groat."

      Now this riddle is as old as the hills; Mr. Brown paid no attention whatever to Nutkin.

      He shut his eyes obstinately and went to sleep.

      The squirrels filled their little sacks with nuts, and sailed away home in the evening.

      But next morning they all came back again to Owl Island; and Twinkleberry and the others brought a fine fat mole, and laid it on the stone in front of Old Brown's doorway, and said-

      "Mr. Brown, will you favour us with your gracious permission to gather some more nuts?"

      But Nutkin, who had no respect, began to dance up and down, tickling old Mr. Brown with a nettle and singing-

      "Old Mr. B! Riddle-me-ree!

      Hitty Pitty within the wall,

      Hitty Pitty without the wall;

      If you touch Hitty Pitty,

      Hitty Pitty will bite you!"

      Mr. Brown woke up suddenly and carried the mole into his house.

      He shut the door in Nutkin's face. Presently a little thread of blue smoke from a wood fire came up from the top of the tree, and Nutkin peeped through the key-hole and sang-

      "A house full, a hole full!

      And you cannot gather a bowl-full!"

      The squirrels searched for nuts all over the island and filled their little sacks.

      But Nutkin gathered oak-apples-yellow and scarlet-and sat upon a beech-stump playing marbles, and watching the door of old Mr. Brown.

      On the third day the squirrels got up very early and went fishing; they caught seven fat minnows as a present for Old Brown.

      They paddled over the lake and landed under a crooked chestnut tree on Owl Island.

      Twinkleberry and six other little squirrels each carried a fat minnow; but Nutkin, who had no nice manners, brought no present at all. He ran in front, singing-

      "The man in the wilderness said to me,

      'How many strawberries grow in the sea?'

      I answered him as I thought good-

      'As many red herrings as grow in the wood.'"

      But old Mr. Brown took no interest in riddles-not even when the answer was provided for him.

      On the fourth day the squirrels brought a present of six fat beetles, which were as good as plums in plum-pudding for Old Brown. Each beetle was wrapped up carefully in a dock-leaf, fastened with a pine-needle pin.

      But Nutkin sang as rudely as ever-

      "Old Mr. B! riddle-me-ree

      Flour of England, fruit of Spain,

      Met together in a shower of rain;

      Put in a bag tied round with a string,

      If you'll tell me this riddle, I'll give you a ring!"

      Which was ridiculous of Nutkin, because he had not got any ring to give to Old Brown.

      The other squirrels hunted up and down the nut bushes; but Nutkin gathered robin's pincushions off a briar bush, and stuck them full of pine-needle pins.

      On the fifth day the squirrels brought a present of wild honey; it was so sweet and sticky that they licked their fingers as they put it down upon the stone. They had stolen it out of a bumble bees' nest on the tippitty top of the hill.

      But Nutkin skipped up and down, singing-

      "Hum-a-bum! buzz! buzz! Hum-a-bum buzz!

      As I went over Tipple-tine

      I met a flock of bonny swine;

      Some yellow-nacked, some yellow backed!

      They were the very bonniest swine

      That e'er went over Tipple-tine."

      Old Mr. Brown turned up his eyes in disgust at the impertinence of Nutkin.

      But he ate up the honey!

      The squirrels filled their little sacks with nuts.

      But Nutkin sat upon a big flat rock, and played ninepins with a crab apple and green fir-cones.

      On the sixth day, which was Saturday, the squirrels came again for the last time; they brought a new-laid egg in a little rush basket as a last parting present for Old Brown.

      But Nutkin ran in front laughing, and shouting-

      "Humpty Dumpty lies in the beck,

      With a white counterpane round his neck,

      Forty doctors and forty wrights,

      Cannot put Humpty Dumpty to rights!"

      Now old Mr. Brown took an interest in eggs; he opened one eye and shut it again. But still he did not speak.

      Nutkin became more and more impertinent-

      "Old Mr. B! Old Mr. B!

      Hickamore, Hackamore, on the King's kitchen door;

      All the King's horses, and all the King's men,

      Couldn't drive Hickamore, Hackamore,

      Off the King's kitchen door."

      Nutkin danced up and down like a sunbeam; but still Old Brown said nothing at all.

      Nutkin began again-

      "Arthur O'Bower has broken his band,

      He comes roaring up the land!

      The King of Scots with all his power,

      Cannot turn Arthur of the Bower!"

      Nutkin made a whirring noise to sound like the wind, and he took a running jump right onto the head of Old Brown!…

      Then all at once there was a flutterment and a scufflement and a loud "Squeak!"

      The other squirrels scuttered away into the bushes.

      When they came back very cautiously, peeping round the tree-there was Old Brown sitting on his door-step, quite still, with his eyes closed, as if nothing had happened.

       

      
        But Nutkin was in his waistcoat pocket!
      

      This looks like the end of the story; but it isn't.

      Old Brown carried Nutkin into his house, and held him up by the tail, intending to skin him; but Nutkin pulled so very hard that his tail broke in two, and he dashed up the staircase and escaped out of the attic window.

      And to this day, if you meet Nutkin up a tree and ask him a riddle, he will throw sticks at you, and stamp his feet and scold, and shout-

      "Cuck-cuck-cuck-cur-r-r-cuck-k-k!"

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Benjamin Bunny

      

      FOR THE CHILDREN OF SAWREY FROM OLD MR. BUNNY

       

      ONE morning a little rabbit sat on a bank.

      He pricked his ears and listened to the trit-trot, trit-trot of a pony.

      A gig was coming along the road; it was driven by Mr. McGregor, and beside him sat Mrs. McGregor in her best bonnet.

      AS soon as they had passed, little Benjamin Bunny slid down into the road, and set off-with a hop, skip and a jump-to call upon his relations, who lived in the wood at the back of Mr. McGregor's garden.

      THAT wood was full of rabbit holes; and in the neatest sandiest hole of all, cousins-Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail and Peter.

      Old Mrs. Rabbit was a widow; she earned her living by knitting rabbit-wool mittens and muffetees (I once bought a pair at a bazaar). She also sold herbs, and rosemary tea, and rabbit-tobacco (which is what WE call lavender).

      LITTLE Benjamin did not very much want to see his Aunt.

      He came round the back of the fir-tree, and nearly tumbled upon the top of his Cousin Peter.

      PETER was sitting by himself. He looked poorly, and was dressed in a red cotton pocket-handkerchief.

      "Peter,"-said little Benjamin, in a whisper-"who has got your clothes?"

      PETER replied-"The scarecrow in Mr. McGregor's garden," and described how he had been chased about the garden, and had dropped his shoes and coat.

      Little Benjamin sat down beside his cousin, and assured him that Mr. McGregor had gone out in a gig, and Mrs. McGregor also; and certainly for the day, because she was wearing her best bonnet.

      PETER said he hoped that it would rain.

      At this point, old Mrs. Rabbit's voice was heard inside the rabbit hole calling-"Cotton-tail! Cotton-tail! fetch some more camomile!"

      Peter said he thought he might feel better if he went for a walk.

      THEY went away hand in hand, and got upon the flat top of the wall at the bottom of the wood. From here they looked down into Mr. McGregor's garden. Peter's coat and shoes were plainly to be seen upon the scarecrow, topped with an old tam-o-shanter of Mr. McGregor's.

      LITTLE Benjamin said, "It spoils people's clothes to squeeze under a gate; the proper way to get in, is to climb down a pear tree."

      Peter fell down head first; but it was of no consequence, as the bed below was newly raked and quite soft.

      IT had been sown with lettuces.

      They left a great many odd little foot-marks all over the bed, especially little Benjamin, who was wearing clogs.

      LITTLE Benjamin said that the first thing to be done was to get back Peter's clothes, in order that they might be able to use the pocket handkerchief.

      They took them off the scarecrow. There had been rain during the night; there was water in the shoes, and the coat was somewhat shrunk.

      Benjamin tried on the tam-o-shanter, but it was too big for him.

      THEN he suggested that they should fill the pocket-handkerchief with onions, as a little present for his Aunt.

      Peter did not seem to be enjoying himself; he kept hearing noises.

      BENJAMIN, on the contrary, was perfectly at home, and ate a lettuce leaf. He said that he was in the habit of coming to the garden with his father to get lettuces for their Sunday dinner.

      (The name of little Benjamin's papa was old Mr. Benjamin Bunny.)

      The lettuces certainly were very fine.

      PETER did not eat anything; he said he should like to go home. Presently he dropped half the onions.

      LITTLE Benjamin said that it was not possible to get back up the pear-tree, with a load of vegetables. He led the way boldly towards the other end of the garden. They went along a little walk on planks, under a sunny red-brick wall.

      The mice sat on their door-steps cracking cherry-stones, they winked at Peter Rabbit and little Benjamin Bunny.

      PRESENTLY Peter let the pocket-handkerchief go again.

      THEY got amongst flower-pots, and frames and tubs; Peter heard noises worse than ever, his eyes were as big as lolly-pops!

      He was a step or two in front of his cousin, when he suddenly stopped.

      THIS is what those little rabbits saw round that corner!

      Little Benjamin took one look, and then, in half a minute less than no time, he hid himself and Peter and the onions underneath a large basket…

      THE cat got up and stretched herself, and came and sniffed at the basket.

      Perhaps she liked the smell of onions!

      Anyway, she sat down upon the top of the basket.

      SHE sat there for FIVE HOURS.

       

      * * * * *

       

      I cannot draw you a picture of Peter and Benjamin underneath the basket, because it was quite dark, and because the smell of onions was fearful; it made Peter Rabbit and little Benjamin cry.

      The sun got round behind the wood, and it was quite late in the afternoon; but still the cat sat upon the basket.

      AT length there was a pitter-patter, pitter-patter, and some bits of mortar fell from the wall above.

      The cat looked up and saw old Mr. Benjamin Bunny prancing along the top of the wall of the upper terrace.

      He was smoking a pipe of rabbit-tobacco, and had a little switch in his hand.

      He was looking for his son.

      OLD Mr. Bunny had no opinion whatever of cats.

      He took a tremendous jump off the top of the wall on to the top of the cat, and cuffed it off the basket, and kicked it into the garden-house, scratching off a handful of fur.

      The cat was too much surprised to scratch back.

      WHEN old Mr. Bunny had driven the cat into the green-house, he locked the door.

      Then he came back to the basket and took out his son Benjamin by the ears, and whipped him with the little switch.

      Then he took out his nephew Peter.

      THEN he took out the handkerchief of onions, and marched out of the garden.

      When Mr. McGregor returned about half an hour later, he observed several things which perplexed him.

      It looked as though some person had been walking all over the garden in a pair of clogs-only the foot-marks were too ridiculously little!

      Also he could not understand how the cat could have managed to shut herself up INSIDE the green-house, locking the door upon the OUTSIDE.

      WHEN Peter got home, his mother forgave him, because she was so glad to see that he had found his shoes and coat. Cotton-tail and Peter folded up the pocket-handkerchief, and old Mrs. Rabbit strung up the onions and hung them from the kitchen ceiling, with the rabbit-tobacco.

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Two Bad Mice

      

      FOR W. M. L. W. THE LITTLE GIRL WHO HAD THE DOLL HOUSE

       

      ONCE upon a time there was a very beautiful doll's house; it was red brick with white windows, and it had real muslin curtains and a front door and a chimney.

      IT belonged to two Dolls called Lucinda and Jane; at least it belonged to Lucinda, but she never ordered meals.

      Jane was the Cook; but she never did any cooking, because the dinner had been bought ready-made, in a box full of shavings.

      THERE were two red lobsters, and a ham, a fish, a pudding, and some pears and oranges.

      They would not come off the plates, but they were extremely beautiful.

      ONE morning Lucinda and Jane had gone out for a drive in the doll's perambulator. There was no one in the nursery, and it was very quiet. Presently there was a little scuffling, scratching noise in a corner near the fireplace, where there was a hole under the skirting-board.

      Tom Thumb put out his head for a moment, and then popped it in again.

      Tom Thumb was a mouse.

      A MINUTE afterwards Hunca Munca, his wife, put her head out, too; and when she saw that there was no one in the nursery, she ventured out on the oilcloth under the coal-box.

      THE doll's house stood at the other side of the fireplace. Tom Thumb and Hunca Munca went cautiously across the hearth-rug. They pushed the front door-it was not fast.

      TOM THUMB and Hunca Munca went up-stairs and peeped into the dining-room. Then they squeaked with joy!

      Such a lovely dinner was laid out upon the table! There were tin spoons, and lead knives and forks, and two dolly-chairs-all SO convenient!

      TOM THUMB set to work at once to carve the ham. It was a beautiful shiny yellow, streaked with red.

      The knife crumpled up and hurt him; he put his finger in his mouth.

      "It is not boiled enough; it is hard. You have a try, Hunca Munca."

      HUNCA MUNCA stood up in her chair, and chopped at the ham with another lead knife.

      "It's as hard as the hams at the cheesemonger's," said Hunca Munca.

      THE ham broke off the plate with a jerk, and rolled under the table.

      "Let it alone," said Tom Thumb; "give me some fish, Hunca Munca!"

      HUNCA MUNCA tried every tin spoon in turn; the fish was glued to the dish.

      Then Tom Thumb lost his temper. He put the ham in the middle of the floor, and hit it with the tongs and with the shovel-bang, bang, smash, smash!

      The ham flew all into pieces, for underneath the shiny paint it was made of nothing but plaster!

      THEN there was no end to the rage and disappointment of Tom Thumb and Hunca Munca. They broke up the pudding, the lobsters, the pears, and the oranges.

      As the fish would not come off the plate, they put it into the red-hot crinkly paper fire in the kitchen; but it would not burn either.

      TOM THUMB went up the kitchen chimney and looked out at the top-there was no soot.

      WHILE Tom Thumb was up the chimney, Hunca Munca had another disappointment. She found some tiny canisters upon the dresser, labeled "Rice," "Coffee" "Sago"; but when she turned them upside down there was nothing inside except red and blue beads.

      THEN those mice set to work to do all the mischief they could-especially Tom Thumb! He took Jane's clothes out of the chest of drawers in her bedroom, and he threw them out of the top-floor window.

      But Hunca Munca had a frugal mind. After pulling half the feathers out of Lucinda's bolster, she remembered that she herself was in want of a feather-bed.

      WITH Tom Thumb's assistance she carried the bolster down-stairs and across the hearth-rug. It was difficult to squeeze the bolster into the mouse-hole; but they managed it somehow.

      THEN Hunca Munca went back and fetched a chair, a bookcase, a bird-cage, and several small odds and ends. The bookcase and the bird-cage refused to go into the mouse-hole.

      HUNCA MUNCA left them behind the coal-box, and went to fetch a cradle.

      HUNCA MUNCA was just returning with another chair, when suddenly there was a noise of talking outside upon the landing. The mice rushed back to their hole, and the dolls came into the nursery.

      WHAT a sight met the eyes of Jane and Lucinda!

      Lucinda sat upon the upset kitchen stove and stared, and Jane leaned against the kitchen dresser and smiled; but neither of them made any remark.

      THE bookcase and the bird-cage were rescued from under the coal-box; but Hunca Munca has got the cradle and some of Lucinda's clothes.

      SHE also has some useful pots and pans, and several other things.

      THE little girl that the doll's house belonged to said: "I will get a doll dressed like a policeman!"

      BUT the nurse said: "I will set a mouse-trap!"

      SO that is the story of the two Bad Mice. But they were not so very, very naughty after all, because Tom Thumb paid for everything he broke.

      He found a crooked sixpence under the hearth-rug; and upon Christmas Eve he and Hunca Munca stuffed it into one of the stockings of Lucinda and Jane.

      AND very early every morning-before anybody is awake-Hunca Munca comes with her dust-pan and her broom to sweep the Dollies' house!

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Mrs. Tiggy-winkle

      

      for THE REAL LITTLE LUCIE OF NEWLANDS

       

      ONCE upon a time there was a little girl called Lucie, who lived at a farm called Little-town. She was a good little girl-only she was always losing her pocket-handkerchiefs!

      One day little Lucie came into the farm-yard crying-oh, she did cry so! "I've lost my pocket-handkin! Three handkins and a pinny! Have YOU seen them, Tabby Kitten?"

      THE Kitten went on washing her white paws; so Lucie asked a speckled hen-

      "Sally Henny-penny, has YOU found three pocket-handkins?"

      But the speckled hen ran into a barn, clucking-

      "I go barefoot, barefoot, barefoot!"

      AND then Lucie asked Cock Robin sitting on a twig.

      Cock Robin looked sideways at Lucie with his bright black eye, and he flew over a stile and away.

      Lucie climbed upon the stile and looked up at the hill behind Little-town-a hill that goes up-up-into the clouds as though it had no top!

      And a great way up the hillside she thought she saw some white things spread upon the grass.

      LUCIE scrambled up the hill as fast as her stout legs would carry her; she ran along a steep path-way-up and up-until Little-town was right away down below-she could have dropped a pebble down the chimney!

      PRESENTLY she came to a spring, bubbling out from the hill-side.

      Some one had stood a tin can upon a stone to catch the water-but the water was already running over, for the can was no bigger than an egg-cup! And where the sand upon the path was wet-there were foot-marks of a VERY small person.

      Lucie ran on, and on.

      THE path ended under a big rock. The grass was short and green, and there were clothes-props cut from bracken stems, with lines of plaited rushes, and a heap of tiny clothes pins-but no pocket-handkerchiefs!

      But there was something else-a door! straight into the hill; and inside it some one was singing-

      "Lily-white and clean, oh!

      With little frills between, oh!

      Smooth and hot-red rusty spot

      Never here be seen, oh!"

      LUCIE, knocked-once-twice, and interrupted the song. A little frightened voice called out "Who's that?"

      Lucie opened the door: and what do you think there was inside the hill?-a nice clean kitchen with a flagged floor and wooden beams-just like any other farm kitchen. Only the ceiling was so low that Lucie's head nearly touched it; and the pots and pans were small, and so was everything there.

      THERE was a nice hot singey smell; and at the table, with an iron in her hand stood a very stout short person staring anxiously at Lucie.

      Her print gown was tucked up, and she was wearing a large apron over her striped petticoat. Her little black nose went sniffle, sniffle, snuffle, and her eyes went twinkle, twinkle; and underneath her cap-where Lucie had yellow curls-that little person had PRICKLES!

      "WHO are you?" said Lucie. "Have you seen my pocket-handkins?"

      The little person made a bob-curtsey-"Oh, yes, if you please'm; my name is Mrs. Tiggy-winkle; oh, yes if you please'm, I'm an excellent clear-starcher!" And she took something out of a clothes-basket, and spread it on the ironing-blanket.

      "WHAT'S that thing?" said Lucie-"that's not my pocket-handkin?"

      "Oh no, if you please'm; that's a little scarlet waist-coat belonging to Cock Robin!"

      And she ironed it and folded it, and put it on one side.

      THEN she took something else off a clothes-horse-"That isn't my pinny?" said Lucie.

      "Oh no, if you please'm; that's a damask table-cloth belonging to Jenny Wren; look how it's stained with currant wine! It's very bad to wash!" said Mrs. Tiggy-winkle.

      MRS. TIGGY-WINKLE'S nose went sniffle, sniffle, snuffle, and her eyes went twinkle, twinkle; and she fetched another hot iron from the fire.

      "THERE'S one of my pocket-handkins!" cried Lucie-"and there's my pinny!"

      Mrs. Tiggy-winkle ironed it, and goffered it, and shook out the frills.

      "Oh that IS lovely!" said Lucie.

      "AND what are those long yellow things with fingers like gloves?"

      "Oh, that's a pair of stockings belonging to Sally Henny-penny-look how she's worn the heels out with scratching in the yard! She'll very soon go barefoot!" said Mrs. Tiggy-winkle.

      "WHY, there's another handkersniff-but it isn't mine; it's red?"

      "Oh no, if you please'm; that one belongs to old Mrs. Rabbit; and it DID so smell of onions! I've had to wash it separately, I can't get out the smell."

      "There's another one of mine," said Lucie.

      "WHAT are those funny little white things?"

      "That's a pair of mittens belonging to Tabby Kitten; I only have to iron them; she washes them herself."

      "There's my last pocket-handkin!" said Lucie.

      "AND what are you dipping into the basin of starch?"

      "They're little dicky shirt-fronts belonging to Tom Titmouse-most terrible particular!" said Mrs. Tiggy-winkle. "Now I've finished my ironing; I'm going to air some clothes."

      "WHAT are these dear soft fluffy things?" said Lucie.

      "Oh those are wooly coats belonging to the little lambs at Skelghyl."

      "Will their jackets take off?" asked Lucy.

      "Oh yes, if you please'm; look at the sheep-mark on the shoulder. And here's one marked for Gatesgarth, and three that come from Little-town. They're ALWAYS marked at washing!" said Mrs. Tiggy-winkle.

      AND she hung up all sorts and sizes of clothes-small brown coats of mice; and one velvety black mole-skin waist-coat; and a red tail-coat with no tail belonging to Squirrel Nutkin; and a very much shrunk blue jacket belonging to Peter Rabbit; and a petticoat, not marked, that had gone lost in the washing-and at last the basket was empty!

      THEN Mrs. Tiggy-winkle made tea-a cup for herself and a cup for Lucie. They sat before the fire on a bench and looked sideways at one another. Mrs. Tiggy-winkle's hand, holding the tea-cup, was very very brown, and very very wrinkly with the soap-suds; and all through her gown and her cap, there were HAIR-PINS sticking wrong end out; so that Lucie didn't like to sit too near her.

      WHEN they had finished tea, they tied up the clothes in bundles; and Lucie's pocket-handkerchiefs were folded up inside her clean pinny, and fastened with a silver safety-pin.

      And then they made up the fire with turf, and came out and locked the door, and hid the key under the door-sill.

      THEN away down the hill trotted Lucie and Mrs. Tiggy-winkle with the bundles of clothes!

      All the way down the path little animals came out of the fern to meet them; the very first that they met were Peter Rabbit and Benjamin Bunny!

      AND she gave them their nice clean clothes; and all the little animals and birds were so very much obliged to dear Mrs. Tiggy-winkle.

      SO that at the bottom of the hill when they came to the stile, there was nothing left to carry except Lucie's one little bundle.

      LUCIE scrambled up the stile with the bundle in her hand; and then she turned to say "Good-night," and to thank the washer-woman-But what a VERY odd thing! Mrs. Tiggy-winkle had not waited either for thanks or for the washing bill!

      She was running running running up the hill-and where was her white frilled cap? and her shawl? and her gown-and her petticoat?

      AND how small she had grown-and how brown-and covered with PRICKLES!

      Why! Mrs. Tiggy-winkle was nothing but a HEDGEHOG.

       

      * * * * *

       

      (Now some people say that little Lucie had been asleep upon the stile-but then how could she have found three clean pocket-handkins and a pinny, pinned with a silver safety-pin?

      And besides-I have seen that door into the back of the hill called Cat Bells-and besides I am very well acquainted with dear Mrs. Tiggy-winkle!)

    


    
      
        The Pie And The Patty-Pan

      

      
        Pussy-cat sits by the fire-how should she be fair?
      

      
        In walks the little dog-says "Pussy are you there?
      

      
        How do you do mistress Pussy? Mistress Pussy, 
      

      
        how do you do?"
      

      
        "I thank you kindly, little dog, I fare as well as you!"
      

      
        Old Rhyme.
      

       

      ONCE upon a time there was a Pussy-cat called Ribby, who invited a little dog called Duchess to tea.

      "Come in good time, my dear Duchess," said Ribby's letter, "and we will have something so very nice. I am baking it in a pie-dish-a pie-dish with a pink rim. You never tasted anything so good! And YOU shall eat it all! I will eat muffins, my dear Duchess!" wrote Ribby.

      Duchess read the letter and wrote an answer:-"I will come with much pleasure at a quarter past four. But it is very strange. I was just going to invite you to come here, to supper, my dear Ribby, to eat something MOST DELICIOUS."

      "I will come very punctually, my dear Ribby," wrote Duchess; and then at the end she added-"I hope it isn't mouse?"

      And then she thought that did not look quite polite; so she scratched out "isn't mouse" and changed it to "I hope it will be fine," and she gave her letter to the postman.

      But she thought a great deal about Ribby's pie, and she read Ribby's letter over and over again.

      "I am dreadfully afraid it WILL be mouse!" said Duchess to herself-"I really couldn't, COULDN'T eat mouse pie. And I shall have to eat it, because it is a party. And MY pie was going to be veal and ham. A pink and white pie-dish! and so is mine; just like Ribby's dishes; they were both bought at Tabitha Twitchit's."

      Duchess went into her larder and took the pie off a shelf and looked at it.

      "It is all ready to put into the oven. Such lovely pie-crust; and I put in a little tin patty-pan to hold up the crust; and I made a hole in the middle with a fork to let out the steam-Oh I do wish I could eat my own pie, instead of a pie made of mouse!"

      Duchess considered and considered and read Ribby' s letter again-

      "A pink and white pie-dish-and YOU shall eat it all. 'You' means me-then Ribby is not going to even taste the pie herself? A pink and white pie-dish! Ribby is sure to go out to buy the muffins… Oh what a good idea! Why shouldn't I rush along and put my pie into Ribby's oven when Ribby isn't there?"

      Duchess was quite delighted with her own cleverness!

      Ribby in the meantime had received Duchess's answer, and as soon as she was sure that the little dog would come-she popped HER pie into the oven. There were two ovens, one above the other; some other knobs and handles were only ornamental and not intended to open. Ribby put the pie into the lower oven; the door was very stiff.

      "The top oven bakes too quickly," said Ribby to herself. "It is a pie of the most delicate and tender mouse minced up with bacon. And I have taken out all the bones; because Duchess did nearly choke herself with a fish-bone last time I gave a party. She eats a little fast-rather big mouthfuls. But a most genteel and elegant little dog infinitely superior company to Cousin Tabitha Twitchit."

      Ribby put on some coal and swept up the hearth. Then she went out with a can to the well, for water to fill up the kettle.

      Then she began to set the room in order, for it was the sitting-room as well as the kitchen. She shook the mats out at the front-door and put them straight; the hearth-rug was a rabbit-skin. She dusted the clock and the ornaments on the mantelpiece, and she polished and rubbed the tables and chairs.

      Then she spread a very clean white table-cloth, and set out her best china tea-set, which she took out of a wall-cupboard near the fireplace. The tea-cups were white with a pattern of pink roses; and the dinner-plates were white and blue.

      When Ribby had laid the table she took a jug and a blue and white dish, and went out down the field to the farm, to fetch milk and butter.

      When she came back, she peeped into the bottom oven; the pie looked very comfortable.

      Ribby put on her shawl and bonnet and went out again with a basket, to the village shop to buy a packet of tea, a pound of lump sugar, and a pot of marmalade.

      And just at the same time, Duchess came out of HER house, at the other end of the village.

      Ribby met Duchess half-way own the street, also carrying a basket, covered with a cloth. They only bowed to one another; they did not speak, because they were going to have a party.

      As soon as Duchess had got round the corner out of sight-she simply ran! Straight away to Ribby's house!

      Ribby went into the shop and bought what she required, and came out, after a pleasant gossip with Cousin Tabitha Twitchit.

      Cousin Tabitha was disdainful afterwards in conversation-

      "A little DOG indeed! Just as if there were no CATS in Sawrey! And a PIE for afternoon tea! The very idea!" said Cousin Tabitha Twitchit.

      Ribby went on to Timothy Baker's and bought the muffins. Then she went home.

      There seemed to be a sort of scuffling noise in the back passage, as she was coming in at the front door.

      "I trust that is not that Pie: the spoons are locked up, however," said Ribby.

      But there was nobody there. Ribby opened the bottom oven door with some difficulty, and turned the pie. There began to be a pleasing smell of baked mouse!

      Duchess in the meantime, had slipped out at the back door.

      "It is a very odd thing that Ribby's pie was NOT in the oven when I put mine in! And I can t find it anywhere; I have looked all over the house. I put MY pie into a nice hot oven at the top. I could not turn any of the other handles; I think that they are all shams," said Duchess, "but I wish I could have removed the pie made of mouse! I cannot think what she has done with it? I heard Ribby coming and I had to run out by the back door!"

      Duchess went home and brushed her beautiful black coat; and then she picked a bunch of flowers in her garden as a present for Ribby; and passed the time until the clock struck four.

      Ribby-having assured herself by careful search that there was really no one hiding in the cupboard or in the larder-went upstairs to change her dress.

      She put on a lilac silk gown, for the party, and an embroidered muslin apron and tippet.

      "It is very strange," said Ribby, "I did not THINK I left that drawer pulled out; has somebody been trying on my mittens?"

      She came downstairs again, and made the tea, and put the teapot on the hob. She peeped again into the BOTTOM oven, the pie had become a lovely brown, and it was steaming hot.

      She sat down before the fire to wait for the little dog. "I am glad I used the BOTTOM oven," said Ribby, "the top one would certainly have been very much too hot. I wonder why that cupboard door was open? Can there really have been some one in the house?"

      Very punctually at four o'clock, Duchess started to go to the party. She ran so fast through the village that she was too early, and she had to wait a little while in the lane that leads down to Ribby's house.

      "I wonder if Ribby has taken MY pie out of the oven yet?" said Duchess, "and whatever can have become of the other pie made of mouse?"

      At a quarter past four to the minute, there came a most genteel little tap-tappity. "Is Mrs. Ribston at home?" inquired Duchess in the porch.

      "Come in! and how do you do, my dear Duchess?" cried Ribby. "I hope I see you well?"

      "Quite well, I thank you, and how do YOU do, my dear Ribby?" said Duchess. "I've brought you some flowers; what a delicious smell of pie!"

      "Oh, what lovely flowers! Yes, it is mouse and bacon!"

      "Do not talk about food, my dear Ribby," said Duchess; "what a lovely white tea-cloth!… Is it done to a turn? Is it still in the oven?"

      "I think it wants another five minutes," said Ribby. "Just a shade longer; I will pour out the tea, while we wait. Do you take sugar, my dear Duchess?"

      "Oh yes, please! my dear Ribby; and may I have a lump upon my nose?"

      "With pleasure, my dear Duchess; how beautifully you beg! Oh, how sweetly pretty!"

      Duchess sat up with the sugar on her nose and sniffed-

      "How good that pie smells! I do love veal and ham-I mean to say mouse and bacon-"

      She dropped the sugar in confusion, and had to go hunting under the tea-table, so did not see which oven Ribby opened in order to get out the pie.

      Ribby set the pie upon the table; there was a very savoury smell.

      Duchess came out from under the table-cloth munching sugar, and sat up on a chair.

      "I will first cut the pie for you; I am going to have muffin and marmalade," said Ribby.

      "Do you really prefer muffin? Mind the patty-pan!"

      "I beg your pardon?" said Ribby.

      "May I pass you the marmalade?" said Duchess hurriedly.

      The pie proved extremely toothsome, and the muffins light and hot. They disappeared rapidly, especially the pie!

      "I think"-(thought the Duchess to herself)-"I THINK it would be wiser if I helped myself to pie; though Ribby did not seem to notice anything when she was cutting it. What very small fine pieces it has cooked into! I did not remember that I had minced it up so fine; I suppose this is a quicker oven than my own."

      "How fast Duchess is eating!" thought Ribby to herself, as she buttered her fifth muffin.

      The pie-dish was emptying rapidly! Duchess had had four helps already, and was fumbling with the spoon.

      "A little more bacon, my dear Duchess?" said Ribby.

      "Thank you, my dear Ribby; I was only feeling for the patty-pan."

      "The patty-pan? my dear Duchess?"

      "The patty-pan that held up the pie-crust," said Duchess, blushing under her black coat.

      "Oh, I didn't put one in, my dear Duchess," said Ribby; "I don't think that it is necessary in pies made of mouse."

      Duchess fumbled with the spoon-"I can't find it!" she said anxiously.

      "There isn't a patty-pan," said Ribby, looking perplexed.

      "Yes, indeed, my dear Ribby; where can it have gone to?" said Duchess.

      "There most certainly is not one, my dear Duchess. I disapprove of tin articles in puddings and pies. It is most undesirable-(especially when people swallow in lumps!)" she added in a lower voice.

      Duchess looked very much alarmed, and continued to scoop the inside of the pie-dish.

      "My Great-aunt Squintina (grandmother of Cousin Tabitha Twitchit)-died of a thimble in a Christmas plum-pudding. I never put any article of metal in MY puddings or pies."

      Duchess looked aghast, and tilted up the pie-dish.

      "I have only four patty-pans, and they are all in the cupboard."

      Duchess set up a howl.

      "I shall die! I shall die! I have swallowed a patty-pan! Oh, my dear Ribby, I do feel so ill!"

      "It is impossible, my dear Duchess; there was not a patty-pan."

      Duchess moaned and whined and rocked herself about.

      "Oh I feel so dreadful. I have swallowed a patty-pan!"

      "There was NOTHING in the pie," said Ribby severely.

      "Yes there WAS, my dear Ribby, I am sure I have swallowed it!"

      "Let me prop you up with a pillow, my dear Duchess; where do you think you feel it?"

      "Oh I do feel so ill ALL OVER me, my dear Ribby; I have swallowed a large tin patty-pan with a sharp scalloped edge!"

      "Shall I run for the doctor? I will just lock up the spoons!"

      "Oh yes, yes! fetch Dr. Maggotty, my dear Ribby: he is a Pie himself, he will certainly understand."

      Ribby settled Duchess in an armchair before the fire, and went out and hurried to the village to look for the doctor.

      She found him at the smithy.

      He was occupied in putting rusty nails into a bottle of ink, which he had obtained at the post office.

      "Gammon? ha! HA!" said he, with his head on one side.

      Ribby explained that her guest had swallowed a patty-pan.

      "Spinach? ha! HA!" said he, and accompanied her with alacrity.

      He hopped so fast that Ribby-had to run. It was most conspicuous. All the village could see that Ribby was fetching the doctor.

      "I KNEW they would over-eat themselves!" said Cousin Tabitha Twitchit.

      But while Ribby had been hunting for the doctor-a curious thing had happened to Duchess, who had been left by herself, sitting before the fire, sighing and groaning and feeling very unhappy.

      "How COULD I have swallowed it! such a large thing as a patty-pan!"

      She got up and went to the table, and felt inside the pie-dish again with a spoon.

      "No; there is no patty-pan, and I put one in; and nobody has eaten pie except me, so I must have swallowed it!"

      She sat down again, and stared mournfully at the grate. The fire crackled and danced, and something sizz-z-zled!

      Duchess started! She opened the door of the TOP oven;-out came a rich steamy flavour of veal and ham, and there stood a fine brown pie,-and through a hole in the top of the pie-crust there was a glimpse of a little tin patty-pan!

      Duchess drew a long breath-

      "Then I must have been eating MOUSE!… NO wonder I feel ill… But perhaps I should feel worse if I had really swallowed a patty-pan!" Duchess reflected-"What a very awkward thing to have to explain to Ribby! I think I will put my pie in the back-yard and say nothing about it. When I go home, I will run round and take it away." She put it outside the back-door, and sat down again by the fire, and shut her eyes; when Ribby arrived with the doctor, she seemed fast asleep.

      "Gammon, ha, HA?" said the doctor.

      "I am feeling very much better," said Duchess, waking up with a jump.

      "I am truly glad to hear it!" He has brought you a pill, my dear Duchess!"

      "I think I should feel QUITE well if he only felt my pulse," said Duchess, backing away from the magpie, who sidled up with something in his beak.

      "It is only a bread pill, you had much better take it; drink a little milk, my dear Duchess!"

      "Gammon? Gammon?" said the doctor, while Duchess coughed and choked.

      "Don't say that again!" said Ribby, losing her temper-"Here, take this bread and jam, and get out into the yard!"

      "Gammon and spinach! ha ha HA!" shouted Dr. Maggotty triumphantly outside the back door.

      "I am feeling very much better, my dear Ribby," said Duchess. "Do you not think that I had better go home before it gets dark?"

      "Perhaps it might be wise, my dear Duchess. I will lend you a nice warm shawl, and you shall take my arm."

      "I would not trouble you for worlds; I feel wonderfully better. One pill of Dr. Maggotty-"

      "Indeed it is most admirable, if it has cured you of a patty-pan! I will call directly after breakfast to ask how you have slept."

      Ribby and Duchess said good-bye affectionately, and Duchess started home. Half-way up the lane she stopped and looked back; Ribby had gone in and shut her door. Duchess slipped through the fence, and ran round to the back of Ribby's house, and peeped into the yard.

      Upon the roof of the pig-stye sat Dr. Maggotty and three jackdaws. The jackdaws were eating pie-crust, and the magpie was drinking gravy out of a patty-pan.

      "Gammon, ha, HA!" he shouted when he saw Duchess's little black nose peeping round the corner.

      Duchess ran home feeling uncommonly silly!

      When Ribby came out for a pailful of water to wash up the tea-things, she found a pink and white pie-dish lying smashed in the middle of the yard. The patty-pan was under the pump, where Dr Maggotty had considerately left it.

      Ribby stared with amazement-"Did you ever see the like! so there really WAS a patty-pan?… But my patty-pans are all in the kitchen cupboard. Well I never did!… Next time I want to give a party-I will invite Cousin Tabitha Twitchit!"

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Mr. Jeremy Fisher

      

      FOR STEPHANIE FROM COUSIN B.

       

      ONCE upon a time there was a frog called Mr. Jeremy Fisher; he lived in a little damp house amongst the buttercups at the edge of a pond.

      THE water was all slippy-sloppy in the larder and in the back passage.

      But Mr. Jeremy liked getting his feet wet; nobody ever scolded him, and he never caught a cold!

      HE was quite pleased when he looked out and saw large drops of rain, splashing in the pond-

      "I WILL get some worms and go fishing and catch a dish of minnows for my dinner," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher. "If I catch more than five fish, I will invite my friends Mr. Alderman Ptolemy Tortoise and Sir Isaac Newton. The Alderman, however, eats salad."

      MR. JEREMY put on a macintosh, and a pair of shiny goloshes; he took his rod and basket, and set off with enormous hops to the place where he kept his boat.

      THE boat was round and green, and very like the other lily-leaves. It was tied to a water-plant in the middle of the pond.

      MR. JEREMY took a reed pole, and pushed the boat out into open water. "I know a good place for minnows," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher.

      MR. JEREMY stuck his pole into the mud and fastened his boat to it.

      Then he settled himself cross-legged and arranged his fishing tackle. He had the dearest little red float. His rod was a tough stalk of grass, his line was a fine long white horse-hair, and he tied a little wriggling worm at the end.

      THE rain trickled down his back, and for nearly an hour he stared at the float.

      "This is getting tiresome, I think I should like some lunch," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher.

      HE punted back again amongst the water-plants, and took some lunch out of his basket.

      "I will eat a butterfly sandwich, and wait till the shower is over," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher.

      A GREAT big water-beetle came up underneath the lily leaf and tweaked the toe of one of his goloshes.

      Mr. Jeremy crossed his legs up shorter, out of reach, and went on eating his sandwich.

      ONCE or twice something moved about with a rustle and a splash amongst the rushes at the side of the pond.

      "I trust that is not a rat," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher; "I think I had better get away from here."

      MR. JEREMY shoved the boat out again a little way, and dropped in the bait. There was a bite almost directly; the float gave a tremendous bobbit!

      "A minnow! a minnow! I have him by the nose!" cried Mr. Jeremy Fisher, jerking up his rod.

      BUT what a horrible surprise! Instead of a smooth fat minnow, Mr. Jeremy landed little Jack Sharp the stickleback, covered with spines!

      THE stickleback floundered about the boat, pricking and snapping until he was quite out of breath. Then he jumped back into the water.

      AND a shoal of other little fishes put their heads out, and laughed at Mr. Jeremy Fisher.

      AND while Mr. Jeremy sat disconsolately on the edge of his boat-sucking his sore fingers and peering down into the water-a MUCH worse thing happened; a really FRIGHTFUL thing it would have been, if Mr. Jeremy had not been wearing a macintosh!

      A GREAT big enormous trout came up-ker-pflop-p-p-p! with a splash-and it seized Mr. Jeremy with a snap, "Ow! Ow! Ow!"-and then it turned and dived down to the bottom of the pond!

      BUT the trout was so displeased with the taste of the macintosh, that in less than half a minute it spat him out again; and the only thing it swallowed was Mr. Jeremy's goloshes.

      MR. JEREMY bounced up to the surface of the water, like a cork and the bubbles out of a soda water bottle; and he swam with all his might to the edge of the pond.

      HE scrambled out on the first bank he came to, and he hopped home across the meadow with his macintosh all in tatters.

      "WHAT a mercy that was not a pike!" said Mr. Jeremy Fisher. "I have lost my rod and basket; but it does not much matter, for I am sure I should never have dared to go fishing again!"

      HE put some sticking plaster on his fingers, and his friends both came to dinner. He could not offer them fish, but he had something else in his larder.

      SIR ISAAC NEWTON wore his black and gold waistcoat,

      AND Mr. Alderman Ptolemy Tortoise brought a salad with him in a string bag.

      AND instead of a nice dish of minnows-they had a roasted grasshopper with lady-bird sauce; which frogs consider a beautiful treat; but I think it must have been nasty!

    


    
      
        The Story Of A Fierce Bad Rabbit

      

      THIS is a fierce bad Rabbit; look at his savage whiskers, and his claws and his turned-up tail.

      THIS is a nice gentle Rabbit. His mother has given him a carrot.

      THE bad Rabbit would like some carrot.

      HE doesn't say "Please." He takes it!

      AND he scratches the good Rabbit very badly.

      THE good Rabbit creeps away, and hides in a hole. It feels sad.

      THIS is a man with a gun.

      HE sees something sitting on a bench. He thinks it is a very funny bird!

      HE comes creeping up behind the trees.

      AND then he shoots-Bang!

      THIS is what happens-

      BUT this is all he finds on the bench, when he rushes up with his gun.

      THE good Rabbit peeps out of its hole,

      AND it sees the bad Rabbit tearing past-without any tail or whiskers!

    


    
      
        The Story Of Miss Moppet

      

      THIS is a Pussy called Miss Moppet, she thinks she has heard a mouse!

      THIS is the Mouse peeping out behind the cupboard, and making fun of Miss Moppet. He is not afraid of a kitten.

      THIS is Miss Moppet jumping just too late; she misses the Mouse and hits her own head.

      SHE thinks it is a very hard cupboard!

      THE Mouse watches Miss Moppet from the top of the cupboard.

      MISS MOPPET ties up her head in a duster, and sits before the fire.

      THE Mouse thinks she is looking very ill. He comes sliding down the bell-pull.

      MISS MOPPET looks worse and worse. The Mouse comes a little nearer.

      MISS MOPPET holds her poor head in her paws, and looks at him through a hole in the duster. The Mouse comes VERY close.

      AND then all of a sudden-Miss Moppet jumps upon the Mouse!

      AND because the Mouse has teased Miss Moppet-Miss Moppet thinks she will tease the Mouse; which is not at all nice of Miss Moppet.

      SHE ties him up in the duster, and tosses it about like a ball.

      BUT she forgot about that hole in the duster; and when she untied it-there was no Mouse!

      HE has wriggled out and run away; and he is dancing a jig on the top of the cupboard!

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Tom Kitten

      

      DEDICATED

       

      TO ALL

       

      PICKLES,

       

      – ESPECIALLY TO THOSE THAT

       

      GET UPON MY GARDEN WALL

       

      Once upon a time there were three little kittens, and their names were Mittens, Tom Kitten, and Moppet.

      They had dear little fur coats of their own; and they tumbled about the doorstep and played in the dust.

      But one day their mother-Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit-expected friends to tea; so she fetched the kittens indoors, to wash and dress them, before the fine company arrived.

      First she scrubbed their faces (this one is Moppet).

      Then she brushed their fur, (this one is Mittens).

      Then she combed their tails and whiskers (this is Tom Kitten).

      Tom was very naughty, and he scratched.

      Mrs. Tabitha dressed Moppet and Mittens in clean pinafores and tuckers; and then she took all sorts of elegant uncomfortable clothes out of a chest of drawers, in order to dress up her son Thomas.

      Tom Kitten was very fat, and he had grown; several buttons burst off. His mother sewed them on again.

      When the three kittens were ready, Mrs. Tabitha unwisely turned them out into the garden, to be out of the way while she made hot buttered toast.

      "Now keep your frocks clean, children! You must walk on your hind legs. Keep away from the dirty ash-pit, and from Sally Henny Penny, and from the pig-stye and the Puddle-Ducks."

      Moppet and Mittens walked down the garden path unsteadily. Presently they trod upon their pinafores and fell on their noses.

      When they stood up there were several green smears!

      "Let us climb up the rockery, and sit on the garden wall," said Moppet.

      They turned their pinafores back to front, and went up with a skip and a jump; Moppet's white tucker fell down into the road.

      Tom Kitten was quite unable to jump when walking upon his hind legs in trousers. He came up the rockery by degrees, breaking the ferns, and shedding buttons right and left.

      He was all in pieces when he reached the top of the wall.

      Moppet and Mittens tried to pull him together; his hat fell off, and the rest of his buttons burst.

      While they were in difficulties, there was a pit pat paddle pat! and the three Puddle-Ducks came along the hard high road, marching one behind the other and doing the goose step-pit pat paddle pat! pit pat waddle pat!

      They stopped and stood in a row, and stared up at the kittens. They had very small eyes and looked surprised.

      Then the two duck-birds, Rebeccah and Jemima Puddle-Duck, picked up the hat and tucker and put them on.

      Mittens laughed so that she fell off the wall. Moppet and Tom descended after her; the pinafores and all the rest of Tom's clothes came off on the way down.

      "Come! Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck," said Moppet-"Come and help us to dress him! Come and button up Tom!"

      Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck advanced in a slow sideways manner, and picked up the various articles.

      But he put them on himself! They fitted him even worse than Tom Kitten.

      "It's a very fine morning!" said Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck.

      And he and Jemima and Rebeccah Puddle-Duck set off up the road, keeping step-pit pat, paddle pat! pit pat, waddle pat!

      Then Tabitha Twitchit came down the garden and found her kittens on the wall with no clothes on.

      She pulled them off the wall, smacked them, and took them back to the house.

      "My friends will arrive in a minute, and you are not fit to be seen; I am affronted," said Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit.

      She sent them upstairs; and I am sorry to say she told her friends that they were in bed with the measles; which was not true.

      Quite the contrary; they were not in bed: not in the least.

      Somehow there were very extraordinary noises over-head, which disturbed the dignity and repose of the tea party.

      And I think that some day I shall have to make another, larger, book, to tell you more about Tom Kitten!

      As for the Puddle-Ducks-they went into a pond.

      The clothes all came off directly, because there were no buttons.

      And Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck, and Jemima and Rebeccah, have been looking for them ever since.

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Jemima Puddle-Duck

      

      A FARMYARD TALE FOR RALPH AND BETSY

       

      WHAT a funny sight it is to see a brood of ducklings with a hen! -Listen to the story of Jemima Puddle-duck, who was annoyed because the farmer's wife would not let her hatch her own eggs.

      HER sister-in-law, Mrs. Rebeccah Puddle-duck, was perfectly willing to leave the hatching to some one else-"I have not the patience to sit on a nest for twenty-eight days; and no more have you, Jemima. You would let them go cold; you know you would!"

      "I wish to hatch my own eggs; I will hatch them all by myself," quacked Jemima Puddle-duck.

      SHE tried to hide her eggs; but they were always found and carried off.

      Jemima Puddle-duck became quite desperate. She determined to make a nest right away from the farm.

      SHE set off on a fine spring afternoon along the cart-road that leads over the hill.

      She was wearing a shawl and a poke bonnet.

      WHEN she reached the top of the hill, she saw a wood in the distance.

      She thought that it looked a safe quiet spot.

      JEMIMA PUDDLE-DUCK was not much in the habit of flying. She ran downhill a few yards flapping her shawl, and then she jumped off into the air.

      SHE flew beautifully when she had got a good start.

      She skimmed along over the tree-tops until she saw an open place in the middle of the wood, where the trees and brushwood had been cleared.

      JEMIMA alighted rather heavily, and began to waddle about in search of a convenient dry nesting-place. She rather fancied a tree-stump amongst some tall fox-gloves.

      But-seated upon the stump, she was startled to find an elegantly dressed gentleman reading a newspaper.

      He had black prick ears and sandy coloured whiskers.

      "Quack?" said Jemima Puddle-duck, with her head and her bonnet on one side-"Quack?"

      THE gentleman raised his eyes above his newspaper and looked curiously at Jemima-

      "Madam, have you lost your way?" said he. He had a long bushy tail which he was sitting upon, as the stump was somewhat damp.

      Jemima thought him mighty civil and handsome. She explained that she had not lost her way, but that she was trying to find a convenient dry nesting-place.

      "AH! is that so? indeed!" said the gentleman with sandy whiskers, looking curiously at Jemima. He folded up the newspaper, and put it in his coat-tail pocket.

      Jemima complained of the superfluous hen.

      "Indeed! how interesting! I wish I could meet with that fowl. I would teach it to mind its own business!"

      "BUT as to a nest-there is no difficulty: I have a sackful of feathers in my wood-shed. No, my dear madam, you will be in nobody's way. You may sit there as long as you like," said the bushy long-tailed gentleman.

      He led the way to a very retired, dismal-looking house amongst the fox-gloves.

      It was built of faggots and turf, and there were two broken pails, one on top of another, by way of a chimney.

      "THIS is my summer residence; you would not find my earth-my winter house-so convenient," said the hospitable gentleman.

      There was a tumble-down shed at the back of the house, made of old soap-boxes. The gentleman opened the door, and showed Jemima in.

      THE shed was almost quite full of feathers-it was almost suffocating; but it was comfortable and very soft.

      Jemima Puddle-duck was rather surprised to find such a vast quantity of feathers. But it was very comfortable; and she made a nest without any trouble at all.

      WHEN she came out, the sandy whiskered gentleman was sitting on a log reading the newspaper-at least he had it spread out, but he was looking over the top of it.

      He was so polite, that he seemed almost sorry to let Jemima go home for the night. He promised to take great care of her nest until she came back again next day.

      He said he loved eggs and ducklings; he should be proud to see a fine nestful in his wood-shed.

      JEMIMA PUDDLE-DUCK came every afternoon; she laid nine eggs in the nest. They were greeny white and very large. The foxy gentleman admired them immensely. He used to turn them over and count them when Jemima was not there.

      At last Jemima told him that she intended to begin to sit next day-"and I will bring a bag of corn with me, so that I need never leave my nest until the eggs are hatched. They might catch cold," said the conscientious Jemima.

      "MADAM, I beg you not to trouble yourself with a bag; I will provide oats. But before you commence your tedious sitting, I intend to give you a treat. Let us have a dinner-party all to ourselves!

      "May I ask you to bring up some herbs from the farm-garden to make a savoury omelette? Sage and thyme, and mint and two onions, and some parsley. I will provide lard for the stuff-lard for the omelette," said the hospitable gentleman with sandy whiskers.

      JEMIMA PUDDLE-DUCK was a simpleton: not even the mention of sage and onions made her suspicious.

      She went round the farm-garden, nibbling off snippets of all the different sorts of herbs that are used for stuffing roast duck.

      AND she waddled into the kitchen, and got two onions out of a basket.

      The collie-dog Kep met her coming out, "What are you doing with those onions? Where do you go every afternoon by yourself, Jemima Puddle-duck?"

      Jemima was rather in awe of the collie; she told him the whole story.

      The collie listened, with his wise head on one side; he grinned when she described the polite gentleman with sandy whiskers.

      HE asked several questions about the wood, and about the exact position of the house and shed.

      Then he went out, and trotted down the village. He went to look for two fox-hound puppies who were out at walk with the butcher.

      JEMIMA PUDDLE-DUCK went up the cart-road for the last time, on a sunny afternoon. She was rather burdened with bunches of herbs and two onions in a bag.

      She flew over the wood, and alighted opposite the house of the bushy long-tailed gentleman.

      HE was sitting on a log; he sniffed the air, and kept glancing uneasily round the wood. When Jemima alighted he quite jumped.

      "Come into the house as soon as you have looked at your eggs. Give me the herbs for the omelette. Be sharp!"

      He was rather abrupt. Jemima Puddle-duck had never heard him speak like that.

      She felt surprised, and uncomfortable.

      WHILE she was inside she heard pattering feet round the back of the shed. Some one with a black nose sniffed at the bottom of the door, and then locked it.

      Jemima became much alarmed.

      A MOMENT afterwards there were most awful noises-barking, baying, growls and howls, squealing and groans.

      And nothing more was ever seen of that foxy-whiskered gentleman.

      PRESENTLY Kep opened the door of the shed, and let out Jemima Puddle-duck.

      Unfortunately the puppies rushed in and gobbled up all the eggs before he could stop them.

      He had a bite on his ear and both the puppies were limping.

      JEMIMA PUDDLE-DUCK was escorted home in tears on account of those eggs.

      SHE laid some more in June, and she was permitted to keep them herself: but only four of them hatched.

      Jemima Puddle-duck said that it was because of her nerves; but she had always been a bad sitter.

    


    
      
        The Roly-Poly Pudding

      

      ONCE upon a time there was an old cat, called Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit, who was an anxious parent. She used to lose her kittens continually, and whenever they were lost they were always in mischief!

      On baking day she determined to shut them up in a cupboard.

      She caught Moppet and Mittens, but she could not find Tom.

      Mrs. Tabitha went up and down all over the house, mewing for Tom Kitten. She looked in the pantry under the staircase, and she searched the best spare bedroom that was all covered up with dust sheets. She went right upstairs and looked into the attics, but she could not find him anywhere.

      It was an old, old house, full of cupboards and passages. Some of the walls were four feet thick, and there used to be queer noises inside them, as if there might be a little secret staircase. Certainly there were odd little jagged doorways in the wainscot, and things disappeared at night-especially cheese and bacon.

      Mrs. Tabitha became more and more distracted, and mewed dreadfully.

      While their mother was searching the house, Moppet and Mittens had got into mischief.

      The cupboard door was not locked, so they pushed it open and came out.

      They went straight to the dough which was set to rise in a pan before the fire.

      They patted it with their little soft paws-"Shall we make dear little muffins?" said Mittens to Moppet.

      But just at that moment somebody knocked at the front door, and Moppet jumped into the flour barrel in a fright.

      Mittens ran away to the dairy, and hid in an empty jar on the stone shelf where the milk pans stand.

      The visitor was a neighbor, Mrs. Ribby; she had called to borrow some yeast.

      Mrs. Tabitha came downstairs mewing dreadfully-"Come in, Cousin Ribby, come in, and sit ye down! I'm in sad trouble, Cousin Ribby," said Tabitha, shedding tears. "I've lost my dear son Thomas; I'm afraid the rats have got him." She wiped her eyes with an apron.

      "He's a bad kitten, Cousin Tabitha; he made a cat's cradle of my best bonnet last time I came to tea. Where have you looked for him?"

      "All over the house! The rats are too many for me. What a thing it is to have an unruly family!" said Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit.

      "I'm not afraid of rats; I will help you to find him; and whip him too! What is all that soot in the fender?"

      "The chimney wants sweeping-Oh, dear me, Cousin Ribby-now Moppet and Mittens are gone!"

      "They have both got out of the cup-board!"

      Ribby and Tabitha set to work to search the house thoroughly again. They poked under the beds with Ribby's umbrella, and they rummaged in cupboards. They even fetched a candle, and looked inside a clothes chest in one of the attics. They could not find anything, but once they heard a door bang and somebody scuttered downstairs.

      "Yes, it is infested with rats," said Tabitha tearfully, "I caught seven young ones out of one hole in the back kitchen, and we had them for dinner last Saturday. And once I saw the old father rat-an enormous old rat, Cousin Ribby. I was just going to jump upon him, when he showed his yellow teeth at me and whisked down the hole."

      "The rats get upon my nerves, Cousin Ribby," said Tabitha.

      Ribby and Tabitha searched and searched. They both heard a curious roly-poly noise under the attic floor. But there was nothing to be seen.

      They returned to the kitchen. "Here's one of your kittens at least," said Ribby, dragging Moppet out of the flour barrel.

      They shook the flour off her and set her down on the kitchen floor. She seemed to be in a terrible fright.

      "Oh! Mother, Mother," said Moppet, "there's been an old woman rat in the kitchen, and she's stolen some of the dough!"

      The two cats ran to look at the dough pan. Sure enough there were marks of little scratching fingers, and a lump of dough was gone!

      "Which way did she go, Moppet?"

      But Moppet had been too much frightened to peep out of the barrel again.

      Ribby and Tabitha took her with them to keep her safely in sight, while they went on with their search.

      They went into the dairy.

      The first thing they found was Mittens, hiding in an empty jar.

      They tipped up the jar, and she scrambled out.

      "Oh, Mother, Mother!" said Mittens-

      "Oh! Mother, Mother, there has been an old man rat in the dairy-a dreadful 'normous big rat, Mother; and he's stolen a pat of butter and the rolling-pin."

      Ribby and Tabitha looked at one another.

      "A rolling-pin and butter! Oh, my poor son Thomas!" exclaimed Tabitha, wringing her paws.

      "A rolling-pin?" said Ribby. "Did we not hear a roly-poly noise in the attic when we were looking into that chest?"

      Ribby and Tabitha rushed upstairs again. Sure enough the roly-poly noise was still going on quite distinctly under the attic floor.

      "This is serious, Cousin Tabitha," said Ribby. "We must send for John Joiner at once, with a saw."

      Now this is what had been happening to Tom Kitten, and it shows how very unwise it is to go up a chimney in a very old house, where a person does not know his way, and where there are enormous rats.

      Tom Kitten did not want to be shut up in a cupboard. When he saw that his mother was going to bake, he determined to hide.

      He looked about for a nice convenient place, and he fixed upon the chimney.

      The fire had only just been lighted, and it was not hot; but there was a white choky smoke from the green sticks. Tom Kitten got upon the fender and looked up. It was a big old-fashioned fireplace.

      The chimney itself was wide enough inside for a man to stand up and walk about. So there was plenty of room for a little Tom Cat.

      He jumped right up into the fireplace, balancing himself upon the iron bar where the kettle hangs.

      Tom Kitten took another big jump off the bar, and landed on a ledge high up inside the chimney, knocking down some soot into the fender.

      Tom Kitten coughed and choked with the smoke; he could hear the sticks beginning to crackle and burn in the fireplace down below. He made up his mind to climb right to the top, and get out on the slates, and try to catch sparrows.

      "I cannot go back. If I slipped I might fall in the fire and singe my beautiful tail and my little blue jacket."

      The chimney was a very big old-fashioned one. It was built in the days when people burnt logs of wood upon the hearth.

      The chimney stack stood up above the roof like a little stone tower, and the daylight shone down from the top, under the slanting slates that kept out the rain.

      Tom Kitten was getting very frightened! He climbed up, and up, and up.

      Then he waded sideways through inches of soot. He was like a little sweep himself.

      It was most confusing in the dark. One flue seemed to lead into another.

      There was less smoke, but Tom Kitten felt quite lost.

      He scrambled up and up; but before he reached the chimney top he came to a place where somebody had loosened a stone in the wall. There were some mutton bones lying about-

      "This seems funny," said Tom Kitten. "Who has been gnawing bones up here in the chimney? I wish I had never come! And what a funny smell! It is something like mouse; only dreadfully strong. It makes me sneeze," said Tom Kitten.

      He squeezed through the hole in the wall, and dragged himself along a most uncomfortably tight passage where there was scarcely any light.

      He groped his way carefully for several yards; he was at the back of the skirting-board in the attic, where there is a little mark * in the picture.

      All at once he fell head over heels in the dark, down a hole, and landed on a heap of very dirty rags.

      When Tom Kitten picked himself up and looked about him-he found himself in a place that he had never seen before, although he had lived all his life in the house.

      It was a very small stuffy fusty room, with boards, and rafters, and cobwebs, and lath and plaster.

      Opposite to him-as far away as he could sit-was an enormous rat.

      "What do you mean by tumbling into my bed all covered with smuts?" said the rat, chattering his teeth.

      "Please sir, the chimney wants sweeping," said poor Tom Kitten.

      "Anna Maria! Anna Maria!" squeaked the rat. There was a pattering noise and an old woman rat poked her head round a rafter.

      All in a minute she rushed upon Tom Kitten, and before he knew what was happening-

      His coat was pulled off, and he was rolled up in a bundle, and tied with string in very hard knots.

      Anna Maria did the tying. The old rat watched her and took snuff. When she had finished, they both sat staring at him with their mouths open.

      "Anna Maria," said the old man rat (whose name was Samuel Whiskers),-"Anna Maria, make me a kitten dumpling roly-poly pudding for my dinner."

      "It requires dough and a pat of butter, and a rolling-pin," said Anna Maria, considering Tom Kitten with her head on one side.

      "No," said Samuel Whiskers, "make it properly, Anna Maria, with breadcrumbs."

      "Nonsense! Butter and dough," replied Anna Maria.

      The two rats consulted together for a few minutes and then went away.

      Samuel Whiskers got through a hole in the wainscot, and went boldly down the front staircase to the dairy to get the butter. He did not meet anybody.

      He made a second journey for the rolling-pin. He pushed it in front of him with his paws, like a brewer's man trundling a barrel.

      He could hear Ribby and Tabitha talking, but they were busy lighting the candle to look into the chest.

      They did not see him.

      Anna Maria went down by way of the skirting-board and a window shutter to the kitchen to steal the dough.

      She borrowed a small saucer, and scooped up the dough with her paws.

      She did not observe Moppet.

      While Tom Kitten was left alone under the floor of the attic, he wriggled about and tried to mew for help.

      But his mouth was full of soot and cob-webs, and he was tied up in such very tight knots, he could not make anybody hear him.

      Except a spider, which came out of a crack in the ceiling and examined the knots critically, from a safe distance.

      It was a judge of knots because it had a habit of tying up unfortunate blue-bottles. It did not offer to assist him.

      Tom Kitten wriggled and squirmed until he was quite exhausted.

      Presently the rats came back and set to work to make him into a dumpling. First they smeared him with butter, and then they rolled him in the dough.

      "Will not the string be very indigestible, Anna Maria?" inquired Samuel Whiskers.

      Anna Maria said she thought that it was of no consequence; but she wished that Tom Kitten would hold his head still, as it disarranged the pastry. She laid hold of his ears.

      Tom Kitten bit and spat, and mewed and wriggled; and the rolling-pin went roly-poly, roly; roly, poly, roly. The rats each held an end.

      "His tail is sticking out! You did not fetch enough dough, Anna Maria."

      "I fetched as much as I could carry," replied Anna Maria.

      "I do not think"-said Samuel Whiskers, pausing to take a look at Tom Kitten-"I do NOT think it will be a good pudding. It smells sooty."

      Anna Maria was about to argue the point, when all at once there began to be other sounds up above-the rasping noise of a saw; and the noise of a little dog, scratching and yelping!

      The rats dropped the rolling-pin, and listened attentively.

      "We are discovered and interrupted, Anna Maria; let us collect our property,-and other people's,-and depart at once."

      "I fear that we shall be obliged to leave this pudding."

      "But I am persuaded that the knots would have proved indigestible, whatever you may urge to the contrary."

      "Come away at once and help me to tie up some mutton bones in a counterpane," said Anna Maria. "I have got half a smoked ham hidden in the chimney."

      So it happened that by the time John Joiner had got the plank up-there was nobody under the floor except the rolling-pin and Tom Kitten in a very dirty dumpling!

      But there was a strong smell of rats; and John Joiner spent the rest of the morning sniffing and whining, and wagging his tail, and going round and round with his head in the hole like a gimlet.

      Then he nailed the plank down again, and put his tools in his bag, and came downstairs.

      The cat family had quite recovered. They invited him to stay to dinner.

      The dumpling had been peeled off Tom Kitten, and made separately into a bag pudding, with currants in it to hide the smuts.

      They had been obliged to put Tom Kitten into a hot bath to get the butter off.

      John Joiner smelt the pudding; but he regretted that he had not time to stay to dinner, because he had just finished making a wheel-barrow for Miss Potter, and she had ordered two hen-coops.

      And when I was going to the post late in the afternoon-I looked up the lane from the corner, and I saw Mr. Samuel Whiskers and his wife on the run, with big bundles on a little wheel-barrow, which looked very like mine.

      They were just turning in at the gate to the barn of Farmer Potatoes.

      Samuel Whiskers was puffing and out of breath. Anna Maria was still arguing in shrill tones.

      She seemed to know her way, and she seemed to have a quantity of luggage.

      I am sure I never gave her leave to borrow my wheel-barrow!

      They went into the barn, and hauled their parcels with a bit of string to the top of the haymow.

      After that, there were no more rats for a long time at Tabitha Twitchit's.

      As for Farmer Potatoes, he has been driven nearly distracted. There are rats, and rats, and rats in his barn! They eat up the chicken food, and steal the oats and bran, and make holes in the meal bags.

      And they are all descended from Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Whiskers-children and grand-children and great great grand-children.

      There is no end to them!

      Moppet and Mittens have grown up into very good rat-catchers.

      They go out rat-catching in the village, and they find plenty of employment. They charge so much a dozen, and earn their living very comfortably.

      They hang up the rats' tails in a row or the barn door, to show how many they have caught-dozens and dozens of them.

      But Tom Kitten has always been afraid of a rat; he never durst face anything that is bigger than-

      A Mouse.

    


    
      
        The Tale Of The Flopsy Bunnies

      

      FOR ALL LITTLE FRIENDS OF MR. McGREGOR amp; PETER amp; BENJAMIN

       

      IT is said that the effect of eating too much lettuce is "soporific."

      
        I have never felt sleepy after eating lettuces; but then I am not a rabbit.

      They certainly had a very soporific effect upon the Flopsy Bunnies!

      WHEN Benjamin Bunny grew up, he married his Cousin Flopsy. They had a large family, and they were very improvident and cheerful.

      I do not remember the separate names of their children; they were generally called the "Flopsy Bunnies."

      AS there was not always quite enough to eat,-Benjamin used to borrow cabbages from Flopsy's brother, Peter Rabbit, who kept a nursery garden.

      SOMETIMES Peter Rabbit had no cabbages to spare.

      WHEN this happened, the Flopsy Bunnies went across the field to a rubbish heap, in the ditch outside Mr. McGregor's garden.

      MR. McGREGOR'S rubbish heap was a mixture. There were jam pots and paper bags, and mountains of chopped grass from the mowing machine (which always tasted oily), and some rotten vegetable marrows and an old boot or two. One day-oh joy!-there were a quantity of overgrown lettuces, which had "shot" into flower.

      THE Flopsy Bunnies simply stuffed lettuces. By degrees, one after another, they were overcome with slumber, and lay down in the mown grass.

      Benjamin was not so much overcome as his children. Before going to sleep he was sufficiently wide awake to put a paper bag over his head to keep off the flies.

      THE little Flopsy Bunnies slept delightfully in the warm sun. From the lawn beyond the garden came the distant clacketty sound of the mowing machine. The blue-bottles buzzed about the wall, and a little old mouse picked over the rubbish among the jam pots.

      (I can tell you her name, she was called Thomasina Tittlemouse, a woodmouse with a long tail.)

      SHE rustled across the paper bag, and awakened Benjamin Bunny.

      The mouse apologized profusely, and said that she knew Peter Rabbit.

      WHILE she and Benjamin were talking, close under the wall, they heard a heavy tread above their heads; and suddenly Mr. McGregor emptied out a sackful of lawn mowings right upon the top of the sleeping Flopsy Bunnies! Benjamin shrank down under his paper bag. The mouse hid in a jam pot.

      THE little rabbits smiled sweetly in their sleep under the shower of grass; they did not awake because the lettuces had been so soporific.

      They dreamt that their mother Flopsy was tucking them up in a hay bed.

      Mr. McGregor looked down after emptying his sack. He saw some funny little brown tips of ears sticking up through the lawn mowings. He stared at them for some time.

      PRESENTLY a fly settled on one of them and it moved.

      Mr. McGregor climbed down on to the rubbish heap-

      "One, two, three, four! five! six leetle rabbits!" said he as he dropped them into his sack. The Flopsy Bunnies dreamt that their mother was turning them over in bed. They stirred a little in their sleep, but still they did not wake up.

      MR. McGREGOR tied up the sack and left it on the wall.

      He went to put away the mowing machine.

      WHILE he was gone, Mrs. Flopsy Bunny (who had remained at home) came across the field.

      She looked suspiciously at the sack and wondered where everybody was?

      THEN the mouse came out of her jam pot, and Benjamin took the paper bag off his head, and they told the doleful tale.

      Benjamin and Flopsy were in despair, they could not undo the string.

      But Mrs. Tittlemouse was a resourceful person. She nibbled a hole in the bottom corner of the sack.

      THE little rabbits were pulled out and pinched to wake them.

      Their parents stuffed the empty sack with three rotten vegetable marrows, an old blacking-brush and two decayed turnips.

      THEN they all hid under a bush and watched for Mr. McGregor.

      MR. McGREGOR came back and picked up the sack, and carried it off.

      He carried it hanging down, as if it were rather heavy.

      The Flopsy Bunnies followed at a safe distance.

      THEY watched him go into his house.

      And then they crept up to the window to listen.

      MR. McGREGOR threw down the sack on the stone floor in a way that would have been extremely painful to the Flopsy Bunnies, if they had happened to have been inside it.

      They could hear him drag his chair on the flags, and chuckle-

      "One, two, three, four, five, six leetle rabbits!" said Mr. McGregor.

      "EH? What's that? What have they been spoiling now?" enquired Mrs. McGregor.

      "One, two, three, four, five, six leetle fat rabbits!" repeated Mr. McGregor, counting on his fingers-"one, two, three-"

      "Don't you be silly; what do you mean, you silly old man?"

      "In the sack! one, two, three, four, five, six!" replied Mr. McGregor.

      (The youngest Flopsy Bunny got upon the window-sill.)

      MRS. McGREGOR took hold of the sack and felt it. She said she could feel six, but they must be OLD rabbits, because they were so hard and all different shapes.

      "Not fit to eat; but the skins will do fine to line my old cloak."

      "Line your old cloak?" shouted Mr. McGregor-"I shall sell them and buy myself baccy!"

      "Rabbit tobacco! I shall skin them and cut off their heads."

      MRS. McGREGOR untied the sack and put her hand inside.

      When she felt the vegetables she became very very angry. She said that Mr. McGregor had "done it a purpose."

      AND Mr. McGregor was very angry too. One of the rotten marrows came flying through the kitchen window, and hit the youngest Flopsy Bunny.

      It was rather hurt.

      THEN Benjamin and Flopsy thought that it was time to go home.

      SO Mr. McGregor did not get his tobacco, and Mrs. McGregor did not get her rabbit skins.

      But next Christmas Thomasina Tittlemouse got a present of enough rabbit-wool to make herself a cloak and a hood, and a handsome muff and a pair of warm mittens.

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Mrs. Tittlemouse

      

      Once upon a time there was a wood-mouse, and her name was Mrs. Tittlemouse.

      She lived in a bank under a hedge.

      Such a funny house! There were yards and yards of sandy passages, leading to storerooms and nut-cellars and seed-cellars, all amongst the roots of the hedge.

      There was a kitchen, a parlour, a pantry, and a larder.

      Also, there was Mrs. Tittlemouse's bedroom, where she slept in a little box bed!

      Mrs. tittlemouse was a most terribly tidy particular little mouse, always sweeping and dusting the soft sandy floors.

      Sometimes a beetle lost its way in the passages.

      "Shuh! shuh! little dirty feet!" said Mrs. Tittlemouse, clattering her dust-pan.

      And one day a little old woman ran up and down in a red spotty cloak.

      "Your house is on fire, Mother Ladybird! Fly away home to your children!"

      Another day, a big fat spider came in to shelter from the rain.

      "Beg pardon, is this not Miss Muffet's?"

      "Go away, you bold bad spider! Leaving ends of cobweb all over my nice clean house!"

      She bundled the spider out at a window.

      He let himself down the hedge with a long thin bit of string.

      Mrs. tittlemouse went on her way to a distant storeroom, to fetch cherry-stones and thistle-down seed for dinner.

      All along the passage she sniffed, and looked at the floor.

      "I smell a smell of honey; is it the cowslips outside, in the hedge? I am sure I can see the marks of little dirty feet."

      Suddenly round a corner, she met Babbitty Bumble-"Zizz, Bizz, Bizzz!" said the bumble bee.

      Mrs. Tittlemouse looked at her severely. She wished that she had a broom.

      "Good-day, Babbitty Bumble; I should be glad to buy some beeswax. But what are you doing down here? Why do you always come in at a window, and say Zizz, Bizz, Bizzz?" Mrs. Tittlemouse began to get cross.

      "Zizz, Wizz, Wizzz!" replied Babbitty Bumble in a peevish squeak. She sidled down a passage, and disappeared into a storeroom which had been used for acorns.

      Mrs. Tittlemouse had eaten the acorns before Christmas; the storeroom ought to have been empty.

      But it was full of untidy dry moss.

      Mrs. tittlemouse began to pull out the moss. Three or four other bees put their heads out, and buzzed fiercely.

      "I am not in the habit of letting lodgings; this is an intrusion!" said Mrs. Tittlemouse. "I will have them turned out-" "Buzz! Buzz! Buzzz!"-"I wonder who would help me?" "Bizz, Wizz, Wizzz!"

      – "I will not have Mr. Jackson; he never wipes his feet."

      Mrs. tittlemouse decided to leave the bees till after dinner.

      When she got back to the parlour, she heard some one coughing in a fat voice; and there sat Mr. Jackson himself!

      He was sitting all over a small rocking-chair, twiddling his thumbs and smiling, with his feet on the fender.

      He lived in a drain below the hedge, in a very dirty wet ditch.

      "How do you do, Mr. Jackson? Deary me, you have got very wet!"

      "Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mrs. Tittlemouse! I'll sit awhile and dry myself," said Mr. Jackson.

      He sat and smiled, and the water dripped off his coat tails. Mrs. Tittlemouse went round with a mop.

      He sat such a while that he had to be asked if he would take some dinner?

      First she offered him cherry-stones. "Thank you, thank you, Mrs. Tittlemouse! No teeth, no teeth, no teeth!" said Mr. Jackson.

      He opened his mouth most unnecessarily wide; he certainly had not a tooth in his head.

      Then she offered him thistle-down seed-"Tiddly, widdly, widdly! Pouff, pouff, puff!" said Mr. Jackson. He blew the thistle-down all over the room.

      "Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mrs. Tittlemouse! Now what I really-really should like-would be a little dish of honey!"

      "I am afraid I have not got any, Mr. Jackson," said Mrs. Tittlemouse.

      "Tiddly, widdly, widdly, Mrs. Tittlemouse!" said the smiling Mr. Jackson, "I can smell it; that is why I came to call."

      Mr. Jackson rose ponderously from the table, and began to look into the cupboards.

      Mrs. Tittlemouse followed him with a dish-cloth, to wipe his large wet footmarks off the parlour floor.

      When he had convinced himself that there was no honey in the cupboards, he began to walk down the passage.

      "Indeed, indeed, you will stick fast, Mr. Jackson!"

      "Tiddly, widdly, widdly, Mrs. Tittlemouse!"

      First he squeezed into the pantry.

      "Tiddly, widdly, widdly? no honey? no honey, Mrs. Tittlemouse?"

      There were three creepy-crawly people hiding in the plate-rack. Two of them got away; but the littlest one he caught.

      Then he squeezed into the larder. Miss Butterfly was tasting the sugar; but she flew away out of the window.

      "Tiddly, widdly, widdly, Mrs. Tittlemouse; you seem to have plenty of visitors!"

      "And without any invitation!" said Mrs. Thomasina Tittlemouse.

      They went along the sandy passage-

      "Tiddly widdly-" "Buzz! Wizz! Wizz!"

      He met Babbitty round a corner, and snapped her up, and put her down again.

      "I do not like bumble bees. They are all over bristles," said Mr. Jackson, wiping his mouth with his coat-sleeve.

      "Get out, you nasty old toad!" shrieked Babbitty Bumble.

      "I shall go distracted!" scolded Mrs. Tittlemouse.

      She shut herself up in the nut-cellar while Mr. Jackson pulled out the bees-nest. He seemed to have no objection to stings.

      When Mrs. Tittlemouse ventured to come out-everybody had gone away.

      But the untidiness was something dreadful-"Never did I see such a mess-smears of honey; and moss, and thistledown-and marks of big and little dirty feet-all over my nice clean house!"

      She gathered up the moss and the remains of the beeswax.

      Then she went out and fetched some twigs, to partly close up the front door.

      "I will make it too small for Mr. Jackson!"

      She fetched soft soap, and flannel, and a new scrubbing brush from the storeroom. But she was too tired to do any more. First she fell asleep in her chair, and then she went to bed.

      "Will it ever be tidy again?" said poor Mrs. Tittlemouse.

      Next morning she got up very early and began a spring cleaning which lasted a fortnight.

      She swept, and scrubbed, and dusted; and she rubbed up the furniture with beeswax, and polished her little tin spoons.

      When it was all beautifully neat and clean, she gave a party to five other little mice, without Mr. Jackson.

      He smelt the party and came up the bank, but he could not squeeze in at the door.

      So they handed him out acorn-cupfuls of honey-dew through the window, and he was not at all offended.

      He sat outside in the sun, and said-"Tiddly, widdly, widdly! Your very good health, Mrs. Tittlemouse!"

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Timmy Tiptoes

      

      FOR MANY UNKNOWN LITTLE FRIENDS, INCLUDING MONICA

       

      ONCE upon a time there was a little fat comfortable grey squirrel, called Timmy Tiptoes. He had a nest thatched with leaves in the top of a tall tree; and he had a little squirrel wife called Goody.

      TIMMY TIPTOES sat out, enjoying the breeze; he whisked his tail and chuckled-"Little wife Goody, the nuts are ripe; we must lay up a store for winter and spring." Goody Tiptoes was busy pushing moss under the thatch-"The nest is so snug, we shall be sound asleep all winter." "Then we shall wake up all the thinner, when there is nothing to eat in spring-time," replied prudent Timothy.

      WHEN Timmy and Goody Tiptoes came to the nut thicket, they found other squirrels were there already.

      Timmy took off his jacket and hung it on a twig; they worked away quietly by themselves.

      EVERY day they made several journeys and picked quantities of nuts. They carried them away in bags, and stored them in several hollow stumps near the tree where they had built their nest.

      WHEN these stumps were full, they began to empty the bags into a hole high up a tree, that had belonged to a wood-pecker; the nuts rattled down-down-down inside.

      "How shall you ever get them out again? It is like a money-box!" said Goody.

      "I shall be much thinner before spring-time, my love," said Timmy Tiptoes, peeping into the hole.

      THEY did collect quantities-because they did not lose them! Squirrels who bury their nuts in the ground lose more than half, because they cannot remember the place.

      The most forgetful squirrel in the wood was called Silvertail. He began to dig, and he could not remember. And then he dug again and found some nuts that did not belong to him; and there was a fight. And other squirrels began to dig,-the whole wood was in commotion!

      UNFORTUNATELY, just at this time a flock of little birds flew by, from bush to bush, searching for green caterpillars and spiders. There were several sorts of little birds, twittering different songs.

      The first one sang-"Who's bin digging-up MY nuts? Who's-been-digging-up MY nuts?"

      And another sang-"Little bita bread and-NO-cheese! Little bit-a-bread an'-NO-cheese!"

      THE squirrels followed and listened. The first little bird flew into the bush where Timmy and Goody Tiptoes were quietly tying up their bags, and it sang-"Who's-bin digging-up MY nuts? Who's been digging-up MY-nuts?"

      Timmy Tiptoes went on with his work without replying; indeed, the little bird did not expect an answer. It was only singing its natural song, and it meant nothing at all.

      BUT when the other squirrels heard that song, they rushed upon Timmy Tiptoes and cuffed and scratched him, and upset his bag of nuts. The innocent little bird which had caused all the mischief, flew away in a fright!

      Timmy rolled over and over, and then turned tail and fled towards his nest, followed by a crowd of squirrels shouting-"Who's-been digging-up MY-nuts?"

      THEY caught him and dragged him up the very same tree, where there was the little round hole, and they pushed him in. The hole was much too small for Timmy Tiptoes' figure. They squeezed him dreadfully, it was a wonder they did not break his ribs. "We will leave him here till he confesses," said Silvertail Squirrel, and he shouted into the hole-

      "Who's-been-digging-up MY-nuts?"

      TIMMY TIPTOES made no reply; he had tumbled down inside the tree, upon half a peck of nuts belonging to himself. He lay quite stunned and still.

      GOODY TIPTOES picked up the nut bags and went home. She made a cup of tea for Timmy; but he didn't come and didn't come.

      Goody Tiptoes passed a lonely and unhappy night. Next morning she ventured back to the nut-bushes to look for him; but the other unkind squirrels drove her away.

      She wandered all over the wood, calling-

      "Timmy Tiptoes! Timmy Tiptoes! Oh, where is Timmy Tiptoes?"

      IN the meantime Timmy Tiptoes came to his senses. He found himself tucked up in a little moss bed, very much in the dark, feeling sore; it seemed to be under ground. Timmy coughed and groaned, because his ribs hurted him. There was a chirpy noise, and a small striped Chipmunk appeared with a night light, and hoped he felt better?

      It was most kind to Timmy Tiptoes; it lent him its nightcap; and the house was full of provisions.

      THE Chipmunk explained that it had rained nuts through the top of the tree-"Besides, I found a few buried!" It laughed and chuckled when it heard Timmy's story. While Timmy was confined to bed, it 'ticed him to eat quantities-"But how shall I ever get out through that hole unless I thin myself? My wife will be anxious!" "Just another nut-or two nuts; let me crack them for you," said the Chipmunk. Timmy Tiptoes grew fatter and fatter!

      NOW Goody Tiptoes had set to work again by herself. She did not put any more nuts into the woodpecker's hole, because she had always doubted how they could be got out again. She hid them under a tree root; they rattled down, down, down. Once when Goody emptied an extra big bagful, there was a decided squeak; and next time Goody brought another bagful, a little striped Chipmunk scrambled out in a hurry.

      "IT is getting perfectly full-up down-stairs; the sitting-room is full, and they are rolling along the passage; and my husband, Chippy Hackee, has run away and left me. What is the explanation of these showers of nuts?"

      "I am sure I beg your pardon; I did not not know that anybody lived here," said Mrs. Goody Tiptoes; "but where is Chippy Hackee? My husband, Timmy Tiptoes, has run away too." "I know where Chippy is; a little bird told me," said Mrs. Chippy Hackee.

      SHE led the way to the woodpecker's tree, and they listened at the hole.

      Down below there was a noise of nut crackers, and a fat squirrel voice and a thin squirrel voice were singing together-

      "My little old man and I fell out,

      How shall we bring this matter about?

      Bring it about as well as you can,

      And get you gone, you little old man!"

      "You could squeeze in, through that little round hole," said Goody Tiptoes. "Yes, I could," said the Chipmunk, "but my husband, Chippy Hackee, bites!"

      Down below there was a noise of cracking nuts and nibbling; and then the fat squirrel voice and the thin squirrel voice sang-

      "For the diddlum day

      Day diddle dum di!

      Day diddle diddle dum day!"

      THEN Goody peeped in at the hole, and called down-"Timmy Tiptoes! Oh fie, Timmy Tiptoes!" And Timmy replied, "Is that you, Goody Tiptoes? Why, certainly!"

      He came up and kissed Goody through the hole; but he was so fat that he could not get out.

      Chippy Hackee was not too fat, but he did not want to come; he stayed down below and chuckled.

      AND so it went on for a fortnight; till a big wind blew off the top of the tree, and opened up the hole and let in the rain.

      Then Timmy Tiptoes came out, and went home with an umbrella.

      BUT Chippy Hackee continued to camp out for another week, although it was uncomfortable.

      AT last a large bear came walking through the wood. Perhaps he also was looking for nuts; he seemed to be sniffing around.

      CHIPPY HACKEE went home in a hurry!

      AND when Chippy Hackee got home, he found he had caught a cold in his head; and he was more uncomfortable still.

      And now Timmy and Goody Tiptoes keep their nut-store fastened up with a little padlock.

      AND whenever that little bird sees the Chipmunks, he sings-"Who's-been-digging-up MY-nuts? Who's been digging-up MY-nuts?" But nobody ever answers!

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Mr. Tod

      

      I HAVE made many books about well-behaved people. Now, for a change, I am going to make a story about two disagreeable people, called Tommy Brock and Mr. Tod. Nobody could call Mr. Tod "nice." The rabbits could not bear him; they could smell him half a mile off. He was of a wandering habit and he had foxey whiskers; they never knew where he would be next.

      One day he was living in a stick-house in the coppice, causing terror to the family of old Mr. Benjamin Bouncer. Next day he moved into a pollard willow near the lake, frightening the wild ducks and the water rats.

      In winter and early spring he might generally be found in an earth amongst the rocks at the top of Bull Banks, under Oatmeal Crag.

      He had half a dozen houses, but he was seldom at home.

      The houses were not always empty when Mr. Tod moved OUT; because sometimes Tommy Brock moved IN; (without asking leave).

      Tommy Brock was a short bristly fat waddling person with a grin; he grinned all over his face. He was not nice in his habits. He ate wasp nests and frogs and worms; and he waddled about by moonlight, digging things up.

      His clothes were very dirty; and as he slept in the day-time, he always went to bed in his boots. And the bed which he went to bed in, was generally Mr. Tod's.

      Now Tommy Brock did occasionally eat rabbit-pie; but it was only very little young ones occasionally, when other food was really scarce. He was friendly with old Mr. Bouncer; they agreed in disliking the wicked otters and Mr. Tod; they often talked over that painful subject.

      Old Mr. Bouncer was stricken in years. He sat in the spring sunshine outside the burrow, in a muffler; smoking a pipe of rabbit tobacco.

      He lived with his son Benjamin Bunny and his daughter-in-law Flopsy, who had a young family. Old Mr. Bouncer was in charge of the family that afternoon, because Benjamin and Flopsy had gone out.

      The little rabbit-babies were just old enough to open their blue eyes and kick. They lay in a fluffy bed of rabbit wool and hay, in a shallow burrow, separate from the main rabbit hole. To tell the truth-old Mr. Bouncer had forgotten them.

      He sat in the sun, and conversed cordially with Tommy Brock, who was passing through the wood with a sack and a little spud which he used for digging, and some mole traps. He complained bitterly about the scarcity of pheasants' eggs, and accused Mr. Tod of poaching them. And the otters had cleared off all the frogs while he was asleep in winter-"I have not had a good square meal for a fortnight, I am living on pig-nuts. I shall have to turn vegetarian and eat my own tail!" said Tommy Brock.

      It was not much of a joke, but it tickled old Mr. Bouncer; because Tommy Brock was so fat and stumpy and grinning.

      So old Mr. Bouncer laughed; and pressed Tommy Brock to come inside, to taste a slice of seed-cake and "a glass of my daughter Flopsy's cowslip wine." Tommy Brock squeezed himself into the rabbit hole with alacrity.

      Then old Mr. Bouncer smoked another pipe, and gave Tommy Brock a cabbage leaf cigar which was so very strong that it made Tommy Brock grin more than ever; and the smoke filled the burrow. Old Mr. Bouncer coughed and laughed; and Tommy Brock puffed and grinned.

      And Mr. Bouncer laughed and coughed, and shut his eyes because of the cabbage smoke…

      When Flopsy and Benjamin came back-old Mr. Bouncer woke up. Tommy Brock and all the young rabbit-babies had disappeared!

      Mr. Bouncer would not confess that he had admitted anybody into the rabbit hole. But the smell of badger was undeniable; and there were round heavy footmarks in the sand. He was in disgrace; Flopsy wrung her ears, and slapped him.

      Benjamin Bunny set off at once after Tommy Brock.

      There was not much difficulty in tracking him; he had left his foot-mark and gone slowly up the winding footpath through the wood. Here he had rooted up the moss and wood sorrel. There he had dug quite a deep hole for dog darnel; and had set a mole trap. A little stream crossed the way. Benjamin skipped lightly over dry-foot; the badger's heavy steps showed plainly in the mud.

      The path led to a part of the thicket where the trees had been cleared; there were leafy oak stumps, and a sea of blue hyacinths-but the smell that made Benjamin stop, was not the smell of flowers!

      Mr. Tod's stick house was before him and, for once, Mr. Tod was at home. There was not only a foxey flavour in proof of it-there was smoke coming out of the broken pail that served as a chimney.

      Benjamin Bunny sat up, staring; his whiskers twitched. Inside the stick house somebody dropped a plate, and said something. Benjamin stamped his foot, and bolted.

      He never stopped till he came to the other side of the wood. Apparently Tommy Brock had turned the same way. Upon the top of the wall, there were again the marks of badger; and some ravellings of a sack had caught on a briar.

      Benjamin climbed over the wall, into a meadow. He found another mole trap newly set; he was still upon the track of Tommy Brock. It was getting late in the afternoon. Other rabbits were coming out to enjoy the evening air. One of them in a blue coat by himself, was busily hunting for dandelions.-"Cousin Peter! Peter Rabbit, Peter Rabbit!" shouted Benjamin Bunny.

      The blue coated rabbit sat up with pricked ears-

      "Whatever is the matter, Cousin Benjamin? Is it a cat? or John Stoat Ferret?"

      "No, no, no! He's bagged my family-Tommy Brock-in a sack-have you seen him?"

      "Tommy Brock? how many, Cousin Benjamin?"

      "Seven, Cousin Peter, and all of them twins! Did he come this way? Please tell me quick!"

      "Yes, yes; not ten minutes since… he said they were caterpillars; I did think they were kicking rather hard, for caterpillars."

      "Which way? which way has he gone, Cousin Peter?"

      "He had a sack with something 'live in it; I watched him set a mole trap. Let me use my mind, Cousin Benjamin; tell me from the beginning." Benjamin did so.

      "My Uncle Bouncer has displayed a lamentable want of discretion for his years;" said Peter reflectively, "but there are two hopeful circumstances. Your family is alive and kicking; and Tommy Brock has had refreshment. He will probably go to sleep, and keep them for breakfast." "Which way?" "Cousin Benjamin, compose yourself. I know very well which way. Because Mr. Tod was at home in the stick-house he has gone to Mr. Tod's other house, at the top of Bull Banks. I partly know, because he offered to leave any message at Sister Cottontail's; he said he would be passing." (Cottontail had married a black rabbit, and gone to live on the hill).

      Peter hid his dandelions, and accompanied the afflicted parent, who was all of a twitter. They crossed several fields and began to climb the hill; the tracks of Tommy Brock were plainly to be seen. He seemed to have put down the sack every dozen yards, to rest.

      "He must be very puffed; we are close behind him, by the scent. What a nasty person!" said Peter.

      The sunshine was still warm and slanting on the hill pastures. Half way up, Cottontail was sitting in her doorway, with four or five half-grown little rabbits playing about her; one black and the others brown.

      Cottontail had seen Tommy Brock passing in the distance. Asked whether her husband was at home she replied that Tommy Brock had rested twice while she watched him.

      He had nodded, and pointed to the sack, and seemed doubled up with laughing.-"Come away, Peter; he will be cooking them; come quicker!" said Benjamin Bunny.

      They climbed up and up;-"He was at home; I saw his black ears peeping out of the hole." "They live too near the rocks to quarrel with their neighbours. Come on Cousin Benjamin!"

      When they came near the wood at the top of Bull Banks, they went cautiously. The trees grew amongst heaped up rocks; and there, beneath a crag-Mr. Tod had made one of his homes. It was at the top of a steep bank; the rocks and bushes overhung it. The rabbits crept up carefully, listening and peeping.

      This house was something between a cave, a prison, and a tumble-down pig-stye. There was a strong door, which was shut and locked.

      The setting sun made the window panes glow like red flame; but the kitchen fire was not alight. It was neatly laid with dry sticks, as the rabbits could see, when they peeped through the window.

      Benjamin sighed with relief.

      But there were preparations upon the kitchen table which made him shudder. There was an immense empty pie-dish of blue willow pattern, and a large carving knife and fork, and a chopper.

      At the other end of the table was a partly unfolded tablecloth, a plate, a tumbler, a knife and fork, salt-cellar, mustard and a chair-in short, preparations for one person's supper.

      No person was to be seen, and no young rabbits. The kitchen was empty and silent; the clock had run down. Peter and Benjamin flattened their noses against the window, and stared into the dusk.

      Then they scrambled round the rocks to the other side of the house. It was damp and smelly, and over-grown with thorns and briars.

      The rabbits shivered in their shoes.

      "Oh my poor rabbit babies! What a dreadful place; I shall never see them again!" sighed Benjamin.

      They crept up to the bedroom window. It was closed and bolted like the kitchen. But there were signs that this window had been recently open; the cobwebs were disturbed, and there were fresh dirty footmarks upon the window-sill.

      The room inside was so dark, that at first they could make out nothing; but they could hear a noise-a slow deep regular snoring grunt. And as their eyes became accustomed to the darkness, they perceived that somebody was asleep on Mr. Tod's bed, curled up under the blanket.-"He has gone to bed in his boots," whispered Peter.

      Benjamin, who was all of a twitter, pulled Peter off the window-sill.

      Tommy Brock's snores continued, grunty and regular from Mr. Tod's bed. Nothing could be seen of the young family.

      The sun had set; an owl began to hoot in the wood. There were many unpleasant things lying about, that had much better have been buried; rabbit bones and skulls, and chickens' legs and other horrors. It was a shocking place, and very dark.

      They went back to the front of the house, and tried in every way to move the bolt of the kitchen window. They tried to push up a rusty nail between the window sashes; but it was of no use, especially without a light.

      They sat side by side outside the window, whispering and listening.

      In half an hour the moon rose over the wood. It shone full and clear and cold, upon the house amongst the rocks, and in at the kitchen window. But alas, no little rabbit babies were to be seen!

      The moonbeams twinkled on the carving knife and the pie dish, and made a path of brightness across the dirty floor.

      The light showed a little door in a wall beside the kitchen fireplace-a little iron door belonging to a brick oven, of that old-fashioned sort that used to be heated with faggots of wood.

      And presently at the same moment Peter and Benjamin noticed that whenever they shook the window-the little door opposite shook in answer. The young family were alive; shut up in the oven!

      Benjamin was so excited that it was a mercy he did not awake Tommy Brock, whose snores continued solemnly in Mr. Tod's bed.

      But there really was not very much comfort in the discovery. They could not open the window; and although the young family was alive-the little rabbits were quite incapable of letting themselves out; they were not old enough to crawl.

      After much whispering, Peter and Benjamin decided to dig a tunnel. They began to burrow a yard or two lower down the bank. They hoped that they might be able to work between the large stones under the house; the kitchen floor was so dirty that it was impossible to say whether it was made of earth or flags.

      They dug and dug for hours. They could not tunnel straight on account of stones; but by the end of the night they were under the kitchen floor. Benjamin was on his back, scratching upwards. Peter's claws were worn down; he was outside the tunnel, shuffling sand away. He called out that it was morning-sunrise; and that the jays were making a noise down below in the woods.

      Benjamin Bunny came out of the dark tunnel, shaking the sand from his ears; he cleaned his face with his paws. Every minute the sun shone warmer on the top of the hill. In the valley there was a sea of white mist, with golden tops of trees showing through.

      Again from the fields down below in the mist there came the angry cry of a jay-followed by the sharp yelping bark of a fox!

      Then those two rabbits lost their heads completely. They did the most foolish thing that they could have done. They rushed into their short new tunnel, and hid themselves at the top end of it, under Mr. Tod's kitchen floor.

      Mr. Tod was coming up Bull Banks, and he was in the very worst of tempers. First he had been upset by breaking the plate. It was his own fault; but it was a china plate, the last of the dinner service that had belonged to his grandmother, old Vixen Tod. Then the midges had been very bad. And he had failed to catch a hen pheasant on her nest; and it had contained only five eggs, two of them addled. Mr. Tod had had an unsatisfactory night.

      As usual, when out of humour, he determined to move house. First he tried the pollard willow, but it was damp; and the otters had left a dead fish near it. Mr. Tod likes nobody's leavings but his own.

      He made his way up the hill; his temper was not improved by noticing unmistakable marks of badger. No one else grubs up the moss so wantonly as Tommy Brock.

      Mr. Tod slapped his stick upon the earth and fumed; he guessed where Tommy Brock had gone to. He was further annoyed by the jay bird which followed him persistently. It flew from tree to tree and scolded, warning every rabbit within hearing that either a cat or a fox was coming up the plantation. Once when it flew screaming over his head-Mr. Tod snapped at it, and barked.

      He approached his house very carefully, with a large rusty key. He sniffed and his whiskers bristled. The house was locked up, but Mr. Tod had his doubts whether it was empty. He turned the rusty key in the lock; the rabbits below could hear it. Mr. Tod opened the door cautiously and went in.

      The sight that met Mr. Tod's eyes in Mr. Tod's kitchen made Mr. Tod furious. There was Mr. Tod's chair, and Mr. Tod's pie dish, and his knife and fork and mustard and salt cellar and his table-cloth that he had left folded up in the dresser-all set out for supper (or breakfast)-without doubt for that odious Tommy Brock.

      There was a smell of fresh earth and dirty badger, which fortunately overpowered all smell of rabbit.

      But what absorbed Mr. Tod's attention was a noise-a deep slow regular snoring grunting noise, coming from his own bed.

      He peeped through the hinges of the half-open bedroom door. Then he turned and came out of the house in a hurry. His whiskers bristled and his coat-collar stood on end with rage.

      For the next twenty minutes Mr. Tod kept creeping cautiously into the house, and retreating hurriedly out again. By degrees he ventured further in-right into the bedroom. When he was outside the house, he scratched up the earth with fury. But when he was inside-he did not like the look of Tommy Brock's teeth.

      He was lying on his back with his mouth open, grinning from ear to ear. He snored peacefully and regularly; but one eye was not perfectly shut.

      Mr. Tod came in and out of the bedroom. Twice he brought in his walking-stick, and once he brought in the coal-scuttle. But he thought better of it, and took them away.

      When he came back after removing the coal-scuttle, Tommy Brock was lying a little more sideways; but he seemed even sounder asleep. He was an incurably indolent person; he was not in the least afraid of Mr. Tod; he was simply too lazy and comfortable to move.

      Mr. Tod came back yet again into the bedroom with a clothes line. He stood a minute watching Tommy Brock and listening attentively to the snores. They were very loud indeed, but seemed quite natural.

      Mr. Tod turned his back towards the bed, and undid the window. It creaked; he turned round with a jump. Tommy Brock, who had opened one eye-shut it hastily. The snores continued.

      Mr. Tod's proceedings were peculiar, and rather uneasy, (because the bed was between the window and the door of the bedroom). He opened the window a little way, and pushed out the greater part of the clothes line on to the window sill. The rest of the line, with a hook at the end, remained in his hand.

      Tommy Brock snored conscientiously. Mr. Tod stood and looked at him for a minute; then he left the room again.

      Tommy Brock opened both eyes, and looked at the rope and grinned. There was a noise outside the window. Tommy Brock shut his eyes in a hurry.

      Mr. Tod had gone out at the front door, and round to the back of the house. On the way, he stumbled over the rabbit burrow. If he had had any idea who was inside it, he would have pulled them out quickly.

      His foot went through the tunnel nearly upon the top of Peter Rabbit and Benjamin, but fortunately he thought that it was some more of Tommy Brock's work.

      He took up the coil of line from the sill, listened for a moment, and then tied the rope to a tree.

      Tommy Brock watched him with one eye, through the window. He was puzzled.

      Mr. Tod fetched a large heavy pailful of water from the spring, and staggered with it through the kitchen into his bedroom.

      Tommy Brock snored industriously, with rather a snort.

      Mr. Tod put down the pail beside the bed, took up the end of rope with the hook-hesitated, and looked at Tommy Brock. The snores were almost apoplectic; but the grin was not quite so big.

      Mr. Tod gingerly mounted a chair by the head of the bedstead. His legs were dangerously near to Tommy Brock's teeth.

      He reached up and put the end of rope, with the hook, over the head of the tester bed, where the curtains ought to hang.

      (Mr. Tod's curtains were folded up, and put away, owing to the house being unoccupied. So was the counterpane. Tommy Brock was covered with a blanket only.) Mr. Tod standing on the unsteady chair looked down upon him attentively; he really was a first prize sound sleeper!

      It seemed as though nothing would waken him-not even the flapping rope across the bed.

      Mr. Tod descended safely from the chair, and endeavoured to get up again with the pail of water. He intended to hang it from the hook, dangling over the head of Tommy Brock, in order to make a sort of shower-bath, worked by a string, through the window.

      But naturally being a thin-legged person (though vindictive and sandy whiskered)-he was quite unable to lift the heavy weight to the level of the hook and rope. He very nearly overbalanced himself.

      The snores became more and more apoplectic. One of Tommy Brock's hind legs twitched under the blanket, but still he slept on peacefully.

      Mr. Tod and the pail descended from the chair without accident. After considerable thought, he emptied the water into a wash-basin and jug. The empty pail was not too heavy for him; he slung it up wobbling over the head of Tommy Brock.

      Surely there never was such a sleeper! Mr. Tod got up and down, down and up on the chair.

      As he could not lift the whole pailful of water at once, he fetched a milk jug, and ladled quarts of water into the pail by degrees. The pail got fuller and fuller, and swung like a pendulum. Occasionally a drop splashed over; but still Tommy Brock snored regularly and never moved,-except one eye.

      At last Mr. Tod's preparations were complete. The pail was full of water; the rope was tightly strained over the top of the bed, and across the window sill to the tree outside.

      "It will make a great mess in my bedroom; but I could never sleep in that bed again without a spring cleaning of some sort," said Mr. Tod.

      Mr. Tod took a last look at the badger and softly left the room. He went out of the house, shutting the front door. The rabbits heard his footsteps over the tunnel.

      He ran round behind the house, intending to undo the rope in order to let fall the pailful of water upon Tommy Brock-

      "I will wake him up with an unpleasant surprise," said Mr. Tod.

      The moment he had gone, Tommy Brock got up in a hurry; he rolled Mr. Tod's dressing-gown into a bundle, put it into the bed beneath the pail of water instead of himself, and left the room also-grinning immensely.

      He went into the kitchen, lighted the fire and boiled the kettle; for the moment he did not trouble himself to cook the baby rabbits.

      When Mr. Tod got to the tree, he found that the weight and strain had dragged the knot so tight that it was past untying. He was obliged to gnaw it with his teeth. He chewed and gnawed for more than twenty minutes. At last the rope gave way with such a sudden jerk that it nearly pulled his teeth out, and quite knocked him over backwards.

      Inside the house there was a great crash and splash, and the noise of a pail rolling over and over.

      But no screams. Mr. Tod was mystified; he sat quite still, and listened attentively. Then he peeped in at the window. The water was dripping from the bed, the pail had rolled into a corner.

      In the middle of the bed under the blanket, was a wet flattened SOMETHING-much dinged in, in the middle where the pail had caught it (as it were across the tummy). Its head was covered by the wet blanket and it was NOT SNORING ANY LONGER.

      There was nothing stirring, and no sound except the drip, drop, drop drip of water trickling from the mattress.

      Mr. Tod watched it for half an hour; his eyes glistened.

      Then he cut a caper, and became so bold that he even tapped at the window; but the bundle never moved.

      Yes-there was no doubt about it-it had turned out even better than he had planned; the pail had hit poor old Tommy Brock, and killed him dead!

      "I will bury that nasty person in the hole which he has dug. I will bring my bedding out, and dry it in the sun," said Mr. Tod.

      "I will wash the tablecloth and spread it on the grass in the sun to bleach. And the blanket must be hung up in the wind; and the bed must be thoroughly disinfected, and aired with a warming-pan; and warmed with a hot-water bottle."

      "I will get soft soap, and monkey soap, and all sorts of soap; and soda and scrubbing brushes; and persian powder; and carbolic to remove the smell. I must have a disinfecting. Perhaps I may have to burn sulphur."

      He hurried round the house to get a shovel from the kitchen-"First I will arrange the hole-then I will drag out that person in the blanket…"

      He opened the door…

      Tommy Brock was sitting at Mr. Tod's kitchen table, pouring out tea from Mr. Tod's tea-pot into Mr. Tod's tea-cup. He was quite dry himself and grinning; and he threw the cup of scalding tea all over Mr. Tod.

      Then Mr. Tod rushed upon Tommy Brock, and Tommy Brock grappled with Mr. Tod amongst the broken crockery, and there was a terrific battle all over the kitchen. To the rabbits underneath it sounded as if the floor would give way at each crash of falling furniture.

      They crept out of their tunnel, and hung about amongst the rocks and bushes, listening anxiously.

      Inside the house the racket was fearful. The rabbit babies in the oven woke up trembling; perhaps it was fortunate they were shut up inside.

      Everything was upset except the kitchen table.

      And everything was broken, except the mantelpiece and the kitchen fender. The crockery was smashed to atoms.

      The chairs were broken, and the window, and the clock fell with a crash, and there were handfuls of Mr. Tod's sandy whiskers.

      The vases fell off the mantelpiece, the canisters fell off the shelf; the kettle fell off the hob. Tommy Brock put his foot in a jar of raspberry Jam.

      And the boiling water out of the kettle fell upon the tail of Mr. Tod.

      When the kettle fell, Tommy Brock, who was still grinning, happened to be uppermost; and he rolled Mr. Tod over and over like a log, out at the door.

      Then the snarling and worrying went on outside; and they rolled over the bank, and down hill, bumping over the rocks. There will never be any love lost between Tommy Brock and Mr. Tod.

      As soon as the coast was clear Peter Rabbit and Benjamin Bunny came out of the bushes-

      "Now for it! Run in, Cousin Benjamin! Run in and get them while I watch at the door."

      But Benjamin was frightened-

      "Oh; oh! they are coming back!"

      "No they are not."

      "Yes they are!"

      "What dreadful bad language! I think they have fallen down the stone quarry."

      Still Benjamin hesitated, and Peter kept pushing him-

      "Be quick, it's all right. Shut the oven door, Cousin Benjamin, so that he won't miss them."

      Decidedly there were lively doings in Mr. Tod's kitchen!

      At home in the rabbit hole, things had not been quite comfortable.

      After quarrelling at supper, Flopsy and old Mr. Bouncer had passed a sleepless night, and quarrelled again at breakfast. Old Mr. Bouncer could no longer deny that he had invited company into the rabbit hole; but he refused to reply to the questions and reproaches of Flopsy. The day passed heavily.

      Old Mr. Bouncer, very sulky, was huddled up in a corner, barricaded with a chair. Flopsy had taken away his pipe and hidden the tobacco. She had been having a complete turn out and spring-cleaning, to relieve her feelings. She had just finished. Old Mr. Bouncer, behind his chair, was wondering anxiously what she would do next.

      In Mr. Tod's kitchen, amongst the wreckage, Benjamin Bunny picked his way to the oven nervously, through a thick cloud of dust. He opened the oven door, felt inside, and found something warm and wriggling. He lifted it out carefully, and rejoined Peter Rabbit.

      "I've got them! Can we get away? Shall we hide, Cousin Peter?"

      Peter pricked his ears; distant sounds of fighting still echoed in the wood.

      Five minutes afterwards two breathless rabbits came scuttering away down Bull Banks, half carrying half dragging a sack between them, bumpetty bump over the grass. They reached home safely and burst into the rabbit hole.

      Great was old Mr. Bouncer's relief and Flopsy's joy when Peter and Benjamin arrived in triumph with the young family. The rabbit-babies were rather tumbled and very hungry; they were fed and put to bed. They soon recovered.

      A long new pipe and a fresh supply of rabbit tobacco was presented to Mr. Bouncer. He was rather upon his dignity; but he accepted.

      Old Mr. Bouncer was forgiven, and they all had dinner. Then Peter and Benjamin told their story-but they had not waited long enough to be able to tell the end of the battle between Tommy Brock and Mr. Tod.

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Pigling Bland

      

      FOR CECILY AND CHARLIE, A TALE OF THE CHRISTMAS PIG.

       

      ONCE upon a time there was an old pig called Aunt Pettitoes. She had eight of a family: four little girl pigs, called Cross-patch, Suck-suck, Yock-yock and Spot;

      and four little boy pigs, called Alexander, Pigling Bland, Chin-chin and Stumpy. Stumpy had had an accident to his tail.

      The eight little pigs had very fine appetites. "Yus, yus, yus! they eat and indeed they DO eat!" said Aunt Pettitoes, looking at her family with pride. Suddenly there were fearful squeals; Alexander had squeezed inside the hoops of the pig trough and stuck.

      Aunt Pettitoes and I dragged him out by the hind legs.

      Chin-chin was already in disgrace; it was washing day, and he had eaten a piece of soap. And presently in a basket of clean clothes, we found another dirty little pig. "Tchut, tut, tut! whichever is this?" grunted Aunt Pettitoes.

      Now all the pig family are pink, or pink with black spots, but this pig child was smutty black all over; when it had been popped into a tub, it proved to be Yock-yock.

      I went into the garden; there I found Cross-patch and Suck-suck rooting up carrots. I whipped them myself and led them out by the ears. Cross-patch tried to bite me.

      "Aunt Pettitoes, Aunt Pettitoes! you are a worthy person, but your family is not well brought up. Every one of them has been in mischief except Spot and Pigling Bland."

      "Yus, yus!" sighed Aunt Pettitoes. "And they drink bucketfuls of milk; I shall have to get another cow! Good little Spot shall stay at home to do the housework; but the others must go. Four little boy pigs and four little girl pigs are too many altogether." "Yus, yus, yus," said Aunt Pettitoes, "there will be more to eat without them."

      So Chin-chin and Suck-suck went away in a wheel-barrow, and Stumpy, Yock-yock and Cross-patch rode away in a cart.

      And the other two little boy pigs, Pigling Bland and Alexander, went to market. We brushed their coats, we curled their tails and washed their little faces, and wished them good-bye in the yard.

      Aunt Pettitoes wiped her eyes with a large pocket handkerchief, then she wiped Pigling Bland's nose and shed tears; then she wiped Alexander's nose and shed tears; then she passed the handkerchief to Spot. Aunt Pettitoes sighed and grunted, and addressed those little pigs as follows:

      "Now Pigling Bland, son Pigling Bland, you must go to market. Take your brother Alexander by the hand. Mind your Sunday clothes, and remember to blow your nose"-

      (Aunt Pettitoes passed round the handkerchief again)-"beware of traps, hen roosts, bacon and eggs; always walk upon your hind legs." Pigling Bland, who was a sedate little pig, looked solemnly at his mother, a tear trickled down his cheek.

      Aunt Pettitoes turned to the other-"Now son Alexander take the hand"-"Wee, wee, wee!" giggled Alexander-"take the hand of your brother Pigling Bland, you must go to market. Mind-" "Wee, wee, wee!" interrupted Alexander again. "You put me out," said Aunt Pettitoes.

      "Observe sign-posts and milestones; do not gobble herring bones-" "And remember," said I impressively, "if you once cross the county boundary you cannot come back.

      Alexander, you are not attending. Here are two licences permitting two pigs to go to market in Lancashire. Attend, Alexander. I have had no end of trouble in getting these papers from the policeman."

      Pigling Bland listened gravely; Alexander was hopelessly volatile.

      I pinned the papers, for safety, inside their waistcoat pockets;

      Aunt Pettitoes gave to each a little bundle, and eight conversation peppermints with appropriate moral sentiments in screws of paper. Then they started.

      Pigling Bland and Alexander trotted along steadily for a mile; at least Pigling Bland did. Alexander made the road half as long again by skipping from side to side. He danced about and pinched his brother, singing-

      "This pig went to market, this pig

      stayed at home,

      "This pig had a bit of meat-

      let's see what they have given US for dinner, Pigling?"

      Pigling Bland and Alexander sat down and untied their bundles. Alexander gobbled up his dinner in no time; he had already eaten all his own peppermints. "Give me one of yours, please, Pigling."

      "But I wish to preserve them for emergencies," said Pigling Bland doubtfully. Alexander went into squeals of laughter. Then he pricked Pigling with the pin that had fastened his pig paper; and when Pigling slapped him he dropped the pin, and tried to take Pigling's pin, and the papers got mixed up. Pigling Bland reproved Alexander.

      But presently they made it up again, and trotted away together, singing-

      "Tom, Tom, the piper's son, stole a pig

      and away he ran!

      "But all the tune that he could play,

      was 'Over the hills and far away!'"

      "What's that, young sirs? Stole a pig? Where are your licences?" said the policeman. They had nearly run against him round a corner. Pigling Bland pulled out his paper; Alexander, after fumbling, handed over something scrumply-

      "To 2 1/2 oz. conversation sweeties at three farthings"-"What's this? This ain't a licence." Alexander's nose lengthened visibly, he had lost it. "I had one, indeed I had, Mr. Policeman!"

      "It's not likely they let you start without. I am passing the farm. You may walk with me." "Can I come back too?" inquired Pigling Bland. "I see no reason, young sir; your paper is all right." Pigling Bland did not like going on alone, and it was beginning to rain. But it is unwise to argue with the police; he gave his brother a peppermint, and watched him out of sight.

      To conclude the adventures of Alexander-the policeman sauntered up to the house about tea time, followed by a damp subdued little pig. I disposed of Alexander in the neighbourhood; he did fairly well when he had settled down.

      Pigling Bland went on alone dejectedly; he came to cross-roads and a sign-post-"To Market Town, 5 miles," "Over the Hills, 4 miles," "To Pettitoes Farm, 3 miles."

      Pigling Bland was shocked, there was little hope of sleeping in Market Town, and to-morrow was the hiring fair; it was deplorable to think how much time had been wasted by the frivolity of Alexander.

      He glanced wistfully along the road towards the hills, and then set off walking obediently the other way, buttoning up his coat against the rain. He had never wanted to go; and the idea of standing all by himself in a crowded market, to be stared at, pushed, and hired by some big strange farmer was very disagreeable-

      "I wish I could have a little garden and grow potatoes," said Pigling Bland.

      He put his cold hand in his pocket and felt his paper, he put his other hand in his other pocket and felt another paper-Alexander's! Pigling squealed; then ran back frantically, hoping to overtake Alexander and the policeman.

      He took a wrong turn-several wrong turns, and was quite lost.

      It grew dark, the wind whistled, the trees creaked and groaned.

      Pigling Bland became frightened and cried "Wee, wee, wee! I can't find my way home!"

      After an hour's wandering he got out of the wood; the moon shone through the clouds, and Pigling Bland saw a country that was new to him.

      The road crossed a moor; below was a wide valley with a river twinkling in the moonlight, and beyond, in misty distance, lay the hills.

      He saw a small wooden hut, made his way to it, and crept inside-"I am afraid it IS a hen house, but what can I do?" said Pigling Bland, wet and cold and quite tired out.

      "Bacon and eggs, bacon and eggs!" clucked a hen on a perch.

      "Trap, trap, trap! cackle, cackle, cackle!" scolded the disturbed cockerel. "To market, to market! jiggetty jig!" clucked a broody white hen roosting next to him. Pigling Bland, much alarmed, determined to leave at daybreak. In the meantime, he and the hens fell asleep.

      In less than an hour they were all awakened. The owner, Mr. Peter Thomas Piperson, came with a lantern and a hamper to catch six fowls to take to market in the morning.

      He grabbed the white hen roosting next to the cock; then his eye fell upon Pigling Bland, squeezed up in a corner. He made a singular remark-"Hallo, here's another!"-seized Pigling by the scruff of the neck, and dropped him into the hamper. Then he dropped in five more dirty, kicking, cackling hens upon the top of Pigling Bland.

      The hamper containing six fowls and a young pig was no light weight; it was taken down hill, unsteadily, with jerks. Pigling, although nearly scratched to pieces, contrived to hide the papers and peppermints inside his clothes.

      At last the hamper was bumped down upon a kitchen floor, the lid was opened, and Pigling was lifted out. He looked up, blinking, and saw an offensively ugly elderly man, grinning from ear to ear.

      "This one's come of himself, whatever," said Mr. Piperson, turning Pigling's pockets inside out. He pushed the hamper into a corner, threw a sack over it to keep the hens quiet, put a pot on the fire, and unlaced his boots.

      Pigling Bland drew forward a coppy stool, and sat on the edge of it, shyly warming his hands. Mr. Piperson pulled off a boot and threw it against the wainscot at the further end of the kitchen. There was a smothered noise-"Shut up!" said Mr. Piperson. Pigling Bland warmed his hands, and eyed him.

      Mr. Piperson pulled off the other boot and flung it after the first, there was again a curious noise-"Be quiet, will ye?" said Mr. Piperson. Pigling Bland sat on the very edge of the coppy stool.

      Mr. Piperson fetched meal from a chest and made porridge. It seemed to Pigling that something at the further end of the kitchen was taking a suppressed interest in the cooking, but he was too hungry to be troubled by noises.

      Mr. Piperson poured out three platefuls: for himself, for Pigling, and a third-after glaring at Pigling-he put away with much scuffling, and locked up. Pigling Bland ate his supper discreetly.

      After supper Mr. Piperson consulted an almanac, and felt Pigling's ribs; it was too late in the season for curing bacon, and he grudged his meal. Besides, the hens had seen this pig.

      He looked at the small remains of a flitch, and then looked undecidedly at Pigling. "You may sleep on the rug," said Mr. Peter Thomas Piperson.

      Pigling Bland slept like a top. In the morning Mr. Piperson made more porridge; the weather was warmer. He looked to see how much meal was left in the chest, and seemed dissatisfied-"You'll likely be moving on again?" said he to Pigling Bland.

      Before Pigling could reply, a neighbour, who was giving Mr. Piperson and the hens a lift, whistled from the gate. Mr. Piperson hurried out with the hamper, enjoining Pigling to shut the door behind him and not meddle with nought; or "I'll come back and skin ye!" said Mr. Piperson.

      It crossed Pigling's mind that if HE had asked for a lift, too, he might still have been in time for market.

      But he distrusted Peter Thomas.

      After finishing breakfast at his leisure, Pigling had a look round the cottage; everything was locked up. He found some potato peelings in a bucket in the back kitchen. Pigling ate the peel, and washed up the porridge plates in the bucket. He sang while he worked-

      "Tom with his pipe made such a noise,

      He called up all the girls and boys-

      "And they all ran to hear him play

      "'Over the hills and far away!'"

      Suddenly a little smothered voice chimed in-

      "Over the hills and a great way off,

      The wind shall blow my top knot off!"

      Pigling Bland put down a plate which he was wiping, and listened.

      After a long pause, Pigling went on tip-toe and peeped round the door into the front kitchen. There was nobody there.

      After another pause, Pigling approached the door of the locked cupboard, and snuffed at the key-hole. It was quite quiet.

      After another long pause, Pigling pushed a peppermint under the door. It was sucked in immediately.

      In the course of the day Pigling pushed in all the remaining six peppermints.

      When Mr. Piperson returned, he found Pigling sitting before the fire; he had brushed up the hearth and put on the pot to boil; the meal was not get-at-able.

      Mr. Piperson was very affable; he slapped Pigling on the back, made lots of porridge and forgot to lock the meal chest. He did lock the cupboard door; but without properly shutting it. He went to bed early, and told Pigling upon no account to disturb him next day before twelve o'clock.

      Pigling Bland sat by the fire, eating his supper.

      All at once at his elbow, a little voice spoke-"My name is Pig-wig. Make me more porridge, please!" Pigling Bland jumped, and looked round.

      A perfectly lovely little black Berkshire pig stood smiling beside him. She had twinkly little screwed up eyes, a double chin, and a short turned up nose.

      She pointed at Pigling's plate; he hastily gave it to her, and fled to the meal chest. "How did you come here?" asked Pigling Bland.

      "Stolen," replied Pig-wig, with her mouth full. Pigling helped himself to meal without scruple. "What for?" "Bacon, hams," replied Pig-wig cheerfully. "Why on earth don't you run away?" exclaimed the horrified Pigling.

      "I shall after supper," said Pig-wig decidedly.

      Pigling Bland made more porridge and watched her shyly.

      She finished a second plate, got up, and looked about her, as though she were going to start.

      "You can't go in the dark," said Pigling Bland.

      Pig-wig looked anxious.

      "Do you know your way by daylight?"

      "I know we can see this little white house from the hills across the river. Which way are YOU going, Mr. Pig?"

      "To market-I have two pig papers. I might take you to the bridge; if you have no objection," said Pigling much confused and sitting on the edge of his coppy stool. Pig-wig's gratitude was such and she asked so many questions that it became embarrassing to Pigling Bland.

      He was obliged to shut his eyes and pretend to sleep. She became quiet, and there was a smell of peppermint.

      "I thought you had eaten them," said Pigling, waking suddenly.

      "Only the corners," replied Pig-wig, studying the sentiments with much interest by the firelight.

      "I wish you wouldn't; he might smell them through the ceiling," said the alarmed Pigling.

      Pig-wig put back the sticky peppermints into her pocket; "Sing something," she demanded.

      "I am sorry… I have tooth-ache," said Pigling much dismayed.

      "Then I will sing," replied Pig-wig. "You will not mind if I say iddy tidditty? I have forgotten some of the words."

      Pigling Bland made no objection; he sat with his eyes half shut, and watched her.

      She wagged her head and rocked about, clapping time and singing in a sweet little grunty voice-

      A funny old mother pig lived in a

      stye, and three little piggies had she;

      (Ti idditty idditty) umph, umph,

      umph! and the little pigs said, wee, wee!"

      She sang successfully through three or four verses, only at every verse her head nodded a little lower, and her little twinkly eyes closed up.

      "Those three little piggies grew peaky

      and lean, and lean they might very

      well be;

      "For somehow they couldn't say umph,

      umph, umph! and they wouldn't

      say wee, wee, wee!

      "For somehow they couldn't say-

      Pig-wig's head bobbed lower and lower, until she rolled over, a little round ball, fast asleep on the hearth-rug.

      Pigling Bland, on tip-toe, covered her up with an antimacassar.

      He was afraid to go to sleep himself; for the rest of the night he sat listening to the chirping of the crickets and to the snores of Mr. Piperson overhead.

      Early in the morning, between dark and daylight, Pigling tied up his little bundle and woke up Pig-wig. She was excited and half-frightened. "But it's dark! How can we find our way?"

      "The cock has crowed; we must start before the hens come out; they might shout to Mr. Piperson."

      Pig-wig sat down again, and commenced to cry.

      "Come away Pig-wig; we can see when we get used to it. Come! I can hear them clucking!"

      Pigling had never said shuh! to a hen in his life, being peaceable; also he remembered the hamper.

      He opened the house door quietly and shut it after them. There was no garden; the neighbourhood of Mr. Piperson's was all scratched up by fowls. They slipped away hand in hand across an untidy field to the road.

      The sun rose while they were crossing the moor, a dazzle of light over the tops of the hills. The sunshine crept down the slopes into the peaceful green valleys, where little white cottages nestled in gardens and orchards.

      "That's Westmorland," said Pig-wig. She dropped Pigling's hand and commenced to dance, singing-

      "Tom, Tom, the piper's son, stole a pig

      and away he ran!

      "But all the tune that he could play,

      was 'Over the hills and far away!'"

      "Come, Pig-wig, we must get to the bridge before folks are stirring."

      "Why do you want to go to market, Pigling?" inquired Pig-wig presently.

      "I don't want; I want to grow potatoes." "Have a peppermint?" said Pig-wig. Pigling Bland refused quite crossly. "Does your poor toothy hurt?" inquired Pig-wig. Pigling Bland grunted.

      Pig-wig ate the peppermint herself and followed the opposite side of the road. "Pig-wig! keep under the wall, there's a man ploughing." Pig-wig crossed over, they hurried down hill towards the county boundary.

      Suddenly Pigling stopped; he heard wheels.

      Slowly jogging up the road below them came a tradesman's cart. The reins flapped on the horse's back, the grocer was reading a newspaper.

      "Take that peppermint out of your mouth, Pig-wig, we may have to run. Don't say one word. Leave it to me. And in sight of the bridge!" said poor Pigling, nearly crying. He began to walk frightfully lame, holding Pig-wig's arm.

      The grocer, intent upon his news-paper, might have passed them, if his horse had not shied and snorted. He pulled the cart crossways, and held down his whip. "Hallo! Where are YOU going to?"-Pigling Bland stared at him vacantly.

      "Are you deaf? Are you going to market?" Pigling nodded slowly.

      "I thought as much. It was yesterday. Show me your licence?"

      Pigling stared at the off hind shoe of the grocer's horse which had picked up a stone.

      The grocer flicked his whip-"Papers? Pig licence?" Pigling fumbled in all his pockets, and handed up the papers. The grocer read them, but still seemed dissatisfied. "This here pig is a young lady; is her name Alexander?" Pig-wig opened her mouth and shut it again; Pigling coughed asthmatically.

      The grocer ran his finger down the advertisement column of his newspaper-"Lost, stolen or strayed, 10s. reward." He looked suspiciously at Pig-wig. Then he stood up in the trap, and whistled for the ploughman.

      "You wait here while I drive on and speak to him," said the grocer, gathering up the reins. He knew that pigs are slippery; but surely, such a VERY lame pig could never run!

      "Not yet, Pig-wig, he will look back." The grocer did so; he saw the two pigs stock-still in the middle of the road. Then he looked over at his horse's heels; it was lame also; the stone took some time to knock out, after he got to the ploughman.

      "Now, Pig-wig, NOW!" said Pigling Bland.

      Never did any pigs run as these pigs ran! They raced and squealed and pelted down the long white hill towards the bridge. Little fat Pig-wig's petticoats fluttered, and her feet went pitter, patter, pitter, as she bounded and jumped.

      They ran, and they ran, and they ran down the hill, and across a short cut on level green turf at the bottom, between pebble beds and rushes.

      They came to the river, they came to the bridge-they crossed it hand in hand-then over the hills and far away she danced with Pigling Bland!

    


    
      
        The Tale Of Ginger amp; Pickles

      

      ONCE upon a time there was a village shop. The name over the window was "Ginger and Pickles."

      It was a little small shop just the right size for Dolls-Lucinda and Jane Doll-cook always bought their groceries at Ginger and Pickles.

      The counter inside was a convenient height for rabbits. Ginger and Pickles sold red spotty pocket-handkerchiefs at a penny three farthings.

      They also sold sugar, and snuff and galoshes.

      In fact, although it was such a small shop it sold nearly everything -except a few things that you want in a hurry-like bootlaces, hair-pins and mutton chops.

      Ginger and Pickles were the people who kept the shop. Ginger was a yellow tom-cat, and Pickles was a terrier.

      The rabbits were always a little bit afraid of Pickles.

      The shop was also patronized by mice-only the mice were rather afraid of Ginger.

      Ginger usually requested Pickles to serve them, because he said it made his mouth water.

      "I cannot bear," said he, "to see them going out at the door carrying their little parcels."

      "I have the same feeling about rats," replied Pickles, "but it would never do to eat our own customers; they would leave us and go to Tabitha Twitchit's."

      "On the contrary, they would go nowhere," replied Ginger gloomily.

      (Tabitha Twitchit kept the only other shop in the village. She did not give credit.)

      Ginger and Pickles gave unlimited credit.

      Now the meaning of "credit" is this-when a customer buys a bar of soap, instead of the customer pulling out a purse and paying for it-she says she will pay another time.

      And Pickles makes a low bow and says, "With pleasure, madam," and it is written down in a book.

      The customers come again and again, and buy quantities, in spite of being afraid of Ginger and Pickles.

      But there is no money in what is called the "till."

      The customers came in crowds every day and bought quantities, especially the toffee customers. But there was always no money; they never paid for as much as a pennyworth of peppermints.

      But the sales were enormous, ten times as large as Tabitha Twitchit's.

      As there was always no money, Ginger and Pickles were obliged to eat their own goods.

      Pickles ate biscuits and Ginger ate a dried haddock.

      They ate them by candle-light after the shop was closed.

      When it came to Jan. 1st there was still no money, and Pickles was unable to buy a dog licence.

      "It is very unpleasant, I am afraid of the police," said Pickles.

      "It is your own fault for being a terrier; I do not require a licence, and neither does Kep, the Collie dog."

      "It is very uncomfortable, I am afraid I shall be summoned. I have tried in vain to get a licence upon credit at the Post Office;" said Pickles. "The place is full of policemen. I met one as I was coming home."

      "Let us send in the bill again to Samuel Whiskers, Ginger, he owes 22/9 for bacon."

      "I do not believe that he intends to pay at all," replied Ginger.

      "And I feel sure that Anna Maria pockets things-Where are all the cream crackers?" "You have eaten them yourself," replied Ginger.

      Ginger and Pickles retired into the back parlour.

      They did accounts. They added up sums and sums, and sums.

      "Samuel Whiskers has run up a bill as long as his tail; he has had an ounce and three-quarters of snuff since October."

      "What is seven pounds of butter at 1/3, and a stick of sealing wax and four matches?"

      "Send in all the bills again to everybody 'with compts'" replied Ginger.

      After a time they heard a noise in the shop, as if something had been pushed in at the door. They came out of the back parlour. There was an envelope lying on the counter, and a policeman writing in a note-book!

      Pickles nearly had a fit, he barked and he barked and made little rushes.

      "Bite him, Pickles! bite him!" spluttered Ginger behind a sugar-barrel, "he's only a German doll!"

      The policeman went on writing in his notebook; twice he put his pencil in his mouth, and once he dipped it in the treacle.

      Pickles barked till he was hoarse. But still the policeman took no notice. He had bead eyes, and his helmet was sewed on with stitches.

      At length on his last little rush-Pickles found that the shop was empty. The policeman had disappeared.

      But the envelope remained.

      "Do you think that he has gone to fetch a real live policeman? I am afraid it is a summons," said Pickles.

      "No," replied Ginger, who had opened the envelope, "it is the rates and taxes, L 3 19 11 3/4."

      "This is the last straw," said Pickles, "let us close the shop."

      They put up the shutters, and left. But they have not removed from the neighbourhood. In fact some people wish they had gone further.

      Ginger is living in the warren. I do not know what occupation he pursues; he looks stout and comfortable.

      Pickles is at present a gamekeeper.

      The closing of the shop caused great inconvenience. Tabitha Twitchit immediately raised the price of everything a half-penny; and she continued to refuse to give credit.

      Of course there are the trades-men's carts-the butcher, the fishman and Timothy Baker.

      But a person cannot live on "seed wigs" and sponge-cake and butter-buns-not even when the sponge-cake is as good as Timothy's!

      After a time Mr. John Dormouse and his daughter began to sell peppermints and candles.

      But they did not keep "self-fitting sixes"; and it takes five mice to carry one seven inch candle.

      Besides-the candles which they sell behave very strangely in warm weather.

      And Miss Dormouse refused to take back the ends when they were brought back to her with complaints.

      And when Mr. John Dormouse was complained to, he stayed in bed, and would say nothing but "very snug;" which is not the way to carry on a retail business.

      So everybody was pleased when Sally Henny Penny sent out a printed poster to say that she was going to re-open the shop-"Henny's Opening Sale! Grand co-operative Jumble! Penny's penny prices! Come buy, come try, come buy!"

      The poster really was most 'ticing.

      There was a rush upon the opening day. The shop was crammed with customers, and there were crowds of mice upon the biscuit canisters.

      Sally Henny Penny gets rather flustered when she tries to count out change, and she insists on being paid cash; but she is quite harmless.

      And she has laid in a remarkable assortment of bargains.

      There is something to please everybody.

    


    
      
        Joseph Jacobs

      

    


    
      
        Binnorie

      

      Once upon a time there were two king's daughters lived in a bower near the bonny mill-dams of Binnorie. And Sir William came wooing the eldest and won her love and plighted troth with glove and with ring. But after a time he looked upon the youngest, with her cherry cheeks and golden hair, and his love grew towards her till he cared no longer for the eldest one. So she hated her sister for taking away Sir William's love, and day by day her hate grew upon her, and she plotted and she planned how to get rid of her.

      So one fine morning, fair and clear, she said to her sister, “Let us go and see our father's boats come in at the bonny mill-stream of Binnorie.” So they went there hand in hand. And when they got to the river's bank the youngest got upon a stone to watch for the coming of the boats. And her sister, coming behind her, caught her round the waist and dashed her into the rushing mill-stream of Binnorie.

      “O sister, sister, reach me your hand!” she cried, as she floated away, “and you shall have half of all I've got or shall get.”

      “No, sister, I'll reach you no hand of mine, for I am the heir to all your land. Shame on me if I touch the hand that has come 'twixt me and my own heart's love.”

      “O sister, O sister, then reach me your glove!” she cried, as she floated further away, “and you shall have your William again.”

      “Sink on,” cried the cruel princess, “no hand or glove of mine you'll touch. Sweet William will be all mine when you are sunk beneath the bonny mill-stream of Binnorie.” And she turned and went home to the king's castle.

      And the princess floated down the mill-stream, sometimes swimming and sometimes sinking, till she came near the mill. Now the miller's daughter was cooking that day, and needed water for her cooking. And as she went to draw it from the stream, she saw something floating towards the mill-dam, and she called out, “Father! father! draw your dam. There's something white-a merry maid or a milk-white swan-coming down the stream.” So the miller hastened to the dam and stopped the heavy cruel mill-wheels. And then they took out the princess and laid her on the bank.

      Fair and beautiful she looked as she lay there. In her golden hair were pearls and precious stones; you could not see her waist for her golden girdle; and the golden fringe of her white dress came down over her lily feet. But she was drowned, drowned!

      And as she lay there in her beauty a famous harper passed by the mill-dam of Binnorie, and saw her sweet pale face. And though he travelled on far away he never forgot that face, and after many days he came back to the bonny mill-stream of Binnorie. But then all he could find of her where they had put her to rest were her bones and her golden hair. So he made a harp out of her breast-bone and her hair, and travelled on up the hill from the mill-dam of Binnorie, till he came to the castle of the king her father.

      That night they were all gathered in the castle hall to hear the great harper-king and queen, their daughter and son, Sir William and all their Court. And first the harper sang to his old harp, making them joy and be glad or sorrow and weep just as he liked. But while he sang he put the harp he had made that day on a stone in the hall. And presently it began to sing by itself, low and clear, and the harper stopped and all were hushed.

      And this was what the harp sung:

       

      “O yonder sits my father, the king,

      Binnorie, O Binnorie;

      And yonder sits my mother, the queen;

      By the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie,

       

      “And yonder stands my brother Hugh,

      Binnorie, O Binnorie;

      And by him, my William, false and true;

      By the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie.”

       

      Then they all wondered, and the harper told them how he had seen the princess lying drowned on the bank near the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie, and how he had afterwards made this harp out of her hair and breast-bone. Just then the harp began singing again, and this was what it sang out loud and clear:

       

      “And there sits my sister who drownèd me

      By the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie.”

       

      And the harp snapped and broke, and never sang more.

    


    
      
        Cap O' Rushes

      

      Well, there was once a very rich gentleman, and he'd three daughters, and he thought he'd see how fond they were of him. So he says to the first, “How much do you love me, my dear?”

      “Why,” says she, “as I love my life.”

      “That's good,” says he.

      So he says to the second, “How much do you love me, my dear?”

      “Why,” says she, “better nor all the world.”

      “That's good,” says he.

      So he says to the third, “How much do you love me, my dear?”

      “Why, I love you as fresh meat loves salt,” says she.

      Well, he was that angry. “You don't love me at all,” says he, “and in my house you stay no more.” So he drove her out there and then, and shut the door in her face.

      Well, she went away on and on till she came to a fen, and there she gathered a lot of rushes and made them into a kind of a sort of a cloak with a hood, to cover her from head to foot, and to hide her fine clothes. And then she went on and on till she came to a great house.

      “Do you want a maid?” says she.

      “No, we don't,” said they.

      “I haven't nowhere to go,” says she; “and I ask no wages, and do any sort of work,” says she.

      “Well,” says they, “if you like to wash the pots and scrape the saucepans you may stay,” said they.

      So she stayed there and washed the pots and scraped the saucepans and did all the dirty work. And because she gave no name they called her “Cap o' Rushes.”

      Well, one day there was to be a great dance a little way off, and the servants were allowed to go and look on at the grand people. Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go, so she stayed at home.

      But when they were gone she offed with her cap o' rushes, and cleaned herself, and went to the dance. And no one there was so finely dressed as her.

      Well, who should be there but her master's son, and what should he do but fall in love with her the minute he set eyes on her. He wouldn't dance with any one else.

      But before the dance was done Cap o' Rushes slipt off, and away she went home. And when the other maids came back she was pretending to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on.

      Well, next morning they said to her, “You did miss a sight, Cap o' Rushes!”

      “What was that?” says she.

      “Why, the beautifullest lady you ever see, dressed right gay and ga'. The young master, he never took his eyes off her.”

      “Well, I should have liked to have seen her,” says Cap o' Rushes.

      “Well, there's to be another dance this evening, and perhaps she'll be there.”

      But, come the evening, Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go with them. Howsoever, when they were gone, she offed with her cap o' rushes and cleaned herself, and away she went to the dance.

      The master's son had been reckoning on seeing her, and he danced with no one else, and never took his eyes off her. But, before the dance was over, she slipt off, and home she went, and when the maids came back she, pretended to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on.

      Next day they said to her again, “Well, Cap o' Rushes, you should ha' been there to see the lady. There she was again, gay and ga', and the young master he never took his eyes off her.”

      “Well, there,” says she, “I should ha' liked to ha' seen her.”

      “Well,” says they, “there's a dance again this evening, and you must go with us, for she's sure to be there.”

      Well, come this evening, Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go, and do what they would she stayed at home. But when they were gone she offed with her cap o' rushes and cleaned herself, and away she went to the dance.

      The master's son was rarely glad when he saw her. He danced with none but her and never took his eyes off her. When she wouldn't tell him her name, nor where she came from, he gave her a ring and told her if he didn't see her again he should die.

      Well, before the dance was over, off she slipped, and home she went, and when the maids came home she was pretending to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on.

      Well, next day they says to her, “There, Cap o' Rushes, you didn't come last night, and now you won't see the lady, for there's no more dances.”

      “Well I should have rarely liked to have seen her,” says she.

      The master's son he tried every way to find out where the lady was gone, but go where he might, and ask whom he might, he never heard anything about her. And he got worse and worse for the love of her till he had to keep his bed.

      “Make some gruel for the young master,” they said to the cook. “He's dying for the love of the lady.” The cook she set about making it when Cap o' Rushes came in.

      “What are you a-doing of?”, says she.

      “I'm going to make some gruel for the young master,” says the cook, “for he's dying for love of the lady.”

      “Let me make it,” says Cap o' Rushes.

      Well, the cook wouldn't at first, but at last she said yes, and Cap o' Rushes made the gruel. And when she had made it she slipped the ring into it on the sly before the cook took it upstairs.

      The young man he drank it and then he saw the ring at the bottom.

      “Send for the cook,” says he.

      So up she comes.

      “Who made this gruel here?” says he.

      “I did,” says the cook, for she was frightened.

      And he looked at her,

      “No, you didn't,” says he. “Say who did it, and you shan't be harmed.”

      “Well, then, 'twas Cap o' Rushes,” says she.

      “Send Cap o' Rushes here,” says he.

      So Cap o' Rushes came.

      “Did you make my gruel?” says he.

      “Yes, I did,” says she.

      “Where did you get this ring?” says he.

      “From him that gave it me,” says she.

      “Who are you, then?” says the young man.

      “I'll show you,” says she. And she offed with her cap o' rushes, and there she was in her beautiful clothes.

      Well, the master's son he got well very soon, and they were to be married in a little time. It was to be a very grand wedding, and every one was asked far and near. And Cap o' Rushes' father was asked. But she never told anybody who she was.

      But before the wedding she went to the cook, and says she:

      “I want you to dress every dish without a mite o' salt.”

      “That'll be rare nasty,” says the cook.

      “That doesn't signify,” says she.

      “Very well,” says the cook.

      Well, the wedding-day came, and they were married. And after they were married all the company sat down to the dinner. When they began to eat the meat, that was so tasteless they couldn't eat it. But Cap o' Rushes' father he tried first one dish and then another, and then he burst out crying.

      “What is the matter?” said the master's son to him.

      “Oh!” says he, “I had a daughter. And I asked her how much she loved me. And she said 'As much as fresh meat loves salt.' And I turned her from my door, for I thought she didn't love me. And now I see she loved me best of all. And she may be dead for aught I know.”

      “No, father, here she is!” says Cap o' Rushes. And she goes up to him and puts her arms round him.

      And so they were happy ever after.

    


    
      
        Childe Rowland

      

      Childe Rowland and his brothers twain Were playing at the ball, And there was their sister Burd Ellen In the midst, among them all.

       

      Childe Rowland kicked it with his foot

      And caught it with his knee;

      At last as he plunged among them all

      O'er the church he made it flee.

       

      Burd Ellen round about the aisle

      To seek the ball is gone,

      But long they waited, and longer still,

      And she came not back again.

       

      They sought her east, they sought her west,

      They sought her up and down,

      And woe were the hearts of those brethren,

      For she was not to be found.

       

      So at last her eldest brother went to the Warlock Merlin and told him all the case, and asked him if he knew where Burd Ellen was. “The fair Burd Ellen,” said the Warlock Merlin, “must have been carried off by the fairies, because she went round the church 'wider shins'-the opposite way to the sun. She is now in the Dark Tower of the King of Elfland; it would take the boldest knight in Christendom to bring her back.”

      “If it is possible to bring her back,” said her brother, “I'll do it, or perish in the attempt.”

      “Possible it is,” said the Warlock Merlin, “but woe to the man or mother's son that attempts it, if he is not well taught beforehand what he is to do.”

      The eldest brother of Burd Ellen was not to be put off, by any fear of danger, from attempting to get her back, so he begged the Warlock Merlin to tell him what he should do, and what he should not do, in going to seek his sister. And after he had been taught, and had repeated his lesson, he set out for Elfland.

       

      But long they waited, and longer still,

      With doubt and muckle pain,

      But woe were the hearts of his brethren,

      For he came not back again.

       

      Then the second brother got tired and sick of waiting, and he went to the Warlock Merlin and asked him the same as his brother. So he set out to find Burd Ellen.

       

      But long they waited, and longer still,

      With muckle doubt and pain,

      And woe were his mother's and brother's heart,

      For he came not back again.

       

      And when they had waited and waited a good long time, Childe Rowland, the youngest of Burd Ellen's brothers, wished to go, and went to his mother, the good queen, to ask her to let him go. But she would not at first, for he was the last of her children she now had, and if he was lost, all would be lost. But he begged, and he begged, till at last the good queen let him go, and gave him his father's good brand that never struck in vain. And as she girt it round his waist, she said the spell that would give it victory.

      So Childe Rowland said good-bye to the good queen, his mother, and went to the cave of the Warlock Merlin. “Once more, and but once more,” he said to the Warlock, “tell how man or mother's son may rescue Burd Ellen and her brothers twain.”

      “Well, my son,” said the Warlock Merlin, “there are but two things, simple they may seem, but hard they are to do. One thing to do, and one thing not to do. And the thing to do is this: after you have entered the land of Fairy, whoever speaks to you, till you meet the Burd Ellen, you must out with your father's brand and off with their head. And what you've not to do is this: bite no bit, and drink no drop, however hungry or thirsty you be; drink a drop, or bite a bit, while in Elfland you be and never will you see Middle Earth again.”

      So Childe Rowland said the two things over and over again, till he knew them by heart, and he thanked the Warlock Merlin and went on his way. And he went along, and along, and along, and still further along, till he came to the horse-herd of the King of Elfland feeding his horses. These he knew by their fiery eyes, and knew that he was at last in the land of Fairy. “Canst thou tell me,” said Childe Rowland to the horse-herd, “where the King of Elfland's Dark Tower is?” “I cannot tell thee,” said the horse-herd, “but go on a little further and thou wilt come to the cow-herd, and he, maybe, can tell thee.”

      Then, without a word more, Childe Rowland drew the good brand that never struck in vain, and off went the horse-herd's head, and Childe Rowland went on further, till he came to the cow-herd, and asked him the same question. “I can't tell thee,” said he, “but go on a little farther, and thou wilt come to the hen-wife, and she is sure to know.” Then Childe Rowland out with his good brand, that never struck in vain, and off went the cow-herd's head. And he went on a little further, till he came to an old woman in a grey cloak, and he asked her if she knew where the Dark Tower of the King of Elfland was. “Go on a little further,” said the hen-wife, “till you come to a round green hill, surrounded with terrace-rings, from the bottom to the top; go round it three times, widershins, and each time say:

       

      Open, door! open, door!

      And let me come in.

       

      and the third time the door will open, and you may go in.” And Childe Rowland was just going on, when he remembered what he had to do; so he out with the good brand, that never struck in vain, and off went the hen-wife's head.

      Then he went on, and on, and on, till he came to the round green hill with the terrace-rings from top to bottom, and he went round it three times, widershins, saying each time:

       

      Open, door! open, door!

      And let me come in.

       

      And the third time the door did open, and he went in, and it closed with a click, and Childe Rowland was left in the dark.

      It was not exactly dark, but a kind of twilight or gloaming. There were neither windows nor candles, and he could not make out where the twilight came from, if not through the walls and roof. These were rough arches made of a transparent rock, incrusted with sheepsilver and rock spar, and other bright stones. But though it was rock, the air was quite warm, as it always is in Elfland. So he went through this passage till at last he came to two wide and high folding-doors which stood ajar. And when he opened them, there he saw a most wonderful and glorious sight. A large and spacious hall, so large that it seemed to be as long, and as broad, as the green hill itself. The roof was supported by fine pillars, so large and lofty, that the pillars of a cathedral were as nothing to them. They were all of gold and silver, with fretted work, and between them and around them, wreaths of flowers, composed of what do you think? Why, of diamonds and emeralds, and all manner of precious stones. And the very key-stones of the arches had for ornaments clusters of diamonds and rubies, and pearls, and other precious stones. And all these arches met in the middle of the roof, and just there, hung by a gold chain, an immense lamp made out of one big pearl hollowed out and quite transparent. And in the middle of this was a big, huge carbuncle, which kept spinning round and round, and this was what gave light by its rays to the whole hall, which seemed as if the setting sun was shining on it.

      The hall was furnished in a manner equally grand, and at one end of it was a glorious couch of velvet, silk and gold, and there sate Burd Ellen, combing her golden hair with a silver comb. And when she saw Childe Rowland she stood up and said:

       

      “God pity ye, poor luckless fool,

      What have ye here to do?

       

      “Hear ye this, my youngest brother,

      Why didn't ye bide at home?

      Had you a hundred thousand lives

      Ye couldn't spare any a one.

       

      “But sit ye down; but woe, O, woe,

      That ever ye were born,

      For come the King of Elfland in,

      Your fortune is forlorn.”

       

      Then they sate down together, and Childe Rowland told her all that he had done, and she told him how their two brothers had reached the Dark Tower, but had been enchanted by the King of Elfland, and lay there entombed as if dead. And then after they had talked a little longer Childe Rowland began to feel hungry from his long travels, and told his sister Burd Ellen how hungry he was and asked for some food, forgetting all about the Warlock Merlin's warning.

      Burd Ellen looked at Childe Rowland sadly, and shook her head, but she was under a spell, and could not warn him. So she rose up, and went out, and soon brought back a golden basin full of bread and milk. Childe Rowland was just going to raise it to his lips, when he looked at his sister and remembered why he had come all that way. So he dashed the bowl to the ground, and said: “Not a sup will I swallow, nor a bit will I bite, till Burd Ellen is set free.”

      Just at that moment they heard the noise of some one approaching, and a loud voice was heard saying:

       

      “Fee, fi, fo, fum,

      I smell the blood of a Christian man,

      Be he dead, be he living, with my brand,

      I'll dash his brains from his brain-pan.”

       

      And then the folding-doors of the hall were burst open, and the King of Elfland rushed in.

      “Strike then, Bogle, if thou darest,” shouted out Childe Rowland, and rushed to meet him with his good brand that never yet did fail. They fought, and they fought, and they fought, till Childe Rowland beat the King of Elfland down on to his knees, and caused him to yield and beg for mercy. “I grant thee mercy,” said Childe Rowland, “release my sister from thy spells and raise my brothers to life, and let us all go free, and thou shalt be spared.” “I agree,” said the Elfin King, and rising up he went to a chest from which he took a phial filled with a blood-red liquor. With this he anointed the ears, eyelids, nostrils, lips, and finger-tips, of the two brothers, and they sprang at once into life, and declared that their souls had been away, but had now returned. The Elfin king then said some words to Burd Ellen, and she was disenchanted, and they all four passed out of the hall, through the long passage, and turned their back on the Dark Tower, never to return again. And they reached home, and the good queen, their mother, and Burd Ellen never went round a church widershins again.

    


    
      
        Earl Mar's Daughter

      

      One fine summer's day Earl Mar's daughter went into the castle garden, dancing and tripping along. And as she played and sported she would stop from time to time to listen to the music of the birds. After a while as she sat under the shade of a green oak tree she looked up and spied a sprightly dove sitting high up on one of its branches. She looked up and said: “Coo-my-dove, my dear, come down to me and I will give you a golden cage. I'll take you home and pet you well, as well as any bird of them all.” Scarcely had she said these words when the dove flew down from the branch and settled on her shoulder, nestling up against her neck while she smoothed its feathers. Then she took it home to her own room.

      The day was done and the night came on and Earl Mar's daughter was thinking of going to sleep when, turning round, she found at her side a handsome young man. She was startled, for the door had been locked for hours. But she was a brave girl and said: “What are you doing here, young man, to come and startle me so? The door was barred these hours ago; how ever did you come here?”

      “Hush! hush!” the young man whispered. “I was that cooing dove that you coaxed from off the tree.”

      “But who are you then?” she said quite low; “and how came you to be changed into that dear little bird?”

      “My name is Florentine, and my mother is a queen, and something more than a queen, for she knows magic and spells, and because I would not do as she wished she turned me into a dove by day, but at night her spells lose their power and I become a man again. To-day I crossed the sea and saw you for the first time and I was glad to be a bird that I could come near you. Unless you love me, I shall never be happy more.”

      “But if I love you,” says she, “will you not fly away and leave me one of these fine days?”

      “Never, never,” said the prince; “be my wife and I'll be yours for ever. By day a bird, by night a prince, I will always be by your side as a husband, dear.”

      So they were married in secret and lived happily in the castle and no one knew that every night Coo-my-dove became Prince Florentine. And every year a little son came to them as bonny as bonny could be. But as each son was born Prince Florentine carried the little thing away on his back over the sea to where the queen his mother lived and left the little one with her.

      Seven years passed thus and then a great trouble came to them. For the Earl Mar wished to marry his daughter to a noble of high degree who came wooing her. Her father pressed her sore but she said: “Father dear, I do not wish to marry; I can be quite happy with Coo-my-dove here.”

      Then her father got into a mighty rage and swore a great big oath, and said: “To-morrow, so sure as I live and eat, I'll twist that birdie's neck,” and out he stamped from her room.

      “Oh, oh!” said Coo-my-dove; “it's time that I was away,” and so he jumped upon the window-sill and in a moment was flying away. And he flew and he flew till he was over the deep, deep sea, and yet on he flew till he came to his mother's castle. Now the queen his mother was taking her walk abroad when she saw the pretty dove flying overhead and alighting on the castle walls.

      “Here, dancers come and dance your jigs,” she called, “and pipers, pipe you well, for here's my own Florentine, come back to me to stay for he's brought no bonny boy with him this time.”

      “No, mother,” said Florentine, “no dancers for me and no minstrels, for my dear wife, the mother of my seven, boys, is to be wed to-morrow, and sad's the day for me.”

      “What can I do, my son?” said the queen, “tell me, and it shall be done if my magic has power to do it.”

      “Well then, mother dear, turn the twenty-four dancers and pipers into twenty-four grey herons, and let my seven sons become seven white swans, and let me be a goshawk and their leader.”

      “Alas! alas! my son,” she said, “that may not be; my magic reaches not so far. But perhaps my teacher, the spaewife of Ostree, may know better.” And away she hurries to the cave of Ostree, and after a while comes out as white as white can be and muttering over some burning herbs she brought out of the cave. Suddenly Coo-my-dove changed into a goshawk and around him flew twenty-four grey herons and above them flew seven cygnets.

      Without a word or a good-bye off they flew over the deep blue sea which was tossing and moaning. They flew and they flew till they swooped down on Earl Mar's castle just as the wedding party were setting out for the church. First came the men-at-arms and then the bridegroom's friends, and then Earl Mar's men, and then the bridegroom, and lastly, pale and beautiful, Earl Mar's daughter herself. They moved down slowly to stately music till they came past the trees on which the birds were settling. A word from Prince Florentine, the goshawk, and they all rose into the air, herons beneath, cygnets above, and goshawk circling above all. The weddineers wondered at the sight when, swoop! the herons were down among them scattering the men-at-arms. The swanlets took charge of the bride while the goshawk dashed down and tied the bridegroom to a tree. Then the herons gathered themselves together into one feather bed and the cygnets placed their mother upon them, and suddenly they all rose in the air bearing the bride away with them in safety towards Prince Florentine's home. Surely a wedding party was never so disturbed in this world. What could the weddineers do? They saw their pretty bride carried away and away till she and the herons and the swans and the goshawk disappeared, and that very day Prince Florentine brought Earl Mar's daughter to the castle of the queen his mother, who took the spell off him and they lived happy ever afterwards.

    


    
      
        Henny-Penny

      

      One day Henny-penny was picking up corn in the cornyard when-whack!-something hit her upon the head. “Goodness gracious me!” said Henny-penny; “the sky's a-going to fall; I must go and tell the king.”

      So she went along and she went along and she went along till she met Cocky-locky. “Where are you going, Henny-penny?” says Cocky-locky. “Oh! I'm going to tell the king the sky's a-falling,” says Henny-penny. “May I come with you?” says Cocky-locky. “Certainly,” says Henny-penny. So Henny-penny and Cocky-locky went to tell-the king the sky was falling.

      They went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they met Ducky-daddles. “Where are you going to, Henny-penny and Cocky-locky?” says Ducky-daddles. “Oh! we're going to tell the king the sky's a-falling,” said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky. “May I come with you?” says Ducky-daddles. “Certainly,” said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky. So Henny-penny, Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddles went to tell the king the sky was a-falling.

      So they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they met Goosey-poosey, “Where are you going to, Henny-penny, Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddles?” said Goosey-poosey. “Oh! we're going to tell the king the sky's a-falling,” said Henny-penny and Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddles. “May I come with you,” said Goosey-poosey. “Certainly,” said Henny-penny, Cocky-locky and Ducky-daddles. So Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles and Goosey-poosey went to tell the king the sky was a-falling.

      So they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they met Turkey-lurkey. “Where are you going, Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, and Goosey-poosey?” says Turkey-lurkey. “Oh! we're going to tell the king the sky's a-falling,” said Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles and Goosey-poosey. “May I come with you? Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles and Goosey-poosey?” said Turkey-lurkey. “Why, certainly, Turkey-lurkey,” said Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, and Goosey-poosey. So Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey and Turkey-lurkey all went to tell the king the sky was a-falling.

      So they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they met Foxy-woxy, and Foxy-woxy said to Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey and Turkey-lurkey: “Where are you going, Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey, and Turkey-lurkey?” And Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey, and Turkey-lurkey said to Foxy-woxy: “We're going to tell the king the sky's a-falling.” “Oh! but this is not the way to the king, Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey and Turkey-lurkey,” says Foxy-woxy; “I know the proper way; shall I show it you?” “Why certainly, Foxy-woxy,” said Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey, and Turkey-lurkey. So Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey, Turkey-lurkey, and Foxy-woxy all went to tell the king the sky was a-falling. So they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they came to a narrow and dark hole. Now this was the door of Foxy-woxy's cave. But Foxy-woxy said to Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey, and Turkey-lurkey: “This is the short way to the king's palace you'll soon get there if you follow me. I will go first and you come after, Henny-penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky daddles, Goosey-poosey, and Turkey-lurkey.” “Why of course, certainly, without doubt, why not?” said Henny-Penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey, and Turkey-lurkey.

      So Foxy-woxy went into his cave, and he didn't go very far but turned round to wait for Henny-Penny, Cocky-locky, Ducky-daddles, Goosey-poosey and Turkey-lurkey. So at last at first Turkey-lurkey went through the dark hole into the cave. He hadn't got far when “Hrumph,” Foxy-woxy snapped off Turkey-lurkey's head and threw his body over his left shoulder. Then Goosey-poosey went in, and “Hrumph,” off went her head and Goosey-poosey was thrown beside Turkey-lurkey. Then Ducky-daddles waddled down, and “Hrumph,” snapped Foxy-woxy, and Ducky-daddles' head was off and Ducky-daddles was thrown alongside Turkey-lurkey and Goosey-poosey. Then Cocky-locky strutted down into the cave and he hadn't gone far when “Snap, Hrumph!” went Foxy-woxy and Cocky-locky was thrown alongside of Turkey-lurkey, Goosey-poosey and Ducky-daddles.

      But Foxy-woxy had made two bites at Cocky-locky, and when the first snap only hurt Cocky-locky, but didn't kill him, he called out to Henny-penny. So she turned tail and ran back home, so she never told the king the sky was a-falling.

    


    
      
        How Jack Went To Seek His Fortune

      

      Once on a time there was a boy named Jack, and one morning he started to go and seek his fortune.

      He hadn't gone very far before he met a cat.

      “Where are you going, Jack?” said the cat.

      “I am going to seek my fortune.”

      “May I go with you?”

      “Yes,” said Jack, “the more the merrier.”

      So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt.

      They went a little further and they met a dog.

      “Where are you going, Jack?” said the dog.

      “I am going to seek my fortune.”

      “May I go with you?”

      “Yes,” said Jack, “the more the merrier.”

      So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. They went a little further and they met a goat.

      “Where are you going, Jack?” said the goat.

      “I am going to seek my fortune.”

      “May I go with you?”

      “Yes,” said Jack, “the more the merrier.”

      So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt.

      They went a little further and they met a bull.

      “Where are you going, Jack?” said the bull.

      “I am going to seek my fortune.”

      “May I go with you?”

      “Yes,” said Jack, “the more the merrier.”

      So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt.

      They went a little further and they met a rooster.

      “Where are you going, Jack?” said the rooster.

      “I am going to seek my fortune.”

      “May I go with you?”

      “Yes,” said Jack, “the more the merrier.”

      So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt.

      Well, they went on till it was about dark, and they began to think of some place where they could spend the night. About this time they came in sight of a house, and Jack told them to keep still while he went up and looked in through the window. And there were some robbers counting over their money. Then Jack went back and told them to wait till he gave the word, and then to make all the noise they could. So when they were all ready Jack gave the word, and the cat mewed, and the dog barked, and the goat bleated, and the bull bellowed, and the rooster crowed, and all together they made such a dreadful noise that it frightened the robbers all away.

      And then they went in and took possession of the house. Jack was afraid the robbers would come back in the night, and so when it came time to go to bed he put the cat in the rocking-chair, and he put the dog under the table, and he put the goat upstairs, and he put the bull down cellar, and the rooster flew up on to the roof, and Jack went to bed.

      By-and-by the robbers saw it was all dark and they sent one man back to the house to look after their money. Before long he came back in a great fright and told them his story.

      “I went back to the house,” said he, “and went in and tried to sit down in the rocking-chair, and there was an old woman knitting, and she stuck her knitting-needles into me.” That was the cat, you know.

      “I went to the table to look after the money and there was a shoemaker under the table, and he stuck his awl into me.” That was the dog, you know.

      “I started to go upstairs, and there was a man up there threshing, and he knocked me down with his flail.” That was the goat, you know.

      “I started to go down cellar, and there was a man down there chopping wood, and he knocked me up with his axe.” That was the bull, you know.

      “But I shouldn't have minded all that if it hadn't been for that little fellow on top of the house, who kept a-hollering, 'Chuck him up to me-e! Chuck him up to me-e!'” Of course that was the cock-a-doodle-do.

    


    
      
        Jack And The Beanstalk

      

      There was once upon a time a poor widow who had an only son named Jack, and a cow named Milky-white. And all they had to live on was the milk the cow gave every morning which they carried to the market and sold. But one morning Milky-white gave no milk and they didn't know what to do.

      “What shall we do, what shall we do?” said the widow, wringing her hands.

      “Cheer up, mother, I'll go and get work somewhere,” said Jack.

      “We've tried that before, and nobody would take you,” said his mother; “we must sell Milky-white and with the money do something, start shop, or something.”

      “All right, mother,” says Jack; “it's market-day today, and I'll soon sell Milky-white, and then we'll see what we can do.”

      So he took the cow's halter in his hand, and off he starts. He hadn't gone far when he met a funny-looking old man who said to him: “Good morning, Jack.”

      “Good morning to you,” said Jack, and wondered how he knew his name.

      “Well, Jack, and where are you off to?” said the man.

      “I'm going to market to sell our cow here.”

      “Oh, you look the proper sort of chap to sell cows,” said the man; “I wonder if you know how many beans make five.”

      “Two in each hand and one in your mouth,” says Jack, as sharp as a needle.

      “Right you are,” said the man, “and here they are the very beans themselves,” he went on pulling out of his pocket a number of strange-looking beans. “As you are so sharp,” says he, “I don't mind doing a swop with you-your cow for these beans.”

      “Walker!” says Jack; “wouldn't you like it?”

      “Ah! you don't know what these beans are,” said the man; “if you plant them over-night, by morning they grow right up to the sky.”

      “Really?” says Jack; “you don't say so.”

      “Yes, that is so, and if it doesn't turn out to be true you can have your cow back.”

      “Right,” says Jack, and hands him over Milky-white's halter and pockets the beans.

      Back goes Jack home, and as he hadn't gone very far it wasn't dusk by the time he got to his door.

      “What back, Jack?” said his mother; “I see you haven't got Milky-white, so you've sold her. How much did you get for her?”

      “You'll never guess, mother,” says Jack.

      “No, you don't say so. Good boy! Five pounds, ten, fifteen, no, it can't be twenty.”

      “I told you you couldn't guess, what do you say to these beans; they're magical, plant them over-night and-”

      “What!” says Jack's mother, “have you been such a fool, such a dolt, such an idiot, as to give away my Milky-white, the best milker in the parish, and prime beef to boot, for a set of paltry beans. Take that! Take that! Take that! And as for your precious beans here they go out of the window. And now off with you to bed. Not a sup shall you drink, and not a bit shall you swallow this very night.”

      So Jack went upstairs to his little room in the attic, and sad and sorry he was, to be sure, as much for his mother's sake, as for the loss of his supper.

      At last he dropped off to sleep.

      When he woke up, the room looked so funny. The sun was shining into part of it, and yet all the rest was quite dark and shady. So Jack jumped up and dressed himself and went to the window. And what do you think he saw? why, the beans his mother had thrown out of the window into the garden, had sprung up into a big beanstalk which went up and up and up till it reached the sky. So the man spoke truth after all.

      The beanstalk grew up quite close past Jack's window, so all he had to do was to open it and give a jump on to the beanstalk which was made like a big plaited ladder. So Jack climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till at last he reached the sky. And when he got there he found a long broad road going as straight as a dart. So he walked along and he walked along and he walked along till he came to a great big tall house, and on the doorstep there was a great big tall woman.

      “Good morning, mum,” says Jack, quite polite-like. “Could you be so kind as to give me some breakfast.” For he hadn't had anything to eat, you know, the night before and was as hungry as a hunter.

      “It's breakfast you want, is it?” says the great big tall woman, “it's breakfast you'll be if you don't move off from here. My man is an ogre and there's nothing he likes better than boys broiled on toast. You'd better be moving on or he'll soon be coming.”

      “Oh! please mum, do give me something to eat, mum. I've had nothing to eat since yesterday morning, really and truly, mum,” says Jack. “I may as well be broiled, as die of hunger.”

      Well, the ogre's wife wasn't such a bad sort, after all. So she took Jack into the kitchen, and gave him a junk of bread and cheese and a jug of milk. But Jack hadn't half finished these when thump! thump! thump! the whole house began to tremble with the noise of someone coming.

      “Goodness gracious me! It's my old man,” said the ogre's wife, “what on earth shall I do? Here, come quick and jump in here.” And she bundled Jack into the oven just as the ogre came in.

      He was a big one, to be sure. At his belt he had three calves strung up by the heels, and he unhooked them and threw them down on the table and said: “Here, wife, broil me a couple of these for breakfast. Ah what's this I smell?

       

      Fee-fi-fo-fum,

      I smell the blood of an Englishman,

      Be he alive, or be he dead

      I'll have his bones to grind my bread.”

       

      “Nonsense, dear,” said his wife, “you're dreaming. Or perhaps you smell the scraps of that little boy you liked so much for yesterday's dinner. Here, go you and have a wash and tidy up, and by the time you come back your breakfast'll be ready for you.”

      So the ogre went off, and Jack was just going to jump out of the oven and run off when the woman told him not. “Wait till he's asleep,” says she; “he always has a snooze after breakfast.”

      Well, the ogre had his breakfast, and after that he goes to a big chest and takes out of it a couple of bags of gold and sits down counting them till at last his head began to nod and he began to snore till the whole house shook again.

      Then Jack crept out on tiptoe from his oven, and as he was passing the ogre he took one of the bags of gold under his arm, and off he pelters till he came to the beanstalk, and then he threw down the bag of gold which of course fell in to his mother's garden, and then he climbed down and climbed down till at last he got home and told his mother and showed her the gold and said: “Well, mother, wasn't I right about the beans. They are really magical, you see.”

      So they lived on the bag of gold for some time, but at last they came to the end of that so Jack made up his mind to try his luck once more up at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning he got up early, and got on to the beanstalk, and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till at last he got on the road again and came to the great big tall house he had been to before. There, sure enough, was the great big tall woman a-standing on the door-step.

      “Good morning, mum,” says Jack, as bold as brass, “could you be so good as to give me something to eat?”

      “Go away, my boy,” said the big, tall woman, “or else my man will eat you up for breakfast. But aren't you the youngster who came here once before? Do you know, that very day, my man missed one of his bags of gold.”

      “That's strange, mum,” says Jack, “I dare say I could tell you something about that but I'm so hungry I can't speak till I've had something to eat.”

      Well the big tall woman was that curious that she took him in and gave him something to eat. But he had scarcely begun munching it as slowly as he could when thump! thump! thump! they heard the giant's footstep, and his wife hid Jack away in the oven.

      All happened as it did before. In came the ogre as he did before, said: “Fee-fi-fo-fum,” and had his breakfast off three broiled oxen. Then he said: “Wife, bring me the hen that lays the golden eggs.” So she brought it, and the ogre said: “Lay,” and it laid an egg all of gold. And then the ogre began to nod his head, and to snore till the house shook.

      Then Jack crept out of the oven on tiptoe and caught hold of the golden hen, and was off before you could say “Jack Robinson.” But this time the hen gave a cackle which woke the ogre, and just as Jack got out of the house he heard him calling: “Wife, wife, what have you done with my golden hen?”

      And the wife said: “Why, my dear?”

      But that was all Jack heard, for he rushed off to the beanstalk and climbed down like a house on fire. And when he got home he showed his mother the wonderful hen and said “Lay,” to it; and it laid a golden egg every time he said “Lay.”

      Well, Jack was not content, and it wasn't very long before he determined to have another try at his luck up there at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning, he got up early, and went on to the beanstalk, and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till he got to the top. But this time he knew better than to go straight to the ogre's house. And when he got near it he waited behind a bush till he saw the ogre's wife come out with a pail to get some water, and then he crept into the house and got into the copper. He hadn't been there long when he heard thump! thump! thump! as before, and in come the ogre and his wife.

      “Fee-fi-fo-fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman,” cried out the ogre; “I smell him, wife, I smell him.”

      “Do you, my dearie?” says the ogre's wife. “Then if it's that little rogue that stole your gold and the hen that laid the golden eggs he's sure to have got into the oven.” And they both rushed to the oven. But Jack wasn't there, luckily, and the ogre's wife said: “There you are again with your fee-fi-fo-fum. Why of course it's the laddie you caught last night that I've broiled for your breakfast. How forgetful I am, and how careless you are not to tell the difference between a live un and a dead un.”

      So the ogre sat down to the breakfast and ate it, but every now and then he would mutter: “Well, I could have sworn-” and he'd get up and search the larder and the cupboards, and everything, only luckily he didn't think of the copper.

      After breakfast was over, the ogre called out: “Wife, wife, bring me my golden harp.” So she brought it and put it on the table before him. Then he said: “Sing!” and the golden harp sang most beautifully. And it went on singing till the ogre fell asleep, and commenced to snore like thunder.

      Then Jack lifted up the copper-lid very quietly and got down like a mouse and crept on hands and knees till he got to the table when he got up and caught hold of the golden harp and dashed with it towards the door. But the harp called out quite loud: “Master! Master!” and the ogre woke up just in time to see Jack running off with his harp.

      Jack ran as fast as he could, and the ogre came rushing after, and would soon have caught him only Jack had a start and dodged him a bit and knew where he was going. When he got to the beanstalk the ogre was not more than twenty yards away when suddenly he saw Jack disappear like, and when he got up to the end of the road he saw Jack underneath climbing down for dear life. Well, the ogre didn't like trusting himself to such a ladder, and he stood and waited, so Jack got another start. But just then the harp cried out: “Master! master!” and the ogre swung himself down on to the beanstalk which shook with his weight. Down climbs Jack, and after him climbed the ogre. By this time Jack had climbed down and climbed down and climbed down till he was very nearly home. So he called out: “Mother! mother! bring me an axe, bring me an axe.” And his mother came rushing out with the axe in her hand, but when she came to the beanstalk she stood stock still with fright for there she saw the ogre just coming down below the clouds.

      But Jack jumped down and got hold of the axe and gave a chop at the beanstalk which cut it half in two. The ogre felt the beanstalk shake and quiver so he stopped to see what was the matter. Then Jack gave another chop with the axe, and the beanstalk was cut in two and began to topple over. Then the ogre fell down and broke his crown, and the beanstalk came toppling after.

      Then Jack showed his mother his golden harp, and what with showing that and selling the golden eggs, Jack and his mother became very rich, and he married a great princess, and they lived happy ever after.

    


    
      
        Jack Hannaford

      

      There was an old soldier who had been long in the wars-so long, that he was quite out-at-elbows, and he did not know where to go to find a living. So he walked up moors, down glens, till at last he came to a farm, from which the good man had gone away to market. The wife of the farmer was a very foolish woman, who had been a widow when he married her; the farmer was foolish enough, too, and it is hard to say which of the two was the more foolish. When you've heard my tale you may decide.

      Now before the farmer goes to market says he to his wife: “Here is ten pounds all in gold, take care of it till I come home.” If the man had not been a fool he would never have given the money to his wife to keep. Well, off he went in his cart to market, and the wife said to herself: “I will keep the ten pounds quite safe from thieves;” so she tied it up in a rag, and she put the rag up the parlour chimney.

      “There,” said she, “no thieves will ever find it now, that is quite sure.”

      Jack Hannaford, the old soldier, came and rapped at the door.

      “Who is there?” asked the wife.

      “Jack Hannaford.”

      “Where do you come from?”

      “Paradise.”

      “Lord a' mercy! and maybe you've seen my old man there,” alluding to her former husband.

      “Yes, I have.”

      “And how was he a-doing?” asked the goody.

      “But middling; he cobbles old shoes, and he has nothing but cabbage for victuals.”

      “Deary me!” exclaimed the woman. “Didn't he send a message to me?”

      “Yes, he did,” replied Jack Hannaford. “He said that he was out of leather, and his pockets were empty, so you were to send him a few shillings to buy a fresh stock of leather.”

      “He shall have them, bless his poor soul!” And away went the wife to the parlour chimney, and she pulled the rag with the ten pounds in it from the chimney, and she gave the whole sum to the soldier, telling him that her old man was to use as much as he wanted, and to send back the rest.

      It was not long that Jack waited after receiving the money; he went off as fast as he could walk.

      Presently the farmer came home and asked for his money. The wife told him that she had sent it by a soldier to her former husband in Paradise, to buy him leather for cobbling the shoes of the saints and angels of Heaven. The farmer was very angry, and he swore that he had never met with such a fool as his wife. But the wife said that her husband was a greater fool for letting her have the money.

      There was no time to waste words; so the farmer mounted his horse and rode off after Jack Hannaford. The old soldier heard the horse's hoofs clattering on the road behind him, so he knew it must be the farmer pursuing him. He lay down on the ground, and shading his eyes with one hand, looked up into the sky, and pointed heavenwards with the other hand.

      “What are you about there?” asked the farmer, pulling up.

      “Lord save you!” exclaimed Jack: “I've seen a rare sight.”

      “What was that?”

      “A man going straight up into the sky, as if he were walking on a road.”

      “Can you see him still?”

      “Yes, I can.”

      “Where?”

      “Get off your horse and lie down.”

      “If you will hold the horse.”

      Jack did so readily.

      “I cannot see him,” said the farmer.

      “Shade your eyes with your hand, and you'll soon see a man flying away from you.”

      Sure enough he did so, for Jack leaped on the horse, and rode away with it. The farmer walked home without his horse.

      “You are a bigger fool than I am,” said the wife; “for I did only one foolish thing, and you have done two.”

    


    
      
        Jack The Giant-Killer

      

      When good King Arthur reigned, there lived near the Land's End of England, in the county of Cornwall, a farmer who had one only son called Jack. He was brisk and of a ready lively wit, so that nobody or nothing could worst him.

      In those days the Mount of Cornwall was kept by a huge giant named Cormoran. He was eighteen feet in height, and about three yards round the waist, of a fierce and grim countenance, the terror of all the neighbouring towns and villages. He lived in a cave in the midst of the Mount, and whenever he wanted food he would wade over to the main-land, where he would furnish himself with whatever came in his way. Everybody at his approach ran out of their houses, while he seized on their cattle, making nothing of carrying half-a-dozen oxen on his back at a time; and as for their sheep and hogs, he would tie them round his waist like a bunch of tallow-dips. He had done this for many years, so that all Cornwall was in despair.

      One day Jack happened to be at the town-hall when the magistrates were sitting in council about the Giant. He asked: “What reward will be given to the man who kills Cormoran?” “The giant's treasure,” they said, “will be the reward.” Quoth Jack: “Then let me undertake it.”

      So he got a horn, shovel, and pickaxe, and went over to the Mount in the beginning of a dark winter's evening, when he fell to work, and before morning had dug a pit twenty-two feet deep, and nearly as broad, covering it over with long sticks and straw. Then he strewed a little mould over it, so that it appeared like plain ground. Jack then placed himself on the opposite side of the pit, farthest from the giant's lodging, and, just at the break of day, he put the horn to his mouth, and blew, Tantivy, Tantivy. This noise roused the giant, who rushed from his cave, crying: “You incorrigible villain, are you come here to disturb my rest? You shall pay dearly for this. Satisfaction I will have, and this it shall be, I will take you whole and broil you for breakfast.” He had no sooner uttered this, than he tumbled into the pit, and made the very foundations of the Mount to shake. “Oh, Giant,” quoth Jack, “where are you now? Oh, faith, you are gotten now into Lob's Pound, where I will surely plague you for your threatening words: what do you think now of broiling me for your breakfast? Will no other diet serve you but poor Jack?” Then having tantalised the giant for a while, he gave him a most weighty knock with his pickaxe on the very crown of his head, and killed him on the spot.

      Jack then filled up the pit with earth, and went to search the cave, which he found contained much treasure. When the magistrates heard of this they made a declaration he should henceforth be termed

       

      JACK THE GIANT-KILLER

       

      and presented him with a sword and a belt, on which were written these words embroidered in letters of gold:

       

      “Here's the right valiant Cornish man,

      Who slew the giant Cormoran.”

       

      The news of Jack's victory soon spread over all the West of England, so that another giant, named Blunderbore, hearing of it, vowed to be revenged on Jack, if ever he should light on him. This giant was the lord of an enchanted castle situated in the midst of a lonesome wood. Now Jack, about four months afterwards, walking near this wood in his journey to Wales, being weary, seated himself near a pleasant fountain and fell fast asleep. While he was sleeping, the giant, coming there for water, discovered him, and knew him to be the far-famed Jack the Giant-killer by the lines written on the belt. Without ado, he took Jack on his shoulders and carried him towards his castle. Now, as they passed through a thicket, the rustling of the boughs awakened Jack, who was strangely surprised to find himself in the clutches of the giant. His terror was only begun, for, on entering the castle, he saw the ground strewed with human bones, and the giant told him his own would ere long be among them. After this the giant locked poor Jack in an immense chamber, leaving him there while he went to fetch another giant, his brother, living in the same wood, who might share in the meal on Jack.

      After waiting some time Jack, on going to the window beheld afar off the two giants coming towards the castle. “Now,” quoth Jack to himself, “my death or my deliverance is at hand.” Now, there were strong cords in a corner of the room in which Jack was, and two of these he took, and made a strong noose at the end; and while the giants were unlocking the iron gate of the castle he threw the ropes over each of their heads. Then he drew the other ends across a beam, and pulled with all his might, so that he throttled them. Then, when he saw they were black in the face, he slid down the rope, and drawing his sword, slew them both. Then, taking the giant's keys, and unlocking the rooms, he found three fair ladies tied by the hair of their heads, almost starved to death. “Sweet ladies,” quoth Jack, “I have destroyed this monster and his brutish brother, and obtained your liberties.” This said he presented them with the keys, and so proceeded on his journey to Wales.

      Jack made the best of his way by travelling as fast as he could, but lost his road, and was benighted, and could find any habitation until, coming into a narrow valley, he found a large house, and in order to get shelter took courage to knock at the gate. But what was his surprise when there came forth a monstrous giant with two heads; yet he did not appear so fiery as the others were, for he was a Welsh giant, and what he did was by private and secret malice under the false show of friendship. Jack, having told his condition to the giant, was shown into a bedroom, where, in the dead of night, he heard his host in another apartment muttering these words:

       

      “Though here you lodge with me this night,

      You shall not see the morning light

      My club shall dash your brains outright!”

       

      “Say'st thou so,” quoth Jack; “that is like one of your Welsh tricks, yet I hope to be cunning enough for you.” Then, getting out of bed, he laid a billet in the bed in his stead, and hid himself in a corner of the room. At the dead time of the night in came the Welsh giant, who struck several heavy blows on the bed with his club, thinking he had broken every bone in Jack's skin. The next morning Jack, laughing in his sleeve, gave him hearty thanks for his night's lodging. “How have you rested?” quoth the giant; “did you not feel anything in the night?” “No,” quoth Jack, “nothing but a rat, which gave me two or three slaps with her tail.” With that, greatly wondering, the giant led Jack to breakfast, bringing him a bowl containing four gallons of hasty pudding. Being loth to let the giant think it too much for him, Jack put a large leather bag under his loose coat, in such a way that he could convey the pudding into it without its being perceived. Then, telling the giant he would show him a trick, taking a knife, Jack ripped open the bag, and out came all the hasty pudding. Whereupon, saying, “Odds splutters hur nails, hur can do that trick hurself,” the monster took the knife, and ripping open his belly, fell down dead.

      Now, it happened in these days that King Arthur's only son asked his father to give him a large sum of money, in order that he might go and seek his fortune in the principality of Wales, where lived a beautiful lady possessed with seven evil spirits. The king did his best to persuade his son from it, but in vain; so at last gave way and the prince set out with two horses, one loaded with money, the other for himself to ride upon. Now, after several days' travel, he came to a market-town in Wales, where he beheld a vast crowd of people gathered together. The prince asked the reason of it, and was told that they had arrested a corpse for several large sums of money which the deceased owed when he died. The prince replied that it was a pity creditors should be so cruel, and said: “Go bury the dead, and let his creditors come to my lodging, and there their debts shall be paid.” They came, in such great numbers that before night he had only twopence left for himself.

      Now Jack the Giant-Killer, coming that way, was so taken with the generosity of the prince, that he desired to be his servant. This being agreed upon, the next morning they set forward on their journey together, when, as they were riding out of the town, an old woman called after the prince, saying, “He has owed me twopence these seven years; pray pay me as well as the rest.” Putting his hand to his pocket, the prince gave the woman all he had left, so that after their day's food, which cost what small spell Jack had by him, they were without a penny between them.

      When the sun got low, the king's son said: “Jack, since we have no money, where can we lodge this night?”

      But Jack replied: “Master, we'll do well enough, for I have an uncle lives within two miles of this place; he is a huge and monstrous giant with three heads; he'll fight five hundred men in armour, and make them to fly before him.” “Alas!” quoth the prince, “what shall we do there? He'll certainly chop us up at a mouthful. Nay, we are scarce enough to fill one of his hollow teeth!”

      “It is no matter for that,” quoth Jack; “I myself will go before and prepare the way for you; therefore stop here and wait till I return.” Jack then rode away at full speed, and coming to the gate of the castle, he knocked so loud that he made the neighbouring hills resound. The giant roared out at this like thunder: “Who's there?”

      Jack answered: “None but your poor cousin Jack.”

      Quoth he: “What news with my poor cousin Jack?”

      He replied: “Dear uncle, heavy news, God wot!”

      “Prithee,” quoth the giant, “what heavy news can come to me? I am a giant with three heads, and besides thou knowest I can fight five hundred men in armour, and make them fly like chaff before the wind.”

      “Oh, but,” quoth Jack, “here's the king's son a-coming with a thousand men in armour to kill you and destroy all that you have!”

      “Oh, cousin Jack,” said the giant, “this is heavy news indeed! I will immediately run and hide myself, and thou shalt lock, bolt, and bar me in, and keep the keys until the prince is gone.” Having secured the giant, Jack fetched his master, when they made themselves heartily merry whilst the poor giant lay trembling in a vault under the ground.

      Early in the morning Jack furnished his master with a fresh supply of gold and silver, and then sent him three miles forward on his journey, at which time the prince was pretty well out of the smell of the giant. Jack then returned, and let the giant out of the vault, who asked what he should give him for keeping the castle from destruction. “Why,” quoth Jack, “I want nothing but the old coat and cap, together with the old rusty sword and slippers which are at your bed's head.” Quoth the giant: “You know not what you ask; they are the most precious things I have. The coat will keep you invisible, the cap will tell you all you want to know, the sword cuts asunder whatever you strike, and the shoes are of extraordinary swiftness. But you have been very serviceable to me, therefore take them with all my heart.” Jack thanked his uncle, and then went off with them. He soon overtook his master and they quickly arrived at the house of the lady the prince sought, who, finding the prince to be a suitor, prepared a splendid banquet for him. After the repast was concluded, she told him she had a task for him. She wiped his mouth with a handkerchief, saying: “You must show me that handkerchief to-morrow morning, or else you will lose your head.” With that she put it in her bosom. The prince went to bed in great sorrow, but Jack's cap of knowledge informed him how it was to be obtained. In the middle of the night she called upon her familiar spirit to carry her to Lucifer. But Jack put on his coat of darkness and his shoes of swiftness, and was there as soon as she was. When she entered the place of the Old One, she gave the handkerchief to old Lucifer, who laid it upon a shelf, whence Jack took it and brought it to his master, who showed it to the lady next day, and so saved his life. On that day, she gave the prince a kiss and told him he must show her the lips to-morrow morning that she kissed last night, or lose his head.

      “Ah!” he replied, “if you kiss none but mine, I will.”

      “That is neither here nor there,” said she; “if you do not, death's your portion!”

      At midnight she went as before, and was angry with old Lucifer for letting the handkerchief go. “But now,” quoth she, “I will be too hard for the king's son, for I will kiss thee, and he is to show me thy lips.” Which she did, and Jack, when she was not standing by, cut off Lucifer's head and brought it under his invisible coat to his master, who the next morning pulled it out by the horns before the lady. This broke the enchantment and the evil spirit left her, and she appeared in all her beauty. They were married the next morning, and soon after went to the court of King Arthur, where Jack for his many great exploits, was made one of the Knights of the Round Table.

      Jack soon went searching for giants again, but he had not ridden far, when he saw a cave, near the entrance of which he beheld a giant sitting upon a block of timber, with a knotted iron club by his side. His goggle eyes were like flames of fire, his countenance grim and ugly, and his cheeks like a couple of large flitches of bacon, while the bristles of his beard resembled rods of iron wire, and the locks that hung down upon his brawny shoulders were like curled snakes or hissing adders. Jack alighted from his horse, and, putting on the coat of darkness, went up close to the giant, and said softly: “Oh! are you there? It will not be long before I take you fast by the beard.” The giant all this while could not see him, on account of his invisible coat, so that Jack, coming up close to the monster, struck a blow with his sword at his head, but, missing his aim, he cut off the nose instead. At this, the giant roared like claps of thunder, and began to lay about him with his iron club like one stark mad. But Jack, running behind, drove his sword up to the hilt in the giant's back, so that he fell down dead. This done, Jack cut off the giant's head, and sent it, with his brother's also, to King Arthur, by a waggoner he hired for that purpose.

      Jack now resolved to enter the giant's cave in search of his treasure, and, passing along through a great many windings and turnings, he came at length to a large room paved with freestone, at the upper end of which was a boiling caldron, and on the right hand a large table, at which the giant used to dine. Then he came to a window, barred with iron, through which he looked and beheld a vast number of miserable captives, who, seeing him, cried out: “Alas! young man, art thou come to be one amongst us in this miserable den?”

      “Ay,” quoth Jack, “but pray tell me what is the meaning of your captivity?”

      “We are kept here,” said one, “till such time as the giants have a wish to feast, and then the fattest among us is slaughtered! And many are the times they have dined upon murdered men!”

      “Say you so,” quoth Jack, and straightway unlocked the gate and let them free, who all rejoiced like condemned men at sight of a pardon. Then searching the giant's coffers, he shared the gold and silver equally amongst them and took them to a neighbouring castle, where they all feasted and made merry over their deliverance.

      But in the midst of all this mirth a messenger brought news that one Thunderdell, a giant with two heads, having heard of the death of his kinsmen, had come from the northern dales to be revenged on Jack, and was within a mile of the castle, the country people flying before him like chaff. But Jack was not a bit daunted, and said: “Let him come! I have a tool to pick his teeth; and you, ladies and gentlemen, walk out into the garden, and you shall witness this giant Thunderdell's death and destruction.”

      The castle was situated in the midst of a small island surrounded by a moat thirty feet deep and twenty feet wide, over which lay a drawbridge. So Jack employed men to cut through this bridge on both sides, nearly to the middle; and then, dressing himself in his invisible coat, he marched against the giant with his sword of sharpness. Although the giant could not see Jack, he smelt his approach, and cried out in these words:

       

      “Fee, fi, fo, fum!

      I smell the blood of an Englishman!

      Be he alive or be he dead,

      I'll grind his bones to make me bread!”

       

      “Say'st thou so,” said Jack; “then thou art a monstrous miller indeed.”

      The giant cried out again: “Art thou that villain who killed my kinsmen? Then I will tear thee with my teeth, suck thy blood, and grind thy bones to powder.”

      “You'll have to catch me first,” quoth Jack, and throwing off his invisible coat, so that the giant might see him, and putting on his shoes of swiftness, he ran from the giant, who followed like a walking castle, so that the very foundations of the earth seemed to shake at every step. Jack led him a long dance, in order that the gentlemen and ladies might see; and at last to end the matter, ran lightly over the drawbridge, the giant, in full speed, pursuing him with his club. Then, coming to the middle of the bridge, the giant's great weight broke it down, and he tumbled headlong into the water, where he rolled and wallowed like a whale. Jack, standing by the moat, laughed at him all the while; but though the giant foamed to hear him scoff, and plunged from place to place in the moat, yet he could not get out to be revenged. Jack at length got a cart-rope and cast it over the two heads of the giant, and drew him ashore by a team of horses, and then cut off both his heads with his sword of sharpness, and sent them to King Arthur.

      After some time spent in mirth and pastime, Jack, taking leave of the knights and ladies, set out for new adventures. Through many woods he passed, and came at length to the foot of a high mountain. Here, late at night, he found a lonesome house, and knocked at the door, which was opened by an aged man with a head as white as snow. “Father,” said Jack, “can you lodge a benighted traveller that has lost his way?” “Yes,” said the old man; “you are right welcome to my poor cottage.” Whereupon Jack entered, and down they sat together, and the old man began to speak as follows: “Son, I see by your belt you are the great conqueror of giants, and behold, my son, on the top of this mountain is an enchanted castle, this is kept by a giant named Galligantua, and he by the help of an old conjurer, betrays many knights and ladies into his castle, where by magic art they are transformed into sundry shapes and forms. But above all, I grieve for a duke's daughter, whom they fetched from her father's garden, carrying her through the air in a burning chariot drawn by fiery dragons, when they secured her within the castle, and transformed her into a white hind. And though many knights have tried to break the enchantment, and work her deliverance, yet no one could accomplish it, on account of two dreadful griffins which are placed at the castle gate and which destroy every one who comes near. But you, my son, may pass by them undiscovered, where on the gates of the castle you will find engraven in large letters how the spell may be broken.” Jack gave the old man his hand, and promised that in the morning he would venture his life to free the lady.

      In the morning Jack arose and put on his invisible coat and magic cap and shoes, and prepared himself for the fray. Now, when he had reached the top of the mountain he soon discovered the two fiery griffins, but passed them without fear, because of his invisible coat. When he had got beyond them, he found upon the gates of the castle a golden trumpet hung by a silver chain, under which these lines were engraved:

       

      “Whoever shall this trumpet blow,

      Shall soon the giant overthrow,

      And break the black enchantment straight;

      So all shall be in happy state.”

       

      Jack had no sooner read this but he blew the trumpet, at which the castle trembled to its vast foundations, and the giant and conjurer were in horrid confusion, biting their thumbs and tearing their hair, knowing their wicked reign was at an end. Then the giant stooping to take up his club, Jack at one blow cut off his head; whereupon the conjurer, mounting up into the air, was carried away in a whirlwind. Then the enchantment was broken, and all the lords and ladies who had so long been transformed into birds and beasts returned to their proper shapes, and the castle vanished away in a cloud of smoke. This being done, the head of Galligantua was likewise, in the usual manner, conveyed to the Court of King Arthur, where, the very next day, Jack followed, with the knights and ladies who had been delivered. Whereupon, as a reward for his good services, the king prevailed upon the duke to bestow his daughter in marriage on honest Jack. So married they were, and the whole kingdom was filled with joy at the wedding. Furthermore, the king bestowed on Jack a noble castle, with a very beautiful estate thereto belonging, where he and his lady lived in great joy and happiness all the rest of their days.

    


    
      
        Johnny-Cake

      

      Once upon a time there was an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy. One morning the old woman made a Johnny-cake, and put it in the oven to bake. “You watch the Johnny-cake while your father and I go out to work in the garden.” So the old man and the old woman went out and began to hoe potatoes, and left the little boy to tend the oven. But he didn't watch it all the time, and all of a sudden he heard a noise, and he looked up and the oven door popped open, and out of the oven jumped Johnny-cake, and went rolling along end over end, towards the open door of the house. The little boy ran to shut the door, but Johnny-cake was too quick for him and rolled through the door, down the steps, and out into the road long before the little boy could catch him. The little boy ran after him as fast as he could clip it, crying out to his father and mother, who heard the uproar, and threw down their hoes and gave chase too. But Johnny-cake outran all three a long way, and was soon out of sight, while they had to sit down, all out of breath, on a bank to rest.

      On went Johnny-cake, and by-and-by he came to two well-diggers who looked up from their work and called out: “Where ye going, Johnny-cake?”

      He said: “I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and I can outrun you too-o-o!”

      “Ye can, can ye? we'll see about that?” said they; and they threw down their picks and ran after him, but couldn't catch up with him, and soon they had to sit down by the roadside to rest.

      On ran Johnny-cake, and by-and-by he came to two ditch-diggers who were digging a ditch. “Where ye going, Johnny-cake?” said they. He said: “I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-diggers, and I can outrun you too-o-o!”

      “Ye can, can ye? we'll see about that!” said they; and they threw down their spades, and ran after him too. But Johnny-cake soon outstripped them also, and seeing they could never catch him, they gave up the chase and sat down to rest.

      On went Johnny-cake, and by-and-by he came to a bear. The bear said: “Where are ye going, Johnny-cake?”

      He said: “I've outrun an old man, and an old woman and a little boy, and two well-diggers, and two ditch-diggers, and I can outrun you too-o-o!”

      “Ye can, can ye?” growled the bear, “we'll see about that!” and trotted as fast as his legs could carry him after Johnny-cake, who never stopped to look behind him. Before long the bear was left so far behind that he saw he might as well give up the hunt first as last, so he stretched himself out by the roadside to rest.

      On went Johnny-cake, and by-and-by he came to a wolf. The wolf said:-“Where ye going, Johnny-cake?” He said: “I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-diggers, and two ditch-diggers and a bear, and I can outrun you too-o-o!”

      “Ye can, can ye?” snarled the wolf, “we'll see about that!” And he set into a gallop after Johnny-cake, who went on and on so fast that the wolf too saw there was no hope of overtaking him, and he too lay down to rest.

      On went Johnny-cake, and by-and-by he came to a fox that lay quietly in a corner of the fence. The fox called out in a sharp voice, but without getting up: “Where ye going Johnny-cake?”

      He said: “I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-diggers, and two ditch-diggers, a bear, and a wolf, and I can outrun you too-o-o!”

      The fox said: “I can't quite hear you, Johnny-cake, won't you come a little closer?” turning his head a little to one side.

      Johnny-cake stopped his race for the first time, and went a little closer, and called out in a very loud voice “I've outrun an old man, and an old woman, and a little boy, and two well-diggers, and two ditch-diggers, and a bear, and a wolf, and I can outrun you too-o-o.”

      “Can't quite hear you; won't you come a little closer?” said the fox in a feeble voice, as he stretched out his neck towards Johnny-cake, and put one paw behind his ear.

      Johnny-cake came up close, and leaning towards the fox screamed out: I'VE OUTRUN AN OLD MAN, AND AN OLD WOMAN, AND A LITTLE BOY, AND TWO WELL-DIGGERS, AND TWO DITCH-DIGGERS, AND A BEAR, AND A WOLF, AND I CAN OUTRUN YOU TOO-O-O!”

      “You can, can you?” yelped the fox, and he snapped up the Johnny-cake in his sharp teeth in the twinkling of an eye.

    


    
      
        Lazy Jack

      

      Once upon a time there was a boy whose name was Jack, and he lived with his mother on a common. They were very poor, and the old woman got her living by spinning, but Jack was so lazy that he would do nothing but bask in the sun in the hot weather, and sit by the corner of the hearth in the winter-time. So they called him Lazy Jack. His mother could not get him to do anything for her, and at last told him, one Monday, that if he did not begin to work for his porridge she would turn him out to get his living as he could.

      This roused Jack, and he went out and hired himself for the next day to a neighbouring farmer for a penny; but as he was coming home, never having had any money before, he lost it in passing over a brook. “You stupid boy,” said his mother, “you should have put it in your pocket.” “I'll do so another time,” replied Jack.

      On Wednesday, Jack went out again and hired himself to a cow-keeper, who gave him a jar of milk for his day's work. Jack took the jar and put it into the large pocket of his jacket, spilling it all, long before he got home. “Dear me!” said the old woman; “you should have carried it on your head.” “I'll do so another time,” said Jack.

      So on Thursday, Jack hired himself again to a farmer, who agreed to give him a cream cheese for his services. In the evening Jack took the cheese, and went home with it on his head. By the time he got home the cheese was all spoilt, part of it being lost, and part matted with his hair. “You stupid lout,” said his mother, “you should have carried it very carefully in your hands.” “I'll do so another time,” replied Jack.

      On Friday, Lazy Jack again went out, and hired himself to a baker, who would give him nothing for his work but a large tom-cat. Jack took the cat, and began carrying it very carefully in his hands, but in a short time pussy scratched him so much that he was compelled to let it go. When he got home, his mother said to him, “You silly fellow, you should have tied it with a string, and dragged it along after you.” “I'll do so another time,” said Jack.

      So on Saturday, Jack hired himself to a butcher, who rewarded him by the handsome present of a shoulder of mutton. Jack took the mutton, tied it to a string, and trailed it along after him in the dirt, so that by the time he had got home the meat was completely spoilt. His mother was this time quite out of patience with him, for the next day was Sunday, and she was obliged to make do with cabbage for her dinner. “You ninney-hammer,” said she to her son; “you should have carried it on your shoulder.” “I'll do so another time,” replied Jack.

      On the next Monday, Lazy Jack went once more, and hired himself to a cattle-keeper, who gave him a donkey for his trouble. Jack found it hard to hoist the donkey on his shoulders, but at last he did it, and began walking slowly home with his prize. Now it happened that in the course of his journey there lived a rich man with his only daughter, a beautiful girl, but deaf and dumb. Now she had never laughed in her life, and the doctors said she would never speak till somebody made her laugh. This young lady happened to be looking out of the window when Jack was passing with the donkey on his shoulders, with the legs sticking up in the air, and the sight was so comical and strange that she burst out into a great fit of laughter, and immediately recovered her speech and hearing. Her father was overjoyed, and fulfilled his promise by marrying her to Lazy Jack, who was thus made a rich gentleman. They lived in a large house, and Jack's mother lived with them in great happiness until she died.

    


    
      
        Molly Whuppie

      

      Once upon a time there was a man and a wife had too many children, and they could not get meat for them, so they took the three youngest and left them in a wood. They travelled and travelled and could see never a house. It began to be dark, and they were hungry. At last they saw a light and made for it; it turned out to be a house. They knocked at the door, and a woman came to it, who said: “What do you want?” They said: “Please let us in and give us something to eat.” The woman said: “I can't do that, as my man is a giant, and he would kill you if he comes home.” They begged hard. “Let us stop for a little while,” said they, “and we will go away before he comes.” So she took them in, and set them down before the fire, and gave them milk and bread; but just as they had begun to eat a great knock came to the door, and a dreadful voice said:

       

      “Fee, fie, fo, fum,

      I smell the blood of some earthly one.

       

      Who have you there wife?” “Eh,” said the wife, “it's three poor lassies cold and hungry, and they will go away. Ye won't touch 'em, man.” He said nothing, but ate up a big supper, and ordered them to stay all night. Now he had three lassies of his own, and they were to sleep in the same bed with the three strangers.

      The youngest of the three strange lassies was called Molly Whuppie, and she was very clever. She noticed that before they went to bed the giant put straw ropes round her neck and her sisters', and round his own lassies' necks he put gold chains. So Molly took care and did not fall asleep, but waited till she was sure every one was sleeping sound. Then she slipped out of the bed, and took the straw ropes off her own and her sisters' necks, and took the gold chains off the giant's lassies. She then put the straw ropes on the giant's lassies and the gold on herself and her sisters, and lay down.

      And in the middle of the night up rose the giant, armed with a great club, and felt for the necks with the straw. It was dark. He took his own lassies out of bed on to the floor, and battered them until they were dead, and then lay down again, thinking he had managed fine. Molly thought it time she and her sisters were out of that, so she wakened them and told them to be quiet, and they slipped out of the house. They all got out safe, and they ran and ran, and never stopped until morning, when they saw a grand house before them. It turned out to be a king's house: so Molly went in, and told her story to the king. He said: “Well, Molly, you are a clever girl, and you have managed well; but, if you would manage better, and go back, and steal the giant's sword that hangs on the back of his bed, I would give your eldest sister my eldest son to marry.” Molly said she would try.

      So she went back, and managed to slip into the giant's house, and crept in below the bed. The giant came home, and ate up a great supper, and went to bed. Molly waited until he was snoring, and she crept out, and reached over the giant and got down the sword; but just as she got it out over the bed it gave a rattle, and up jumped the giant, and Molly ran out at the door and the sword with her; and she ran, and he ran, till they came to the “Bridge of one hair”; and she got over, but he couldn't, and he says, “Woe worth ye, Molly Whuppie! never ye come again.” And she says “Twice yet, carle,” quoth she, “I'll come to Spain.” So Molly took the sword to the king, and her sister was married to his son.

      Well, the king he says: “Ye've managed well, Molly; but if ye would manage better, and steal the purse that lies below the giant's pillow, I would marry your second sister to my second son.” And Molly said she would try. So she set out for the giant's house, and slipped in, and hid again below the bed, and waited till the giant had eaten his supper, and was snoring sound asleep. She slipped out, and slipped her hand below the pillow, and got out the purse; but just as she was going out the giant wakened, and ran after her; and she ran, and he ran, till they came to the “Bridge of one hair,” and she got over, but he couldn't, and he said, “Woe worth ye, Molly Whuppie! never you come again.” “Once yet, carle,” quoth she, “I'll come to Spain.” So Molly took the purse to the king, and her second sister was married to the king's second son.

      After that the king says to Molly: “Molly, you are a clever girl, but if you would do better yet, and steal the giant's ring that he wears on his finger, I will give you my youngest son for yourself.” Molly said she would try. So back she goes to the giant's house, and hides herself below the bed. The giant wasn't long ere he came home, and, after he had eaten a great big supper, he went to his bed, and shortly was snoring loud. Molly crept out and reached over the bed, and got hold of the giant's hand, and she pulled and she pulled until she got off the ring; but just as she got it off the giant got up, and gripped her by the hand, and he says: “Now I have catcht you, Molly Whuppie, and, if I had done as much ill to you as ye have done to me, what would ye do to me?”

      Molly says: “I would put you into a sack, and I'd put the cat inside with you, and the dog aside you, and a needle and thread and a shears, and I'd hang you up upon the wall, and I'd go to the wood, and choose the thickest stick I could get, and I would come home, and take you down, and bang you till you were dead.”

      “Well, Molly,” says the giant, “I'll just do that to you.”

      So he gets a sack, and puts Molly into it, and the cat and the dog beside her, and a needle and thread and shears, and hangs her up upon the wall, and goes to the wood to choose a stick.

      Molly she sings out: “Oh, if ye saw what I see.”

      “Oh,” says the giant's wife, “what do ye see, Molly?”

      But Molly never said a word but, “Oh, if ye saw what I see!”

      The giant's wife begged that Molly would take her up into the sack till she would see what Molly saw. So Molly took the shears and cut a hole in the sack, and took out the needle and thread with her, and jumped down and helped, the giant's wife up into the sack, and sewed up the hole.

      The giant's wife saw nothing, and began to ask to get down again; but Molly never minded, but hid herself at the back of the door. Home came the giant, and a great big tree in his hand, and he took down the sack, and began to batter it. His wife cried, “It's me, man;” but the dog barked and the cat mewed, and he did not know his wife's voice. But Molly came out from the back of the door, and the giant saw her, and he after her; and he ran and she ran, till they came to the “Bridge of one hair,” and she got over but he couldn't; and he said, “Woe worth you, Molly Whuppie! never you come again.” “Never more, carle,” quoth she, “will I come again to Spain.”

      So Molly took the ring to the king, and she was married to his youngest son, and she never saw the giant again.

    


    
      
        Mouse and Mouser

      

      The Mouse went to visit the Cat, and found her sitting behind the hall door, spinning.

      MOUSE. What are you doing, my lady, my lady, What are you doing, my lady?

      CAT (sharply). I'm spinning old breeches, good body, good body I'm spinning old breeches, good body.

      MOUSE. Long may you wear them, my lady, my lady, Long may you wear them, my lady.

      CAT (gruffly). I'll wear' em and tear 'em, good body, good body. I'll wear 'em and tear 'em, good body.

      MOUSE. I was sweeping my room, my lady, my lady, I was sweeping my room, my lady.

      CAT. The cleaner you'd be, good body, good body, The cleaner you'd be, good body.

      MOUSE. I found a silver sixpence, my lady, my lady, I found a silver sixpence, my lady.

      CAT. The richer you were, good body, good body, The richer you were, good body.

      MOUSE. I went to the market, my lady, my lady, I went to the market, my lady.

      CAT. The further you went, good body, good body The further you went, good body.

      MOUSE. I bought me a pudding, my lady, my lady, I bought me a pudding, my lady.

      CAT (snarling). The more meat you had, good body, good body, The more meat you had, good body.

      MOUSE. I put it in the window to cool, my lady, I put it in the window to cool.

      CAT. (sharply). The faster you'd eat it, good body, good body, The faster you'd eat it, good body.

      MOUSE (timidly). The cat came and ate it, my lady, my lady, The cat came and ate it, my lady.

      CAT (pouncingly). And I'll eat you, good body, good body, And I'll eat you, good body.

      (Springs upon the mouse and kills it.)

    


    
      
        Mr. Fox

      

      Lady Mary was young, and Lady Mary was fair. She had two brothers, and more lovers than she could count. But of them all, the bravest and most gallant, was a Mr. Fox, whom she met when she was down at her father's country-house. No one knew who Mr. Fox was; but he was certainly brave, and surely rich, and of all her lovers, Lady Mary cared for him alone. At last it was agreed upon between them that they should be married. Lady Mary asked Mr. Fox where they should live, and he described to her his castle, and where it was; but, strange to say, did not ask her, or her brothers to come and see it.

      So one day, near the wedding-day, when her brothers were out, and Mr. Fox was away for a day or two on business, as he said, Lady Mary set out for Mr. Fox's castle. And after many searchings, she came at last to it, and a fine strong house it was, with high walls and a deep moat. And when she came up to the gateway she saw written on it:

       

      BE BOLD, BE BOLD.

       

      But as the gate was open, she went through it, and found no one there. So she went up to the doorway, and over it she found written:

       

      BE BOLD, BE BOLD, BUT NOT TOO BOLD.

       

      Still she went on, till she came into the hall, and went up the broad stairs till she came to a door in the gallery, over which was written:

      BE BOLD, BE BOLD, BUT NOT TOO BOLD, LEST THAT YOUR HEART'S BLOOD SHOULD RUN COLD.

      But Lady Mary was a brave one, she was, and she opened the door, and what do you think she saw? Why, bodies and skeletons of beautiful young ladies all stained with blood. So Lady Mary thought it was high time to get out of that horrid place, and she closed the door, went through the gallery, and was just going down the stairs, and out of the hall, when who should she see through the window, but Mr. Fox dragging a beautiful young lady along from the gateway to the door. Lady Mary rushed downstairs, and hid herself behind a cask, just in time, as Mr. Fox came in with the poor young lady who seemed to have fainted. Just as he got near Lady Mary, Mr. Fox saw a diamond ring glittering on the finger of the young lady he was dragging, and he tried to pull it off. But it was tightly fixed, and would not come off, so Mr. Fox cursed and swore, and drew his sword, raised it, and brought it down upon the hand of the poor lady. The sword cut off the hand, which jumped up into the air, and fell of all places in the world into Lady Mary's lap. Mr. Fox looked about a bit, but did not think of looking behind the cask, so at last he went on dragging the young lady up the stairs into the Bloody Chamber.

      As soon as she heard him pass through the gallery, Lady Mary crept out of the door, down through the gateway, and ran home as fast as she could.

      Now it happened that the very next day the marriage contract of Lady Mary and Mr. Fox was to be signed, and there was a splendid breakfast before that. And when Mr. Fox was seated at table opposite Lady Mary, he looked at her. “How pale you are this morning, my dear.” “Yes,” said she, “I had a bad night's rest last night. I had horrible dreams.” “Dreams go by contraries,” said Mr. Fox; “but tell us your dream, and your sweet voice will make the time pass till the happy hour comes.”

      “I dreamed,” said Lady Mary, “that I went yestermorn to your castle, and I found it in the woods, with high walls, and a deep moat, and over the gateway was written:

       

      BE BOLD, BE BOLD.

       

      “But it is not so, nor it was not so,” said Mr. Fox.

      “And when I came to the doorway over it was written:

       

      BE BOLD, BE BOLD, BUT NOT TOO BOLD.

       

      “It is not so, nor it was not so,” said Mr. Fox.

      “And then I went upstairs, and came to a gallery, at the end of which was a door, on which was written:

      BE BOLD, BE BOLD, BUT NOT TOO BOLD, LEST THAT YOUR HEART'S BLOOD SHOULD RUN COLD.

      “It is not so, nor it was not so,” said Mr. Fox.

      “And then-and then I opened the door, and the room was filled with bodies and skeletons of poor dead women, all stained with their blood.”

      “It is not so, nor it was not so. And God forbid it should be so,” said Mr. Fox.

      “I then dreamed that I rushed down the gallery, and just as I was going down the stairs, I saw you, Mr. Fox, coming up to the hall door, dragging after you a poor young lady, rich and beautiful.”

      “It is not so, nor it was not so. And God forbid it should be so,” said Mr. Fox.

      “I rushed downstairs, just in time to hide myself behind a cask, when you, Mr. Fox, came in dragging the young lady by the arm. And, as you passed me, Mr. Fox, I thought I saw you try and get off her diamond ring, and when you could not, Mr. Fox, it seemed to me in my dream, that you out with your sword and hacked off the poor lady's hand to get the ring.”

      “It is not so, nor it was not so. And God forbid it should be so,” said Mr. Fox, and was going to say something else as he rose from his seat, when Lady Mary cried out:

      “But it is so, and it was so. Here's hand and ring I have to show,” and pulled out the lady's hand from her dress, and pointed it straight at Mr. Fox.

      At once her brothers and her friends drew their swords and cut Mr. Fox into a thousand pieces.

    


    
      
        Mr. Miacca

      

      Tommy Grimes was sometimes a good boy, and sometimes a bad boy; and when he was a bad boy, he was a very bad boy. Now his mother used to say to him: “Tommy, Tommy, be a good boy, and don't go out of the street, or else Mr. Miacca will take you.” But still when he was a bad boy he would go out of the street; and one day, sure enough, he had scarcely got round the corner, when Mr. Miacca did catch him and popped him into a bag upside down, and took him off to his house.

      When Mr. Miacca got Tommy inside, he pulled him out of the bag and set him down, and felt his arms and legs. “You're rather tough,” says he; “but you're all I've got for supper, and you'll not taste bad boiled. But body o' me, I've forgot the herbs, and it's bitter you'll taste without herbs. Sally! Here, I say, Sally!” and he called Mrs. Miacca.

      So Mrs. Miacca came out of another room and said: “What d'ye want, my dear?”

      “Oh, here's a little boy for supper,” said Mr. Miacca, “and I've forgot the herbs. Mind him, will ye, while I go for them.”

      “All right, my love,” says Mrs. Miacca, and off he goes.

      Then Tommy Grimes said to Mrs. Miacca: “Does Mr. Miacca always have little boys for supper?”

      “Mostly, my dear,” said Mrs. Miacca, “if little boys are bad enough, and get in his way.”

      “And don't you have anything else but boy-meat? No pudding?” asked Tommy.

      “Ah, I loves pudding,” says Mrs. Miacca. “But it's not often the likes of me gets pudding.”

      “Why, my mother is making a pudding this very day,” said Tommy Grimes, “and I am sure she'd give you some, if I ask her. Shall I run and get some?”

      “Now, that's a thoughtful boy,” said Mrs. Miacca, “only don't be long and be sure to be back for supper.”

      So off Tommy pelters, and right glad he was to get off so cheap; and for many a long day he was as good as good could be, and never went round the corner of the street. But he couldn't always be good; and one day he went round the corner, and as luck would have it, he hadn't scarcely got round it when Mr. Miacca grabbed him up, popped him in his bag, and took him home.

      When he got him there, Mr. Miacca dropped him out; and when he saw him, he said: “Ah, you're the youngster what served me and my missus that shabby trick, leaving us without any supper. Well, you shan't do it again. I'll watch over you myself. Here, get under the sofa, and I'll set on it and watch the pot boil for you.”

      So poor Tommy Grimes had to creep under the sofa, and Mr. Miacca sat on it and waited for the pot to boil. And they waited, and they waited, but still the pot didn't boil, till at last Mr. Miacca got tired of waiting, and he said: “Here, you under there, I'm not going to wait any longer; put out your leg, and I'll stop your giving us the slip.”

      So Tommy put out a leg, and Mr. Miacca got a chopper, and chopped it off, and pops it in the pot.

      Suddenly he calls out: “Sally, my dear, Sally!” and nobody answered. So he went into the next room to look out for Mrs. Miacca, and while he was there, Tommy crept out from under the sofa and ran out of the door. For it was a leg of the sofa that he had put out.

      So Tommy Grimes ran home, and he never went round the corner again till he was old enough to go alone.

    


    
      
        Mr. Vinegar

      

      Mr. and Mrs. Vinegar lived in a vinegar bottle. Now, one day, when Mr. Vinegar was from home, Mrs. Vinegar, who was a very good housewife, was busily sweeping her house, when an unlucky thump of the broom brought the whole house clitter-clatter, clitter-clatter, about her ears. In an agony of grief she rushed forth to meet her husband.

      On seeing him she exclaimed, “Oh, Mr. Vinegar, Mr. Vinegar, we are ruined, I have knocked the house down, and it is all to pieces!” Mr. Vinegar then said: “My dear, let us see what can be done. Here is the door; I will take it on my back, and we will go forth to seek our fortune.”

      They walked all that day, and at nightfall entered a thick forest. They were both very, very tired, and Mr. Vinegar said: “My love, I will climb up into a tree, drag up the door, and you shall follow.” He accordingly did so, and they both stretched their weary limbs on the door, and fell fast asleep.

      In the middle of the night Mr. Vinegar was disturbed by the sound of voices underneath, and to his horror and dismay found that it was a band of thieves met to divide their booty.

      “Here, Jack,” said one, “here's five pounds for you; here, Bill, here's ten pounds for you; here, Bob, here's three pounds for you.”

      Mr. Vinegar could listen no longer; his terror was so great that he trembled and trembled, and shook down the door on their heads. Away scampered the thieves, but Mr. Vinegar dared not quit his retreat till broad daylight.

      He then scrambled out of the tree, and went to lift up the door. What did he see but a number of golden guineas. “Come down, Mrs. Vinegar,” he cried; “come down, I say; our fortune's made, our fortune's made! Come down, I say.”

      Mrs. Vinegar got down as fast as she could, and when she saw the money she jumped for joy. “Now, my dear,” said she, “I'll tell you what you shall do. There is a fair at the neighbouring town; you shall take these forty guineas and buy a cow. I can make butter and cheese, which you shall sell at market, and we shall then be able to live very comfortably.”

      Mr. Vinegar joyfully agrees, takes the money, and off he goes to the fair. When he arrived, he walked up and down, and at length saw a beautiful red cow. It was an excellent milker, and perfect in every way. “Oh,” thought Mr. Vinegar, “if I had but that cow, I should be the happiest, man alive.”

      So he offers the forty guineas for the cow, and the owner said that, as he was a friend, he'd oblige him. So the bargain was made, and he got the cow and he drove it backwards and forwards to show it.

      By-and-by he saw a man playing the bagpipes-Tweedle-dum tweedle-dee. The children followed him about, and he appeared to be pocketing money on all sides. “Well,” thought Mr. Vinegar, “if I had but that beautiful instrument I should be the happiest man alive-my fortune would be made.”

      So he went up to the man. “Friend,” says he, “what a beautiful instrument that is, and what a deal of money you must make.” “Why, yes,” said the man, “I make a great deal of money, to be sure, and it is a wonderful instrument.” “Oh!” cried Mr. Vinegar, “how I should like to possess it!” “Well,” said the man, “as you are a friend, I don't much mind parting with it; you shall have it for that red cow.” “Done!” said the delighted Mr. Vinegar. So the beautiful red cow was given for the bagpipes.

      He walked up and down with his purchase; but it was in vain he tried to play a tune, and instead of pocketing pence, the boys followed him hooting, laughing, and pelting.

      Poor Mr. Vinegar, his fingers grew very cold, and, just as he was leaving the town, he met a man with a fine thick pair of gloves. “Oh, my fingers are so very cold,” said Mr. Vinegar to himself. “Now if I had but those beautiful gloves I should be the happiest man alive.” He went up to the man, and said to him, “Friend, you seem to have a capital pair of gloves there.” “Yes, truly,” cried the man; “and my hands are as warm as possible this cold November day.” “Well,” said Mr. Vinegar, “I should like to have them.”. “What will you give?” said the man; “as you are a friend, I don't much mind letting you have them for those bagpipes.” “Done!” cried Mr. Vinegar. He put on the gloves, and felt perfectly happy as he trudged homewards.

      At last he grew very tired, when he saw a man coming towards him with a good stout stick in his hand.

      “Oh,” said Mr. Vinegar, “that I had but that stick! I should then be the happiest man alive.” He said to the man: “Friend! what a rare good stick you have got.” “Yes,” said the man; “I have used it for many a long mile, and a good friend it has been; but if you have a fancy for it, as you are a friend, I don't mind giving it to you for that pair of gloves.” Mr. Vinegar's hands were so warm, and his legs so tired, that he gladly made the exchange.

      As he drew near to the wood where he had left his wife, he heard a parrot on a tree calling out his name: “Mr. Vinegar, you foolish man, you blockhead, you simpleton; you went to the fair, and laid out all your money in buying a cow. Not content with that, you changed it for bagpipes, on which you could not play, and which were not worth one-tenth of the money. You fool, you-you had no sooner got the bagpipes than you changed them for the gloves, which were not worth one-quarter of the money; and when you had got the gloves, you changed them for a poor miserable stick; and now for your forty guineas, cow, bagpipes, and gloves, you have nothing to show but that poor miserable stick, which you might have cut in any hedge.” On this the bird laughed and laughed, and Mr. Vinegar, falling into a violent rage, threw the stick at its head. The stick lodged in the tree, and he returned to his wife without money, cow, bagpipes, gloves, or stick, and she instantly gave him such a sound cudgelling that she almost broke every bone in his skin.

    


    
      
        Nix Nought Nothing

      

      There once lived a king and a queen as many a one has been. They were long married and had no children; but at last a baby-boy came to the queen when the king was away in the far countries. The queen would not christen the boy till the king came back, and she said, “We will just call him Nix Nought Nothing until his father comes home.” But it was long before he came home, and the boy had grown a nice little laddie. At length the king was on his way back; but he had a big river to cross, and there was a whirlpool, and he could not get over the water. But a giant came up to him, and said “I'll carry you over.” But the king said: “What's your pay?” “O give me Nix, Nought, Nothing, and I will carry you over the water on my back.” The king had never heard that his son was called Nix Nought Nothing, and so he said: “O, I'll give you that and my thanks into the bargain.” When the king got home again, he was very happy to see his wife again, and his young son. She told him that she had not given the child any name, but just Nix Nought Nothing, until he should come home again himself. The poor king was in a terrible case. He said: “What have I done? I promised to give the giant who carried me over the river on his back, Nix Nought Nothing.” The king and the queen were sad and sorry, but they said: “When the giant comes we will give him the hen-wife's boy; he will never know the difference.” The next day the giant came to claim the king's promise, and he sent for the hen-wife's boy; and the giant went away with the boy on his back. He travelled till he came to a big stone, and there he sat down to rest. He said,

      “Hidge, Hodge, on my back, what time of day is that?”

      The poor little boy said: “It is the time that my mother, the hen-wife, takes up the eggs for the queen's breakfast.”

      The Giant was very angry, and dashed the boy's head on the stone and killed him.

      So he went back in a tower of a temper and this time they gave him the gardener's boy. He went off with him on his back till they got to the stone again when the giant sat down to rest. And he said:

      “Hidge, Hodge, on my back, what time of day do you make that?”

      The gardener's boy said: “Sure it's the time that my mother takes up the vegetables for the queen's dinner.” Then the giant was right wild and dashed his brains out on the stone.

      Then the giant went back to the king's house in a terrible temper and said he would destroy them all if they did not give him Nix Nought Nothing this time. They had to do it; and when he came to the big stone, the giant said: “What time of day is that?” Nix Nought Nothing said: “It is the time that my father the king will be sitting down to supper.” The giant said: “I've got the right one now;” and took Nix Nought Nothing to his own house and brought him up till he was a man.

      The giant had a bonny daughter, and she and the lad grew very fond of each other. The giant said one day to Nix Nought Nothing: “I've work for you to-morrow. There is a stable seven miles long and seven miles broad, and it has not been cleaned for seven years, and you must clean it to-morrow, or I will have you for my supper.”

      The giant's daughter went out next morning with the lad's breakfast, and found him in a terrible state, for always as he cleaned out a bit, it just fell in again. The giant's daughter said she would help him, and she cried all the beasts in the field, and all the fowls of the air, and in a minute they all came, and carried away everything that was in the stable and made it all clean before the giant came home. He said: “Shame on the wit that helped you; but I have a worse job for you to-morrow.” Then he said to Nix Nought Nothing: “There's a lake seven miles long, and seven miles deep, and seven miles broad, and you must drain it to-morrow by nightfall, or else I'll have you for my supper.” Nix Nought Nothing began early next morning and tried to lave the water with his pail, but the lake was never getting any less, and he didn't know what to do; but the giant's daughter called on all the fish in the sea to come and drink the water, and very soon they drank it dry. When the giant saw the work done he was in a rage, and said: “I've a worse job for you to-morrow; there is a tree, seven miles high, and no branch on it, till you get to the top, and there is a nest with seven eggs in it, and you must bring down all the eggs without breaking one, or else I'll have you for my supper.” At first the giant's daughter did not know how to help Nix Nought Nothing; but she cut off first her fingers and then her toes, and made steps of them, and he clomb the tree and got all the eggs safe till he came just to the bottom, and then one was broken. So they determined to run away together and after the giant's daughter had tidied up her hair a bit and got her magic flask they set out together as fast as they could run. And they hadn't got but three fields away when they looked back and saw the giant walking along at top speed after them. “Quick, quick,” called out the giant's daughter, “take my comb from my hair and throw it down.” Nix Nought Nothing took her comb from her hair and threw it down, and out of every one of its prongs there sprung up a fine thick briar in the way of the giant. You may be sure it took him a long time to work his way through the briar bush and by the time he was well through Nix Nought Nothing and his sweetheart had run on a tidy step away from him. But he soon came along after them and was just like to catch 'em up when the giant's daughter called out to Nix Nought Nothing, “Take my hair dagger and throw it down, quick, quick.” So Nix Nought Nothing threw down the hair dagger and out of it grew as quick as lightning a thick hedge of sharp razors placed criss-cross. The giant had to tread very cautiously to get through all this and meanwhile the young lovers ran on, and on, and on, till they were nearly out of sight. But at last the giant was through, and it wasn't long before he was like to catch them up. But just as he was stretching out his hand to catch Nix Nought Nothing his daughter took out her magic flask and dashed it on the ground. And as it broke out of it welled a big, big wave that grew, and that grew, till it reached the giant's waist and then his neck, and when it got to his head, he was drowned dead, and dead, and dead indeed. So he goes out of the story.

      But Nix Nought Nothing fled on till where do you think they came to? Why, to near the castle of Nix Nought Nothing's father and mother. But the giant's daughter was so weary that she couldn't move a step further. So Nix Nought Nothing told her to wait there while he went and found out a lodging for the night. And he went on towards the lights of the castle, and on the way he came to the cottage of the hen-wife whose boy had had his brains dashed out by the giant. Now she knew Nix Nought Nothing in a moment, and hated him because he was the cause of her son's death. So when he asked his way to the castle she put a spell upon him, and when he got to the castle, no sooner was he let in than he fell down dead asleep upon a bench in the hall. The king and queen tried all they could do to wake him up, but all in vain. So the king promised that if any lady could wake him up she should marry him. Meanwhile the giant's daughter was waiting and waiting for him to come back. And she went up into a tree to watch for him. The gardener's daughter, going to draw water in the well, saw the shadow of the lady in the water and thought it was herself, and said; “If I'm so bonny, if I'm so brave, why do you send me to draw water?” So she threw down her pail and went to see if she could wed the sleeping stranger. And she went to the hen-wife, who taught her an unspelling catch which would keep Nix Nought Nothing awake as long as the gardener's daughter liked. So she went up to the castle and sang her catch and Nix Nought Nothing was wakened for a bit and they promised to wed him to the gardener's daughter. Meanwhile the gardener went down to draw water from the well and saw the shadow of the lady in the water. So he looks up and finds her, and he brought the lady from the tree, and led her into his house. And he told her that a stranger was to marry his daughter, and took her up to the castle and showed her the man: and it was Nix Nought Nothing asleep in a chair. And she saw him, and cried to him: “Waken, waken, and speak to me!” But he would not waken, and soon she cried:

       

      “I cleaned the stable, I laved the lake, and I clomb the tree,

      And all for the love of thee,

      And thou wilt not waken and speak to me.”

       

      The king and the queen heard this, and came to the bonny young lady, and she said:

      “I cannot get Nix Nought Nothing to speak to me for all that I can do.”

      Then were they greatly astonished when she spoke of Nix Nought Nothing, and asked where he was, and she said: “He that sits there in the chair.” Then they ran to him and kissed him and called him their own dear son; so they called for the gardener's daughter and made her sing her charm, and he wakened, and told them all that the giant's daughter had done for him, and of all her kindness. Then they took her in their arms and kissed her, and said she should now be their daughter, for their son should marry her. But they sent for the hen-wife and put her to death. And they lived happy all their days.

    


    
      
        Teeny-Tiny

      

      Once upon a time there was a teeny-tiny woman lived in a teeny-tiny house in a teeny-tiny village. Now, one day this teeny-tiny woman put on her teeny-tiny bonnet, and went out of her teeny-tiny house to take a teeny-tiny walk. And when this teeny-tiny woman had gone a teeny-tiny way she came to a teeny-tiny gate; so the teeny-tiny woman opened the teeny-tiny gate, and went into a teeny-tiny churchyard. And when this teeny-tiny woman had got into the teeny-tiny churchyard, she saw a teeny-tiny bone on a teeny-tiny grave, and the teeny-tiny woman said to her teeny-tiny self, “This teeny-tiny bone will make me some teeny-tiny soup for my teeny-tiny supper.” So the teeny-tiny woman put the teeny-tiny bone into her teeny-tiny pocket, and went home to her teeny-tiny house.

      Now when the teeny-tiny woman got home to her teeny-tiny house she was a teeny-tiny bit tired; so she went up her teeny-tiny stairs to her teeny-tiny bed, and put the teeny-tiny bone into a teeny-tiny cupboard. And when this teeny-tiny woman had been to sleep a teeny-tiny time, she was awakened by a teeny-tiny voice from the teeny-tiny cupboard, which said:

      “Give me my bone!”

      And this teeny-tiny woman was a teeny-tiny frightened, so she hid her teeny-tiny head under the teeny-tiny clothes and went to sleep again. And when she had been to sleep again a teeny-tiny time, the teeny-tiny voice again cried out from the teeny-tiny cupboard a teeny-tiny louder, “Give me my bone!”

      This made the teeny-tiny woman a teeny-tiny more frightened, so she hid her teeny-tiny head a teeny-tiny further under the teeny-tiny clothes. And when the teeny-tiny woman had been to sleep again a teeny-tiny time, the teeny-tiny voice from the teeny-tiny cupboard said again a teeny-tiny louder,

      “Give me my bone!”

      And this teeny-tiny woman was a teeny-tiny bit more frightened, but she put her teeny-tiny head out of the teeny-tiny clothes, and said in her loudest teeny-tiny voice, “TAKE IT!”

    


    
      
        The Golden Arm

      

      Here was once a man who travelled the land all over in search of a wife. He saw young and old, rich and poor, pretty and plain, and could not meet with one to his mind. At last he found a woman, young, fair, and rich, who possessed a right arm of solid gold. He married her at once, and thought no man so fortunate as he was. They lived happily together, but, though he wished people to think otherwise, he was fonder of the golden arm than of all his wife's gifts besides.

      At last she died. The husband put on the blackest black, and pulled the longest face at the funeral; but for all that he got up in the middle of the night, dug up the body, and cut off the golden arm. He hurried home to hide his treasure, and thought no one would know.

      The following night he put the golden arm under his pillow, and was just falling asleep, when the ghost of his dead wife glided into the room. Stalking up to the bedside it drew the curtain, and looked at him reproachfully. Pretending not to be afraid, he spoke to the ghost, and said: “What hast thou done with thy cheeks so red?”

      “All withered and wasted away,” replied the ghost, in a hollow tone.

      “What hast thou done with thy red rosy lips?”

      “All withered and wasted away.”

      “What hast thou done with thy golden hair?”

      “All withered and wasted away.”

      “What hast thou done with thy Golden Arm?”

       

      “THOU HAST IT!”

    


    
      
        The Master And His Pupil

      

      There was once a very learned man in the north-country who knew all the languages under the sun, and who was acquainted with all the mysteries of creation. He had one big book bound in black calf and clasped with iron, and with iron corners, and chained to a table which was made fast to the floor; and when he read out of this book, he unlocked it with an iron key, and none but he read from it, for it contained all the secrets of the spiritual world. It told how many angels there were in heaven, and how they marched in their ranks, and sang in their quires, and what were their several functions, and what was the name of each great angel of might. And it told of the demons, how many of them there were, and what were their several powers, and their labours, and their names, and how they might be summoned, and how tasks might be imposed on them, and how they might be chained to be as slaves to man.

      Now the master had a pupil who was but a foolish lad, and he acted as servant to the great master, but never was he suffered to look into the black book, hardly to enter the private room.

      One day the master was out, and then the lad, as curious as could be, hurried to the chamber where his master kept his wondrous apparatus for changing copper into gold, and lead into silver, and where was his mirror in which he could see all that was passing in the world, and where was the shell which when held to the ear whispered all the words that were being spoken by anyone the master desired to know about. The lad tried in vain with the crucibles to turn copper and lead into gold and silver-he looked long and vainly into the mirror; smoke and clouds passed over it, but he saw nothing plain, and the shell to his ear produced only indistinct murmurings, like the breaking of distant seas on an unknown shore. “I can do nothing,” he said; “as I don't know the right words to utter, and they are locked up in yon book.”

      He looked round, and, see! the book was unfastened; the master had forgotten to lock it before he went out. The boy rushed to it, and unclosed the volume. It was written with red and black ink, and much of it he could not understand; but he put his finger on a line and spelled it through.

      At once the room was darkened, and the house trembled; a clap of thunder rolled through the passage and the old room, and there stood before him a horrible, horrible form, breathing fire, and with eyes like burning lamps. It was the demon Beelzebub, whom he had called up to serve him.

      “Set me a task!” said he, with a voice like the roaring of an iron furnace.

      The boy only trembled, and his hair stood up.

      “Set me a task, or I shall strangle thee!”

      But the lad could not speak. Then the evil spirit stepped towards him, and putting forth his hands touched his throat. The fingers burned his flesh. “Set me a task!”

      “Water yon flower,” cried the boy in despair, pointing to a geranium which stood in a pot on the floor. Instantly the spirit left the room, but in another instant he returned with a barrel on his back, and poured its contents over the flower; and again and again he went and came, and poured more and more water, till the floor of the room was ankle-deep.

      “Enough, enough!” gasped the lad; but the demon heeded him not; the lad didn't know the words by which to send him away, and still he fetched water.

      It rose to the boy's knees and still more water was poured. It mounted to his waist, and Beelzebub still kept on bringing barrels full. It rose to his armpits, and he scrambled to the table-top. And now the water in the room stood up to the window and washed against the glass, and swirled around his feet on the table. It still rose; it reached his breast. In vain he cried; the evil spirit would not be dismissed, and to this day he would have been pouring water, and would have drowned all Yorkshire. But the master remembered on his journey that he had not locked his book, and therefore returned, and at the moment when the water was bubbling about the pupil's chin, rushed into the room and spoke the words which cast Beelzebub back into his fiery home.

    


    
      
        The Old Woman And Her Pig

      

      An old woman was sweeping her house, and she found a little crooked sixpence. “What,” said she, “shall I do with this little sixpence? I will go to market, and buy a little pig.”

      As she was coming home, she came to a stile: but the piggy wouldn't go over the stile.

      She went a little further, and she met a dog. So she said to the dog: “Dog! bite pig; piggy won't go over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the dog wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met a stick. So she said: “Stick! stick! beat dog! dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the stick wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met a fire. So she said: “Fire! fire! burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the fire wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met some water. So she said: “Water, water! quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the water wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met an ox. So she said: “Ox! ox! drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the ox wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met a butcher. So she said: “Butcher! butcher! kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the butcher wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met a rope. So she said: “Rope! rope! hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the rope wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met a rat. So she said: “Rat! rat! gnaw rope; rope won't hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the rat wouldn't.

      She went a little further, and she met a cat. So she said: “Cat! cat! kill rat; rat won't gnaw rope; rope won't hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night.” But the cat said to her, “If you will go to yonder cow, and fetch me a saucer of milk, I will kill the rat.” So away went the old woman to the cow.

      But the cow said to her: “If you will go to yonder hay-stack, and fetch me a handful of hay, I'll give you the milk.” So away went the old woman to the haystack and she brought the hay to the cow.

      As soon as the cow had eaten the hay, she gave the old woman the milk; and away she went with it in a saucer to the cat.

      As soon as the cat had lapped up the milk, the cat began to kill the rat; the rat began to gnaw the rope; the rope began to hang the butcher; the butcher began to kill the ox; the ox began to drink the water; the water began to quench the fire; the fire began to burn the stick; the stick began to beat the dog; the dog began to bite the pig; the little pig in a fright jumped over the stile, and so the old woman got home that night.

    


    
      
        The Red Ettin

      

      There was once a widow that lived on a small bit of ground, which she rented from a farmer. And she had two sons; and by-and-by it was time for the wife to send them away to seek their fortune. So she told her eldest son one day to take a can and bring her water from the well, that she might bake a cake for him; and however much or however little water he might bring, the cake would be great or small accordingly, and that cake was to be all that she could give him when he went on his travels.

      The lad went away with the can to the well, and filled it with water, and then came away home again; but the can being broken, the most part of the water had run out before he got back. So his cake was very small; yet small as it was, his mother asked him if he was willing to take the half of it with her blessing, telling him that, if he chose rather to take the whole, he would only get it with her curse. The young man, thinking he might have to travel a far way, and not knowing when or how he might get other provisions, said he would like to have the whole cake, come of his mother's malison what like; so she gave him the whole cake, and her malison along with it. Then he took his brother aside, and gave him a knife to keep till he should come back, desiring him to look at it every morning, and as long as it continued to be clear, then he might be sure that the owner of it was well; but if it grew dim and rusty, then for certain some ill had befallen him.

      So the young man went to seek his fortune. And he went all that day, and all the next day; and on the third day, in the afternoon, he came up to where a shepherd was sitting with a flock of sheep. And he went up to the shepherd and asked him who the sheep belonged to; and he answered:

       

      “The Red Ettin of Ireland

      Once lived in Ballygan,

      And stole King Malcolm's daughter

      The king of fair Scotland.

       

      He beats her, he binds her,

      He lays her on a band;

      And every day he strikes her

      With a bright silver wand.

      Like Julian the Roman,

      He's one that fears no man.

       

      It's said there's one predestinate

      To be his mortal foe;

      But that man is yet unborn,

      And long may it be so.”

       

      This shepherd also told him to beware of the beasts he should next meet, for they were of a very different kind from any he had yet seen.

      So the young man went on, and by-and-by he saw a multitude of very dreadful beasts, with two heads, and on every head four horns. And he was sore frightened, and ran away from them as fast as he could; and glad was he when he came to a castle that stood on a hillock, with the door standing wide open to the wall. And he went into the castle for shelter, and there he saw an old wife sitting beside the kitchen fire. He asked the wife if he might stay for the night, as he was tired with a long journey; and the wife said he might, but it was not a good place for him to be in, as it belonged to the Red Ettin, who was a very terrible beast, with three heads, that spared no living man it could get hold of. The young man would have gone away, but he was afraid of the beasts on the outside of the castle; so he beseeched the old woman to hide him as best she could, and not tell the Ettin he was there. He thought, if he could put over the night, he might get away in the morning, without meeting with the beasts, and so escape. But he had not been long in his hiding-hole, before the awful Ettin came in; and no sooner was he in, than he was heard crying:

       

      “Snouk but and snouk ben,

      I find the smell of an earthly man,

      Be he living, or be he dead,

      His heart this night shall kitchen my bread.”

       

      The monster soon found the poor young man, and pulled him from his hole. And when he had got him out, he told him that if he could answer him three questions his life should be spared. So the first head asked: “A thing without an end, what's that?” But the young man knew not. Then the second head said: “The smaller, the more dangerous, what's that?” But the young man knew it not. And then the third head asked: “The dead carrying the living; riddle me that?” But the young man had to give it up. The lad not being able to answer one of these questions, the Red Ettin took a mallet and knocked him on the head, and turned him into a pillar of stone.

      On the morning after this happened, the younger brother took out the knife to look at it, and he was grieved to find it all brown with rust. He told his mother that the time was now come for him to go away upon his travels also; so she requested him to take the can to the well for water, that she might make a cake for him. And he went, and as he was bringing home the water, a raven over his head cried to him to look, and he would see that the water was running out. And he was a young man of sense, and seeing the water running out, he took some clay and patched up the holes, so that he brought home enough water to bake a large cake. When his mother put it to him to take the half cake with her blessing, he took it in preference to having the whole with her malison; and yet the half was bigger than what the other lad had got.

      So he went away on his journey; and after he had travelled a far way, he met with an old woman that asked him if he would give her a bit of his johnny-cake. And he said: “I will gladly do that,” and so he gave her a piece of the johnny-cake; and for that she gave him a magical wand, that she might yet be of service to him, if he took care to use it rightly. Then the old woman, who was a fairy, told him a great deal that would happen to him, and what he ought to do in all circumstances; and after that she vanished in an instant out of his sight. He went on a great way farther, and then he came up to the old man herding the sheep; and when he asked whose sheep these were, the answer was:

       

      “The Red Ettin of Ireland

      Once lived in Ballygan,

      And stole King Malcolm's daughter,

      The king of Fair Scotland.

       

      “He beats her, he binds her,

      He lays her on a band;

      And every day he strikes her

      With a bright silver wand.

      Like Julian the Roman,

      He's one that fears no man.

       

      “But now I fear his end is near,

      And destiny at hand;

      And you're to be, I plainly see,

      The heir of all his land.”

       

      When he came to the place where the monstrous beasts were standing, he did not stop nor run away, but went boldly through amongst them. One came up roaring with open mouth to devour him, when he struck it with his wand, and laid it in an instant dead at his feet. He soon came to the Ettin's castle, where he knocked, and was admitted. The old woman who sat by the fire warned him of the terrible Ettin, and what had been the fate of his brother; but he was not to be daunted. The monster soon came in, saying:

       

      “Snouk but and snouk ben,

      I find the smell of an earthly man;

      Be he living, or be he dead,

      His heart shall be kitchen to my bread.”

       

      He quickly espied the young man, and bade him come forth on the floor. And then he put the three questions to him; but the young man had been told everything by the good fairy, so he was able to answer all the questions. So when the first head asked, “What's the thing without an end?” he said: “A bowl.” And when the second head said: “The smaller the more dangerous; what's that?” he said at once, “A bridge.” And last, the third head said: “When does the dead carry the living, riddle me that?” Then the young man answered up at once and said: “When a ship sails on the sea with men inside her.” When the Ettin found this, he knew that his power was gone. The young man then took up an axe and hewed off the monster's three heads. He next asked the old woman to show him where the king's daughter lay; and the old woman took him upstairs, and opened a great many doors, and out of every door came a beautiful lady who had been imprisoned there by the Ettin; and one of the ladies was the king's daughter. She also took him down into a low room, and there stood a stone pillar, that he had only to touch with his wand, when his brother started into life. And the whole of the prisoners were overjoyed at their deliverance, for which they thanked the young man. Next day they all set out for the king's court, and a gallant company they made. And the king married his daughter to the young man that had delivered her, and gave a noble's daughter to his brother; and so they all lived happily all the rest of their days.

    


    
      
        The Rose-Tree

      

      There was once upon a time a good man who had two children: a girl by a first wife, and a boy by the second. The girl was as white as milk, and her lips were like cherries. Her hair was like golden silk, and it hung to the ground. Her brother loved her dearly, but her wicked stepmother hated her. “Child,” said the stepmother one day, “go to the grocer's shop and buy me a pound of candles.” She gave her the money; and the little girl went, bought the candles, and started on her return. There was a stile to cross. She put down the candles whilst she got over the stile. Up came a dog and ran off with the candles.

      She went back to the grocer's, and she got a second bunch. She came to the stile, set down the candles, and proceeded to climb over. Up came the dog and ran off with the candles.

      She went again to the grocer's, and she got a third bunch; and just the same happened. Then she came to her stepmother crying, for she had spent all the money and had lost three bunches of candles.

      The stepmother was angry, but she pretended not to mind the loss. She said to the child: “Come, lay your head on my lap that I may comb your hair.” So the little one laid her head in the woman's lap, who proceeded to comb the yellow silken hair. And when she combed the hair fell over her knees, and rolled right down to the ground.

      Then the stepmother hated her more for the beauty of her hair; so she said to her, “I cannot part your hair on my knee, fetch a billet of wood.” So she fetched it. Then said the stepmother, “I cannot part your hair with a comb, fetch me an axe.” So she fetched it.

      “Now,” said the wicked woman, “lay your head down on the billet whilst I part your hair.”

      Well! she laid down her little golden head without fear; and whist! down came the axe, and it was off. So the mother wiped the axe and laughed.

      Then she took the heart and liver of the little girl, and she stewed them and brought them into the house for supper. The husband tasted them and shook his head. He said they tasted very strangely. She gave some to the little boy, but he would not eat. She tried to force him, but he refused, and ran out into the garden, and took up his little sister, and put her in a box, and buried the box under a rose-tree; and every day he went to the tree and wept, till his tears ran down on the box.

      One day the rose-tree flowered. It was spring, and there among the flowers was a white bird; and it sang, and sang, and sang like an angel out of heaven. Away it flew, and it went to a cobbler's shop, and perched itself on a tree hard by; and thus it sang,

       

      “My wicked mother slew me,

      My dear father ate me,

      My little brother whom I love

      Sits below, and I sing above

      Stick, stock, stone dead.”

       

      “Sing again that beautiful song,” asked the shoemaker. “If you will first give me those little red shoes you are making.” The cobbler gave the shoes, and the bird sang the song; then flew to a tree in front of a watchmaker's, and sang:

       

      “My wicked mother slew me,

      My dear father ate me,

      My little brother whom I love

      Sits below, and I sing above

      Stick, stock, stone dead.”

       

      “Oh, the beautiful song! sing it again, sweet bird,” asked the watchmaker. “If you will give me first that gold watch and chain in your hand.” The jeweller gave the watch and chain. The bird took it in one foot, the shoes in the other, and, after having repeated the song, flew away to where three millers were picking a millstone. The bird perched on a tree and sang:

       

      “My wicked mother slew me,

      My dear father ate me,

      My little brother whom I love

      Sits below, and I sing above

      Stick!”

       

      Then one of the men put down his tool and looked up from his work,

       

      “Stock!”

       

      Then the second miller's man laid aside his tool and looked up,

       

      “Stone!”

       

      Then the third miller's man laid down his tool and looked up,

       

      “Dead!”

       

      Then all three cried out with one voice: “Oh, what a beautiful song! Sing it, sweet bird, again.” “If you will put the millstone round my neck,” said the bird. The men did what the bird wanted and away to the tree it flew with the millstone round its neck, the red shoes in one foot, and the gold watch and chain in the other. It sang the song and then flew home. It rattled the millstone against the eaves of the house, and the stepmother said: “It thunders.” Then the little boy ran out to see the thunder, and down dropped the red shoes at his feet. It rattled the millstone against the eaves of the house once more, and the stepmother said again: “It thunders.” Then the father ran out and down fell the chain about his neck.

      In ran father and son, laughing and saying, “See, what fine things the thunder has brought us!” Then the bird rattled the millstone against the eaves of the house a third time; and the stepmother said: “It thunders again, perhaps the thunder has brought something for me,” and she ran out; but the moment she stepped outside the door, down fell the millstone on her head; and so she died.

    


    
      
        The Story Of The Three Bears

      

      Once upon a time there were Three Bears, who lived together in a house of their own, in a wood. One of them was a Little, Small Wee Bear; and one was a Middle-sized Bear, and the other was a Great, Huge Bear. They had each a pot for their porridge, a little pot for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle-sized pot for the Middle Bear, and a great pot for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had each a chair to sit in; a little chair for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle-sized chair for the Middle Bear; and a great chair for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had each a bed to sleep in; a little bed for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle-sized bed for the Middle Bear; and a great bed for the Great, Huge Bear.

      One day, after they had made the porridge for their breakfast, and poured it into their porridge-pots, they walked out into the wood while the porridge was cooling, that they might not burn their mouths, by beginning too soon to eat it. And while they were walking, a little old Woman came to the house. She could not have been a good, honest old Woman; for first she looked in at the window, and then she peeped in at the keyhole; and seeing nobody in the house, she lifted the latch. The door was not fastened, because the Bears were good Bears, who did nobody any harm, and never suspected that anybody would harm them. So the little old Woman opened the door, and went in; and well pleased she was when she saw the porridge on the table. If she had been a good little old Woman, she would have waited till the Bears came home, and then, perhaps, they would have asked her to breakfast; for they were good Bears-a little rough or so, as the manner of Bears is, but for all that very good-natured and hospitable. But she was an impudent, bad old Woman, and set about helping herself.

      So first she tasted the porridge of the Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hot for her; and she said a bad word about that. And then she tasted the porridge of the Middle Bear, and that was too cold for her; and she said a bad word about that too. And then she went to the porridge of the Little, Small, Wee Bear, and tasted that; and that was neither too hot, nor too cold, but just right; and she liked it so well, that she ate it all up: but the naughty old Woman said a bad word about the little porridge-pot, because it did not hold enough for her.

      Then the little old Woman sate down in the chair of the Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hard for her. And then she sate down in the chair of the Middle Bear, and that was too soft for her. And then she sate down in the chair of the Little, Small, Wee Bear, and that was neither too hard, nor too soft, but just right. So she seated herself in it, and there she sate till the bottom of the chair came out, and down she came, plump upon the ground. And the naughty old Woman said a wicked word about that too.

      Then the little old Woman went upstairs into the bed-chamber in which the three Bears slept. And first she lay down upon the bed of the Great, Huge Bear; but that was too high at the head for her. And next she lay down upon the bed of the Middle Bear; and that was too high at the foot for her. And then she lay down upon the bed of the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and that was neither too high at the head, nor at the foot, but just right. So she covered herself up comfortably, and lay there till she fell fast asleep.

      By this time the Three Bears thought their porridge would be cool enough; so they came home to breakfast. Now the little old Woman had left the spoon of the Great, Huge Bear, standing in his porridge.

      “Somebody has been at my porridge!”

      said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice. And when the Middle Bear looked at his, he saw that the spoon was standing in it too. They were wooden spoons; if they had been silver ones, the naughty old Woman would have put them in her pocket.

      “Somebody has been at my porridge!”

      said the Middle Bear in his middle voice.

      Then the Little, Small, Wee Bear looked at his, and there was the spoon in the porridge-pot, but the porridge was all gone.

      “Somebody has been at my porridge, and has eaten it all up!”

      said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

      Upon this the Three Bears, seeing that some one had entered their house, and eaten up the Little, Small, Wee Bear's breakfast, began to look about them. Now the little old Woman had not put the hard cushion straight when she rose from the chair of the Great, Huge Bear.

      “Somebody has been sitting in my chair!”

      said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.

      And the little old Woman had squatted down the soft cushion of the Middle Bear.

      “Somebody has been sitting in my chair!”

      said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

      And you know what the little old Woman had done to the third chair.

      “Somebody has been sitting in my chair and has sate the bottom out of it!”

      said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

      Then the Three Bears thought it necessary that they should make farther search; so they went upstairs into their bedchamber. Now the little old Woman had pulled the pillow of the Great, Huge Bear, out of its place.

      “Somebody has been lying in my bed!”

      said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.

      And the little old Woman had pulled the bolster of the Middle Bear out of its place.

      “Somebody has been lying in my bed!”

      said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

      And when the Little, Small, Wee Bear came to look at his bed, there was the bolster in its place; and the pillow in its place upon the bolster; and upon the pillow was the little old Woman's ugly, dirty head,-which was not in its place, for she had no business there.

      “Somebody has been lying in my bed,-and here she is!”

      said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

      The little old Woman had heard in her sleep the great, rough, gruff voice of the Great, Huge Bear; but she was so fast asleep that it was no more to her than the roaring of wind, or the rumbling of thunder. And she had heard the middle voice, of the Middle Bear, but it was only as if she had heard some one speaking in a dream. But when she heard the little, small, wee voice of the Little, Small, Wee Bear, it was so sharp, and so shrill, that it awakened her at once. Up she started; and when she saw the Three Bears on one side of the bed, she tumbled herself out at the other, and ran to the window. Now the window was open, because the Bears, like good, tidy Bears, as they were, always opened their bedchamber window when they got up in the morning. Out the little old Woman jumped; and whether she broke her neck in the fall; or ran into the wood and was lost there; or found her way out of the wood, and was taken up by the constable and sent to the House of Correction for a vagrant as she was, I cannot tell. But the Three Bears never saw anything more of her.

    


    
      
        The Story Of The Three Little Pigs

      

      Once upon a time when pigs spoke rhyme

      And monkeys chewed tobacco,

      And hens took snuff to make them tough,

      And ducks went quack, quack, quack, O!

       

      There was an old sow with three little pigs, and as she had not enough to keep them, she sent them out to seek their fortune. The first that went off met a man with a bundle of straw, and said to him:

      “Please, man, give me that straw to build me a house.”

      Which the man did, and the little pig built a house with it. Presently came along a wolf, and knocked at the door, and said:

      “Little pig, little pig, let me come in.”

      To which the pig answered:

      “No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin.”

      The wolf then answered to that:

      “Then I'll huff, and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in.”

      So he huffed, and he puffed, and he blew his house in, and ate up the little pig.

      The second little pig met a man with a bundle of furze, and said:

      “Please, man, give me that furze to build a house.”

      Which the man did, and the pig built his house. Then along came the wolf, and said:

      “Little pig, little pig, let me come in.”

      “No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin.”

      “Then I'll puff, and I'll huff, and I'll blow your house in.”

      So he huffed, and he puffed, and he puffed, and he huffed, and at last he blew the house down, and he ate up the little pig.

      The third little pig met a man with a load of bricks, and said:

      “Please, man, give me those bricks to build a house with.”

      So the man gave him the bricks, and he built his house with them. So the wolf came, as he did to the other little pigs, and said:

      “Little pig, little pig, let me come in.”

      “No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin.”

      “Then I'll huff, and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in.”

      Well, he huffed, and he puffed, and he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and huffed; but he could not get the house down. When he found that he could not, with all his huffing and puffing, blow the house down, he said:

      “Little pig, I know where there is a nice field of turnips.”

      “Where?” said the little pig.

      “Oh, in Mr. Smith's Home-field, and if you will be ready tomorrow morning I will call for you, and we will go together, and get some for dinner.”

      “Very well,” said the little pig, “I will be ready. What time do you mean to go?”

      “Oh, at six o'clock.”

      Well, the little pig got up at five, and got the turnips before the wolf came (which he did about six) and who said:

      “Little Pig, are you ready?”

      The little pig said: “Ready! I have been and come back again, and got a nice potful for dinner.”

      The wolf felt very angry at this, but thought that he would be up to the little pig somehow or other, so he said:

      “Little pig, I know where there is a nice apple-tree.”

      “Where?” said the pig.

      “Down at Merry-garden,” replied the wolf, “and if you will not deceive me I will come for you, at five o'clock tomorrow and get some apples.”

      Well, the little pig bustled up the next morning at four o'clock, and went off for the apples, hoping to get back before the wolf came; but he had further to go, and had to climb the tree, so that just as he was coming down from it, he saw the wolf coming, which, as you may suppose, frightened him very much. When the wolf came up he said:

      “Little pig, what! are you here before me? Are they nice apples?”

      “Yes, very,” said the little pig. “I will throw you down one.”

      And he threw it so far, that, while the wolf was gone to pick it up, the little pig jumped down and ran home. The next day the wolf came again, and said to the little pig:

      “Little pig, there is a fair at Shanklin this afternoon, will you go?”

      “Oh yes,” said the pig, “I will go; what time shall you be ready?”

      “At three,” said the wolf. So the little pig went off before the time as usual, and got to the fair, and bought a butter-churn, which he was going home with, when he saw the wolf coming. Then he could not tell what to do. So he got into the churn to hide, and by so doing turned it round, and it rolled down the hill with the pig in it, which frightened the wolf so much, that he ran home without going to the fair. He went to the little pig's house, and told him how frightened he had been by a great round thing which came down the hill past him. Then the little pig said:

      “Hah, I frightened you, then. I had been to the fair and bought a butter-churn, and when I saw you, I got into it, and rolled down the hill.”

      Then the wolf was very angry indeed, and declared he would eat up the little pig, and that he would get down the chimney after him. When the little pig saw what he was about, he hung on the pot full of water, and made up a blazing fire, and, just as the wolf was coming down, took off the cover, and in fell the wolf; so the little pig put on the cover again in an instant, boiled him up, and ate him for supper, and lived happy ever afterwards.

    


    
      
        The Three Sillies

      

      Once upon a time there was a farmer and his wife who had one daughter, and she was courted by a gentleman. Every evening he used to come and see her, and stop to supper at the farmhouse, and the daughter used to be sent down into the cellar to draw the beer for supper. So one evening she had gone down to draw the beer, and she happened to look up at the ceiling while she was drawing, and she saw a mallet stuck in one of the beams. It must have been there a long, long time, but somehow or other she had never noticed it before, and she began a-thinking. And she thought it was very dangerous to have that mallet there, for she said to herself: “Suppose him and me was to be married, and we was to have a son, and he was to grow up to be a man, and come down into the cellar to draw the beer, like as I'm doing now, and the mallet was to fall on his head and kill him, what a dreadful thing it would be!” And she put down the candle and the jug, and sat herself down and began a-crying.

      Well, they began to wonder upstairs how it was that she was so long drawing the beer, and her mother went down to see after her, and she found her sitting on the settle crying, and the beer running over the floor. “Why, whatever is the matter?” said her mother. “Oh, mother!” says she, “look at that horrid mallet! Suppose we was to be married, and was to have a son, and he was to grow up, and was to come down to the cellar to draw the beer, and the mallet was to fall on his head and kill him, what a dreadful thing it would be!” “Dear, dear! what a dreadful thing it would be!” said the mother, and she sat her down aside of the daughter and started a-crying too. Then after a bit the father began to wonder that they didn't come back, and he went down into the cellar to look after them himself, and there they two sat a-crying, and the beer running all over the floor. “Whatever is the matter?” says he. “Why,” says the mother, “look at that horrid mallet. Just suppose, if our daughter and her sweetheart was to be married, and was to have a son, and he was to grow up, and was to come down into the cellar to draw the beer, and the mallet was to fall on his head and kill him, what a dreadful thing it would be!” “Dear, dear, dear! so it would!” said the father, and he sat himself down aside of the other two, and started a-crying.

      Now the gentleman got tired of stopping up in the kitchen by himself, and at last he went down into the cellar too, to see what they were after; and there they three sat a-crying side by side, and the beer running all over the floor. And he ran straight and turned the tap. Then he said: “Whatever are you three doing, sitting there crying, and letting the beer run all over the floor?”

      “Oh!” says the father, “look at that horrid mallet! Suppose you and our daughter was to be married, and was to have a son, and he was to grow up, and was to come down into the cellar to draw the beer, and the mallet was to fall on his head and kill him!” And then they all started a-crying worse than before. But the gentleman burst out a-laughing, and reached up and pulled out the mallet, and then he said: “I've travelled many miles, and I never met three such big sillies as you three before; and now I shall start out on my travels again, and when I can find three bigger sillies than you three, then I'll come back and marry your daughter.” So he wished them good-bye, and started off on his travels, and left them all crying because the girl had lost her sweetheart.

      Well, he set out, and he travelled a long way, and at last he came to a woman's cottage that had some grass growing on the roof. And the woman was trying to get her cow to go up a ladder to the grass, and the poor thing durst not go. So the gentleman asked the woman what she was doing. “Why, lookye,” she said, “look at all that beautiful grass. I'm going to get the cow on to the roof to eat it. She'll be quite safe, for I shall tie a string round her neck, and pass it down the chimney, and tie it to my wrist as I go about the house, so she can't fall off without my knowing it.” “Oh, you poor silly!” said the gentleman, “you should cut the grass and throw it down to the cow!” But the woman thought it was easier to get the cow up the ladder than to get the grass down, so she pushed her and coaxed her and got her up, and tied a string round her neck, and passed it down the chimney, and fastened it to her own wrist. And the gentleman went on his way, but he hadn't gone far when the cow tumbled off the roof, and hung by the string tied round her neck, and it strangled her. And the weight of the cow tied to her wrist pulled the woman up the chimney, and she stuck fast half-way and was smothered in the soot.

      Well, that was one big silly.

      And the gentleman went on and on, and he went to an inn to stop the night, and they were so full at the inn that they had to put him in a double-bedded room, and another traveller was to sleep in the other bed. The other man was a very pleasant fellow, and they got very friendly together; but in the morning, when they were both getting up, the gentleman was surprised to see the other hang his trousers on the knobs of the chest of drawers and run across the room and try to jump into them, and he tried over and over again, and couldn't manage it; and the gentleman wondered whatever he was doing it for. At last he stopped and wiped his face with his handkerchief. “Oh dear,” he says, “I do think trousers are the most awkwardest kind of clothes that ever were. I can't think who could have invented such things. It takes me the best part of an hour to get into mine every morning, and I get so hot! How do you manage yours?” So the gentleman burst out a-laughing, and showed him how to put them on; and he was very much obliged to him, and said he never should have thought of doing it that way.

      So that was another big silly.

      Then the gentleman went on his travels again; and he came to a village, and outside the village there was a pond, and round the pond was a crowd of people. And they had got rakes, and brooms, and pitchforks, reaching into the pond; and the gentleman asked what was the matter. “Why,” they say, “matter enough! Moon's tumbled into the pond, and we can't rake her out anyhow!” So the gentleman burst out a-laughing, and told them to look up into the sky, and that it was only the shadow in the water. But they wouldn't listen to him, and abused him shamefully, and he got away as quick as he could.

      So there was a whole lot of sillies bigger than them three sillies at home. So the gentleman turned back home again and married the farmer's daughter, and if they didn't live happy for ever after, that's nothing to do with you or me.

    


    
      
        Titty Mouse And Tatty Mouse

      

      Titty Mouse and Tatty Mouse both lived in a house,

      Titty Mouse went a leasing and Tatty Mouse went a leasing,

      So they both went a leasing.

      Titty Mouse leased an ear of corn, and Tatty Mouse leased an ear of corn,

      So they both leased an ear of corn.

      Titty Mouse made a pudding, and Tatty Mouse made a pudding,

      So they both made a pudding.

      And Tatty Mouse put her pudding into the pot to boil,

      But when Titty went to put hers in, the pot tumbled over, and scalded her to death.

      Then Tatty sat down and wept; then a three-legged stool said: “Tatty, why do you weep?” “Titty's dead,” said Tatty, “and so I weep;” “then,” said the stool, “I'll hop,” so the stool hopped.

      Then a broom in the corner of the room said, “Stool, why do you hop?” “Oh!” said the stool, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, and so I hop;” “then,” said the broom, “I'll sweep,” so the broom began to sweep.

      “Then,” said the door, “Broom, why do you sweep?” “Oh!” said the broom, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, and the stool hops, and so I sweep;” “Then,” said the door, “I'll jar,” so the door jarred.

      “Then,” said the window, “Door, why do you jar?” “Oh!” said the door, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, and the stool hops, and the broom sweeps, and so I jar.”

      “Then,” said the window, “I'll creak,” so the window creaked. Now there was an old form outside the house, and when the window creaked, the form said: “Window, why do you creak?” “Oh!” said the window, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, and the stool hops, and the broom sweeps, the door jars, and so I creak.”

      “Then,” said the old form, “I'll run round the house;” then the old form ran round the house. Now there was a fine large walnut-tree growing by the cottage, and the tree said to the form: “Form, why do you run round the house?” “Oh!” said the form, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, and the stool hops, and the broom sweeps, the door jars, and the window creaks, and so I run round the house.”

      “Then,” said the walnut-tree, “I'll shed my leaves,” so the walnut-tree shed all its beautiful green leaves. Now there was a little bird perched on one of the boughs of the tree, and when all the leaves fell, it said: “Walnut-tree, why do you shed your leaves?” “Oh!” said the tree, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, the stool hops, and the broom sweeps, the door jars, and the window creaks, the old form runs round the house, and so I shed my leaves.”

      “Then,” said the little bird, “I'll moult all my feathers,” so he moulted all his pretty feathers. Now there was a little girl walking below, carrying a jug of milk for her brothers and sisters' supper, and when she saw the poor little bird moult all its feathers, she said: “Little bird, why do you moult all your feathers?” “Oh!” said the little bird, “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, the stool hops, and the broom sweeps, the door jars, and the window creaks, the old form runs round the house, the walnut-tree sheds its leaves, and so I moult all my feathers.”

      “Then,” said the little girl, “I'll spill the milk,” so she dropt the pitcher and spilt the milk. Now there was an old man just by on the top of a ladder thatching a rick, and when he saw the little girl spill the milk, he said: “Little girl, what do you mean by spilling the milk, your little brothers and sisters must go without their supper.” Then said the little girl: “Titty's dead, and Tatty weeps, the stool hops, and the broom sweeps, the door jars, and the window creaks, the old form runs round the house, the walnut-tree sheds all its leaves, the little bird moults all its feathers, and so I spill the milk.”

      “Oh!” said the old man, “then I'll tumble off the ladder and break my neck,” so he tumbled off the ladder and broke his neck; and when the old man broke his neck, the great walnut-tree fell down with a crash, and upset the old form and house, and the house falling knocked the window out, and the window knocked the door down, and the door upset the broom, and the broom upset the stool, and poor little Tatty Mouse was buried beneath the ruins.

    


    
      
        The History Of Tom Thumb

      

      In the days of the great Prince Arthur, there lived a mighty magician, called Merlin, the most learned and skilful enchanter the world has ever seen.

      This famous magician, who could take any form he pleased, was travelling about as a poor beggar, and being very tired, he stopped at the cottage of a ploughman to rest himself, and asked for some food.

      The countryman bade him welcome, and his wife, who was a very good-hearted woman, soon brought him some milk in a wooden bowl, and some coarse brown bread on a platter.

      Merlin was much pleased with the kindness of the ploughman and his wife; but he could not help noticing that though everything was neat and comfortable in the cottage, they seemed both to be very unhappy. He therefore asked them why they were so melancholy, and learned that they were miserable because they had no children.

      The poor woman said, with tears in her eyes: “I should be the happiest creature in the world if I had a son; although he was no bigger than my husband's thumb, I would be satisfied.”

      Merlin was so much amused with the idea of a boy no bigger than a man's thumb, that he determined to grant the poor woman's wish. Accordingly, in a short time after, the ploughman's wife had a son, who, wonderful to relate! was not a bit bigger than his father's thumb.

      The queen of the fairies, wishing to see the little fellow, came in at the window while the mother was sitting up in the bed admiring him. The queen kissed the child, and, giving it the name of Tom Thumb, sent for some of the fairies, who dressed her little godson according to her orders:

       

      “An oak-leaf hat he had for his crown;

      His shirt of web by spiders spun;

      With jacket wove of thistle's down;

      His trowsers were of feathers done.

      His stockings, of apple-rind, they tie

      With eyelash from his mother's eye

      His shoes were made of mouse's skin,

      Tann'd with the downy hair within.”

       

      Tom never grew any larger than his father's thumb, which was only of ordinary size; but as he got older he became very cunning and full of tricks. When he was old enough to play with the boys, and had lost all his own cherry-stones, he used to creep into the bags of his playfellows, fill his pockets, and, getting out without their noticing him, would again join in the game.

      One day, however, as he was coming out of a bag of cherry-stones, where he had been stealing as usual, the boy to whom it belonged chanced to see him. “Ah, ah! my little Tommy,” said the boy, “so I have caught you stealing my cherry-stones at last, and you shall be rewarded for your thievish tricks.” On saying this, he drew the string tight round his neck, and gave the bag such a hearty shake, that poor little Tom's legs, thighs, and body were sadly bruised. He roared out with pain, and begged to be let out, promising never to steal again.

      A short time afterwards his mother was making a batter-pudding, and Tom, being very anxious to see how it was made, climbed up to the edge of the bowl; but his foot slipped, and he plumped over head and ears into the batter, without his mother noticing him, who stirred him into the pudding-bag, and put him in the pot to boil.

      The batter filled Tom's mouth, and prevented him from crying; but, on feeling the hot water, he kicked and struggled so much in the pot, that his mother thought that the pudding was bewitched, and, pulling it out of the pot, she threw it outside the door. A poor tinker, who was passing by, lifted up the pudding, and, putting it into his budget, he then walked off. As Tom had now got his mouth cleared of the batter, he then began to cry aloud, which so frightened the tinker that he flung down the pudding and ran away. The pudding being broke to pieces by the fall, Tom crept out covered all over with the batter, and walked home. His mother, who was very sorry to see her darling in such a woeful state, put him into a teacup, and soon washed off the batter; after which she kissed him, and laid him in bed.

      Soon after the adventure of the pudding, Tom's mother went to milk her cow in the meadow, and she took him along with her. As the wind was very high, for fear of being blown away, she tied him to a thistle with a piece of fine thread. The cow soon observed Tom's oak-leaf hat, and liking the appearance of it, took poor Tom and the thistle at one mouthful. While the cow was chewing the thistle Tom was afraid of her great teeth, which threatened to crush him in pieces, and he roared out as loud as he could: “Mother, mother!”

      “Where are you, Tommy, my dear Tommy?” said his mother.

      “Here, mother,” replied he, “in the red cow's mouth.”

      His mother began to cry and wring her hands; but the cow, surprised at the odd noise in her throat, opened her mouth and let Tom drop out. Fortunately his mother caught him in her apron as he was falling to the ground, or he would have been dreadfully hurt. She then put Tom in her bosom and ran home with him.

      Tom's father made him a whip of a barley straw to drive the cattle with, and having one day gone into the fields, he slipped a foot and rolled into the furrow. A raven, which was flying over, picked him up, and flew with him over the sea, and there dropped him.

      A large fish swallowed Tom the moment he fell into the sea, which was soon after caught, and bought for the table of King Arthur. When they opened the fish in order to cook it, every one was astonished at finding such a little boy, and Tom was quite delighted at being free again. They carried him to the king, who made Tom his dwarf, and he soon grew a great favourite at court; for by his tricks and gambols he not only amused the king and queen, but also all the Knights of the Round Table.

      It is said that when the king rode out on horseback, he often took Tom along with him, and if a shower came on, he used to creep into his majesty's waistcoat-pocket, where he slept till the rain was over.

      King Arthur one day asked Tom about his parents, wishing to know if they were as small as he was, and whether they were well off. Tom told the king that his father and mother were as tall as anybody about the court, but in rather poor circumstances. On hearing this, the king carried Tom to his treasury, the place where he kept all his money, and told him to take as much money as he could carry home to his parents, which made the poor little fellow caper with joy. Tom went immediately to procure a purse, which was made of a water-bubble, and then returned to the treasury, where he received a silver threepenny-piece to put into it.

      Our little hero had some difficulty in lifting the burden upon his back; but he at last succeeded in getting it placed to his mind, and set forward on his journey. However, without meeting with any accident, and after resting himself more than a hundred times by the way, in two days and two nights he reached his father's house in safety.

      Tom had travelled forty-eight hours with a huge silver-piece on his back, and was almost tired to death, when his mother ran out to meet him, and carried him into the house. But he soon returned to Court.

      As Tom's clothes had suffered much in the batter-pudding, and the inside of the fish, his majesty ordered him a new suit of clothes, and to be mounted as a knight on a mouse.

       

      Of Butterfly's wings his shirt was made,

      His boots of chicken's hide;

      And by a nimble fairy blade,

      Well learned in the tailoring trade,

      His clothing was supplied.

      A needle dangled by his side;

      A dapper mouse he used to ride,

      Thus strutted Tom in stately pride!

       

      It was certainly very diverting to see Tom in this dress and mounted on the mouse, as he rode out a-hunting with the king and nobility, who were all ready to expire with laughter at Tom and his fine prancing charger.

      The king was so charmed with his address that he ordered a little chair to be made, in order that Tom might sit upon his table, and also a palace of gold, a span high, with a door an inch wide, to live in. He also gave him a coach, drawn by six small mice.

      The queen was so enraged at the honours conferred on Sir Thomas that she resolved to ruin him, and told the king that the little knight had been saucy to her.

      The king sent for Tom in great haste, but being fully aware of the danger of royal anger, he crept into an empty snail-shell, where he lay for a long time until he was almost starved with hunger; but at last he ventured to peep out, and seeing a fine large butterfly on the ground, near the place of his concealment, he got close to it and jumping astride on it, was carried up into the air. The butterfly flew with him from tree to tree and from field to field, and at last returned to the court, where the king and nobility all strove to catch him; but at last poor Tom fell from his seat into a watering-pot, in which he was almost drowned.

      When the queen saw him she was in a rage, and said he should be beheaded; and he was again put into a mouse trap until the time of his execution.

      However a cat, observing something alive in the trap, patted it about till the wires broke, and set Thomas at liberty.

      The king received Tom again into favour, which he did not live to enjoy, for a large spider one day attacked him; and although he drew his sword and fought well, yet the spider's poisonous breath at last overcame him.

       

      He fell dead on the ground where he stood,

      And the spider suck'd every drop of his blood.

       

      King Arthur and his whole court were so sorry at the loss of their little favourite that they went into mourning and raised a fine white marble monument over his grave with the following epitaph:

       

      Here lies Tom Thumb, King Arthur's knight,

      Who died by a spider's cruel bite.

      He was well known in Arthur's court,

      Where he afforded gallant sport;

      He rode at tilt and tournament,

      And on a mouse a-hunting went.

      Alive he filled the court with mirth;

      His death to sorrow soon gave birth.

      Wipe, wipe your eyes, and shake your head

      And cry,-Alas! Tom Thumb is dead!

    


    
      
        Tom Tit Tot

      

      Once upon a time there was a woman, and she baked five pies. And when they came out of the oven, they were that overbaked the crusts were too hard to eat. So she says to her daughter:

      “Darter,” says she, “put you them there pies on the shelf, and leave 'em there a little, and they'll come again.”-She meant, you know, the crust would get soft.

      But the girl, she says to herself: “Well, if they'll come again, I'll eat 'em now.” And she set to work and ate 'em all, first and last.

      Well, come supper-time the woman said: “Go you, and get one o' them there pies. I dare say they've come again now.”

      The girl went and she looked, and there was nothing but the dishes. So back she came and says she: “Noo, they ain't come again.”

      “Not one of 'em?” says the mother.

      “Not one of 'em,” says she.

      “Well, come again, or not come again,” said the woman “I'll have one for supper.”

      “But you can't, if they ain't come,” said the girl.

      “But I can,” says she. “Go you, and bring the best of 'em.”

      “Best or worst,” says the girl, “I've ate 'em all, and you can't have one till that's come again.”

      Well, the woman she was done, and she took her spinning to the door to spin, and as she span she sang:

       

      “My darter ha' ate five, five pies to-day.

      My darter ha' ate five, five pies to-day.”

       

      The king was coming down the street, and he heard her sing, but what she sang he couldn't hear, so he stopped and said:

      “What was that you were singing, my good woman?”

      The woman was ashamed to let him hear what her daughter had been doing, so she sang, instead of that:

       

      “My darter ha' spun five, five skeins to-day.

      My darter ha' spun five, five skeins to-day.”

       

      “Stars o' mine!” said the king, “I never heard tell of any one that could do that.”

      Then he said: “Look you here, I want a wife, and I'll marry your daughter. But look you here,” says he, “eleven months out of the year she shall have all she likes to eat, and all the gowns she likes to get, and all the company she likes to keep; but the last month of the year she'll have to spin five skeins every day, and if she don't I shall kill her.”

      “All right,” says the woman; for she thought what a grand marriage that was. And as for the five skeins, when the time came, there'd be plenty of ways of getting out of it, and likeliest, he'd have forgotten all about it.

      Well, so they were married. And for eleven months the girl had all she liked to eat, and all the gowns she liked to get, and all the company she liked to keep.

      But when the time was getting over, she began to think about the skeins and to wonder if he had 'em in mind. But not one word did he say about 'em, and she thought he'd wholly forgotten 'em.

      However, the last day of the last month he takes her to a room she'd never set eyes on before. There was nothing in it but a spinning-wheel and a stool. And says he: “Now, my dear, here you'll be shut in to-morrow with some victuals and some flax, and if you haven't spun five skeins by the night, your head'll go off.”

      And away he went about his business.

      Well, she was that frightened, she'd always been such a gatless girl, that she didn't so much as know how to spin, and what was she to do to-morrow with no one to come nigh her to help her? She sat down on a stool in the kitchen, and law! how she did cry!

      However, all of a sudden she heard a sort of a knocking low down on the door. She upped and oped it, and what should she see but a small little black thing with a long tail. That looked up at her right curious, and that said:

      “What are you a-crying for?”

      “What's that to you?” says she.

      “Never you mind,” that said, “but tell me what you're a-crying for.”

      “That won't do me no good if I do,” says she.

      “You don't know that,” that said, and twirled that's tail round.

      “Well,” says she, “that won't do no harm, if that don't do no good,” and she upped and told about the pies, and the skeins, and everything.

      “This is what I'll do,” says the little black thing, “I'll come to your window every morning and take the flax and bring it spun at night.”

      “What's your pay?” says she.

      That looked out of the corner of that's eyes, and that said: “I'll give you three guesses every night to guess my name, and if you haven't guessed it before the month's up you shall be mine.”

      Well, she thought she'd be sure to guess that's name before the month was up. “All right,” says she, “I agree.”

      “All right,” that says, and law! how that twirled that's tail.

      Well, the next day, her husband took her into the room, and there was the flax and the day's food.

      “Now there's the flax,” says he, “and if that ain't spun up this night, off goes your head.” And then he went out and locked the door.

      He'd hardly gone, when there was a knocking against the window.

      She upped and she oped it, and there sure enough was the little old thing sitting on the ledge.

      “Where's the flax?” says he.

      “Here it be,” says she. And she gave it to him.

      Well, come the evening a knocking came again to the window. She upped and she oped it, and there was the little old thing with five skeins of flax on his arm.

      “Here it be,” says he, and he gave it to her.

      “Now, what's my name?” says he.

      “What, is that Bill?” says she.

      “Noo, that ain't,” says he, and he twirled his tail.

      “Is that Ned?” says she.

      “Noo, that ain't,” says he, and he twirled his tail.

      “Well, is that Mark?” says she.

      “Noo, that ain't,” says he, and he twirled his tail harder, and away he flew.

      Well, when her husband came in, there were the five skeins ready for him. “I see I shan't have to kill you to-night, my dear,” says he; “you'll have your food and your flax in the morning,” says he, and away he goes.

      Well, every day the flax and the food were brought, and every day that there little black impet used to come mornings and evenings. And all the day the girl sat trying to think of names to say to it when it came at night. But she never hit on the right one. And as it got towards the end of the month, the impet began to look so maliceful, and that twirled that's tail faster and faster each time she gave a guess.

      At last it came to the last day but one. The impet came at night along with the five skeins, and that said,

      “What, ain't you got my name yet?”

      “Is that Nicodemus?” says she.

      “Noo, t'ain't,” that says.

      “Is that Sammle?” says she.

      “Noo, t'ain't,” that says.

      “A-well, is that Methusalem?” says she.

      “Noo, t'ain't that neither,” that says.

      Then that looks at her with that's eyes like a coal o' fire, and that says: “Woman, there's only to-morrow night, and then you'll be mine!” And away it flew.

      Well, she felt that horrid. However, she heard the king coming along the passage. In he came, and when he sees the five skeins, he says, says he,

      “Well, my dear,” says he, “I don't see but what you'll have your skeins ready to-morrow night as well, and as I reckon I shan't have to kill you, I'll have supper in here to-night.” So they brought supper, and another stool for him, and down the two sat.

      Well, he hadn't eaten but a mouthful or so, when he stops and begins to laugh.

      “What is it?” says she.

      “A-why,” says he, “I was out a-hunting to-day, and I got away to a place in the wood I'd never seen before And there was an old chalk-pit. And I heard a kind of a sort of a humming. So I got off my hobby, and I went right quiet to the pit, and I looked down. Well, what should there be but the funniest little black thing you ever set eyes on. And what was that doing, but that had a little spinning-wheel, and that was spinning wonderful fast, and twirling that's tail. And as that span that sang:

       

      “Nimmy nimmy not

      My name's Tom Tit Tot.”

       

      Well, when the girl heard this, she felt as if she could have jumped out of her skin for joy, but she didn't say a word.

      Next day that there little thing looked so maliceful when he came for the flax. And when night came, she heard that knocking against the window panes. She oped the window, and that come right in on the ledge. That was grinning from ear to ear, and Oo! that's tail was twirling round so fast.

      “What's my name?” that says, as that gave her the skeins.

      “Is that Solomon?” she says, pretending to be afeard.

      “Noo, t'ain't,” that says, and that came further into the room.

      “Well, is that Zebedee?” says she again.

      “Noo, t'ain't,” says the impet. And then that laughed and twirled that's tail till you couldn't hardly see it.

      “Take time, woman,” that says; “next guess, and you're mine.” And that stretched out that's black hands at her.

      Well, she backed a step or two, and she looked at it, and then she laughed out, and says she, pointing her finger at it:

       

      “NIMMY NIMMY NOT, YOUR NAME'S TOM TIT TOT!”

       

      Well, when that heard her, that gave an awful shriek and away that flew into the dark, and she never saw it any more.

    


    
      
        Whittington And His Cat

      

      In the reign of the famous King Edward III. there was a little boy called Dick Whittington, whose father and mother died when he was very young. As poor Dick was not old enough to work, he was very badly off; he got but little for his dinner, and sometimes nothing at all for his breakfast; for the people who lived in the village were very poor indeed, and could not spare him much more than the parings of potatoes, and now and then a hard crust of bread.

      Now Dick had heard a great many very strange things about the great city called London; for the country people at that time thought that folks in London were all fine gentlemen and ladies; and that there was singing and music there all day long; and that the streets were all paved with gold.

      One day a large waggon and eight horses, all with bells at their heads, drove through the village while Dick was standing by the sign-post. He thought that this waggon must be going to the fine town of London; so he took courage, and asked the waggoner to let him walk with him by the side of the waggon. As soon as the waggoner heard that poor Dick had no father or mother, and saw by his ragged clothes that he could not be worse off than he was, he told him he might go if he would, so off they set together.

      So Dick got safe to London, and was in such a hurry to see the fine streets paved all over with gold, that he did not even stay to thank the kind waggoner; but ran off as fast as his legs would carry him, through many of the streets, thinking every moment to come to those that were paved with gold; for Dick had seen a guinea three times in his own little village, and remembered what a deal of money it brought in change; so he thought he had nothing to do but to take up some little bits of the pavement, and should then have as much money as he could wish for.

      Poor Dick ran till he was tired, and had quite forgot his friend the waggoner; but at last, finding it grow dark, and that every way he turned he saw nothing but dirt instead of gold, he, sat down in a dark corner and cried himself to sleep.

      Little Dick was all night in the streets; and next morning, being very hungry, he got up and walked about, and asked everybody he met to give him a halfpenny to keep him from starving; but nobody stayed to answer him, and only two or three gave him a halfpenny; so that the poor boy was soon quite weak and faint for the want of victuals.

      In this distress he asked charity of several people, and one of them said crossly: “Go to work, for an idle rogue.” “That I will,” says Dick, “I will to go work for you, if you will let me.” But the man only cursed at him and went on.

      At last a good-natured looking gentleman saw how hungry he looked. “Why don't you go to work my lad?” said he to Dick. “That I would, but I do not know how to get any,” answered Dick. “If you are willing, come along with me,” said the gentleman, and took him to a hay-field, where Dick worked briskly, and lived merrily till the hay was made.

      After this he found himself as badly off as before; and being almost starved again, he laid himself down at the door of Mr. Fitzwarren, a rich merchant. Here he was soon seen by the cook-maid, who was an ill-tempered creature, and happened just then to be very busy dressing dinner for her master and mistress; so she called out to poor Dick: “What business have you there, you lazy rogue? there is nothing else but beggars; if you do not take yourself away, we will see how you will like a sousing of some dish-water; I have some here hot enough to make you jump.”

      Just at that time Mr. Fitzwarren himself came home to dinner; and when he saw a dirty ragged boy lying at the door, he said to him: “Why do you lie there, my boy? You seem old enough to work; I am afraid you are inclined to be lazy.”

      “No, indeed, sir,” said Dick to him, “that is not the case, for I would work with all my heart, but I do not know anybody, and I believe I am very sick for the want of food.”

      “Poor fellow, get up; let me see what ails you.” Dick now tried to rise, but was obliged to lie down again, being too weak to stand, for he had not eaten any food for three days, and was no longer able to run about and beg a halfpenny of people in the street. So the kind merchant ordered him to be taken into the house, and have a good dinner given him, and be kept to do what work he was able to do for the cook.

      Little Dick would have lived very happy in this good family if it had not been for the ill-natured cook. She used to say: “You are under me, so look sharp; clean the spit and the dripping-pan, make the fires, wind up the jack, and do all the scullery work nimbly, or-” and she would shake the ladle at him. Besides, she was so fond of basting, that when she had no meat to baste, she would baste poor Dick's head and shoulders with a broom, or anything else that happened to fall in her way. At last her ill-usage of him was told to Alice, Mr. Fitzwarren's daughter, who told the cook she should be turned away if she did not treat him kinder.

      The behaviour of the cook was now a little better; but besides this Dick had another hardship to get over. His bed stood in a garret, where there were so many holes in the floor and the walls that every night he was tormented with rats and mice. A gentleman having given Dick a penny for cleaning his shoes, he thought he would buy a cat with it. The next day he saw a girl with a cat, and asked her, “Will you let me have that cat for a penny?” The girl said: “Yes, that I will, master, though she is an excellent mouser.”

      Dick hid his cat in the garret, and always took care to carry a part of his dinner to her; and in a short time he had no more trouble with the rats and mice, but slept quite sound every night.

      Soon after this, his master had a ship ready to sail; and as it was the custom that all his servants should have some chance for good fortune as well as himself, he called them all into the parlour and asked them what they would send out.

      They all had something that they were willing to venture except poor Dick, who had neither money nor goods, and therefore could send nothing. For this reason he did not come into the parlour with the rest; but Miss Alice guessed what was the matter, and ordered him to be called in. She then said: “I will lay down some money for him, from my own purse;” but her father told her: “This will not do, for it must be something of his own.”

      When poor Dick heard this, he said: “I have nothing but a cat which I bought for a penny some time since of a little girl.”

      “Fetch your cat then, my lad,” said Mr. Fitzwarren, “and let her go.”

      Dick went upstairs and brought down poor puss, with tears in his eyes, and gave her to the captain; “For,” he said, “I shall now be kept awake all night by the rats and mice.” All the company laughed at Dick's odd venture; and Miss Alice, who felt pity for him, gave him some money to buy another cat.

      This, and many other marks of kindness shown him by Miss Alice, made the ill-tempered cook jealous of poor Dick, and she began to use him more cruelly than ever, and always made game of him for sending his cat to sea.

      She asked him: “Do you think your cat will sell for as much money as would buy a stick to beat you?”

      At last poor Dick could not bear this usage any longer, and he thought he would run away from his place; so he packed up his few things, and started very early in the morning, on All-hallows Day, the first of November. He walked as far as Holloway; and there sat down on a stone, which to this day is called “Whittington's Stone,” and began to think to himself which road he should take.

      While he was thinking what he should do, the Bells of Bow Church, which at that time were only six, began to ring, and their sound seemed to say to him:

      “Turn again, Whittington, Thrice Lord Mayor of London.”

      “Lord Mayor of London!” said he to himself. “Why, to be sure, I would put up with almost anything now, to be Lord Mayor of London, and ride in a fine coach, when I grow to be a man! Well, I will go back, and think nothing of the cuffing and scolding of the old cook, if I am to be Lord Mayor of London at last.”

      Dick went back, and was lucky enough to get into the house, and set about his work, before the old cook came downstairs.

      We must now follow Miss Puss to the coast of Africa. The ship with the cat on board, was a long time at sea; and was at last driven by the winds on a part of the coast of Barbary, where the only people were the Moors, unknown to the English. The people came in great numbers to see the sailors, because they were of different colour to themselves, and treated them civilly; and, when they became better acquainted, were very eager to buy the fine things that the ship was loaded with.

      When the captain saw this, he sent patterns of the best things he had to the king of the country; who was so much pleased with them, that he sent for the captain to the palace. Here they were placed, as it is the custom of the country, on rich carpets flowered with gold and silver. The king and queen were seated at the upper end of the room; and a number of dishes were brought in for dinner. They had not sat long, when a vast number of rats and mice rushed in, and devoured all the meat in an instant. The captain wondered at this, and asked if these vermin were not unpleasant.

      “Oh yes,” said they, “very offensive, and the king would give half his treasure to be freed of them, for they not only destroy his dinner, as you see, but they assault him in his chamber, and even in bed, and so that he is obliged to be watched while he is sleeping, for fear of them.”

      The captain jumped for joy; he remembered poor Whittington and his cat, and told the king he had a creature on board the ship that would despatch all these vermin immediately. The king jumped so high at the joy which the news gave him, that his turban dropped off his head. “Bring this creature to me,” says he; “vermin are dreadful in a court, and if she will perform what you say, I will load your ship with gold and jewels in exchange for her.”

      The captain, who knew his business, took this opportunity to set forth the merits of Miss Puss. He told his majesty; “It is not very convenient to part with her, as, when she is gone, the rats and mice may destroy the goods in the ship-but to oblige your majesty, I will fetch her.”

      “Run, run!” said the queen; “I am impatient to see the dear creature.”

      Away went the captain to the ship, while another dinner was got ready. He put Puss under his arm, and arrived at the place just in time to see the table full of rats. When the cat saw them, she did not wait for bidding, but jumped out of the captain's arms, and in a few minutes laid almost all the rats and mice dead at her feet. The rest of them in their fright scampered away to their holes.

      The king was quite charmed to get rid so easily of such plagues, and the queen desired that the creature who had done them so great a kindness might be brought to her, that she might look at her. Upon which the captain called: “Pussy, pussy, pussy!” and she came to him. He then presented her to the queen, who started back, and was afraid to touch a creature who had made such a havoc among the rats and mice. However, when the captain stroked the cat and called: “Pussy, pussy,” the queen also touched her and cried: “Putty, putty,” for she had not learned English. He then put her down on the queen's lap, where she purred and played with her majesty's hand, and then purred herself to sleep.

      The king, having seen the exploits of Mrs. Puss, and being informed that her kittens would stock the whole country, and keep it free from rats, bargained with the captain for the whole ship's cargo, and then gave him ten times as much for the cat as all the rest amounted to.

      The captain then took leave of the royal party, and set sail with a fair wind for England, and after a happy voyage arrived safe in London.

      One morning, early, Mr. Fitzwarren had just come to his counting-house and seated himself at the desk, to count over the cash, and settle the business for the day, when somebody came tap, tap, at the door. “Who's there?” said Mr. Fitzwarren. “A friend,” answered the other; “I come to bring you good news of your ship Unicorn.” The merchant, bustling up in such a hurry that he forgot his gout, opened the door, and who should he see waiting but the captain and factor, with a cabinet of jewels, and a bill of lading; when he looked at this the merchant lifted up his eyes and thanked Heaven for sending him such a prosperous voyage.

      They then told the story of the cat, and showed the rich present that the king and queen had sent for her to poor Dick. As soon as the merchant heard this, he called out to his servants:

       

      “Go send him in, and tell him of his fame;

      Pray call him Mr. Whittington by name.”

       

      Mr. Fitzwarren now showed himself to be a good man; for when some of his servants said so great a treasure was too much for him, he answered: “God forbid I should deprive him of the value of a single penny, it is his own, and he shall have it to a farthing.” He then sent for Dick, who at that time was scouring pots for the cook, and was quite dirty. He would have excused himself from coming into the counting-house, saying, “The room is swept, and my shoes are dirty and full of hob-nails.” But the merchant ordered him to come in.

      Mr. Fitzwarren ordered a chair to be set for him, and so he began to think they were making game of him, at the same time said to them: “Do not play tricks with a poor simple boy, but let me go down again, if you please, to my work.”

      “Indeed, Mr. Whittington,” said the merchant, “we are all quite in earnest with you, and I most heartily rejoice in the news that these gentlemen have brought you; for the captain has sold your cat to the King of Barbary, and brought you in return for her more riches than I possess in the whole world; and I wish you may long enjoy them!”

      Mr. Fitzwarren then told the men to open the great treasure they had brought with them; and said: “Mr. Whittington has nothing to do but to put it in some place of safety.”

      Poor Dick hardly knew how to behave himself for joy. He begged his master to take what part of it he pleased, since he owed it all to his kindness. “No, no,” answered Mr. Fitzwarren, “this is all your own; and I have no doubt but you will use it well.”

      Dick next asked his mistress, and then Miss Alice, to accept a part of his good fortune; but they would not, and at the same time told him they felt great joy at his good success. But this poor fellow was too kind-hearted to keep it all to himself; so he made a present to the captain, the mate, and the rest of Mr. Fitzwarren's servants; and even to the ill-natured old cook.

      After this Mr. Fitzwarren advised him to send for a proper tailor and get himself dressed like a gentleman; and told him he was welcome to live in his house till he could provide himself with a better.

      When Whittington's face was washed, his hair curled, his hat cocked, and he was dressed in a nice suit of clothes he was as handsome and genteel as any young man who visited at Mr. Fitzwarren's; so that Miss Alice, who had once been so kind to him, and thought of him with pity, now looked upon him as fit to be her sweetheart; and the more so, no doubt, because Whittington was now always thinking what he could do to oblige her, and making her the prettiest presents that could be.

      Mr. Fitzwarren soon saw their love for each other, and proposed to join them in marriage; and to this they both readily agreed. A day for the wedding was soon fixed; and they were attended to church by the Lord Mayor, the court of aldermen, the sheriffs, and a great number of the richest merchants in London, whom they afterwards treated with a very rich feast.

      History tells us that Mr. Whittington and his lady liven in great splendour, and were very happy. They had several children. He was Sheriff of London, thrice Lord Mayor, and received the honour of knighthood by Henry V.

      He entertained this king and his queen at dinner after his conquest of France so grandly, that the king said “Never had prince such a subject;” when Sir Richard heard this, he said: “Never had subject such a prince.”

      The figure of Sir Richard Whittington with his cat in his arms, carved in stone, was to be seen till the year 1780 over the archway of the old prison of Newgate, which he built for criminals.
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        Vasilisa the Beautiful

      

      Long ago, in a certain kingdom there lived a merchant. For twelve years he lived in marriage and survived only one daughter, Vasilisa the Beautiful. The girl was eight years old when the mother passed away. Dying, the merchant called his daughter to her, took a doll from under the blanket, gave it to her and said:

      “Listen, Vasilisa! Remember and fulfill my last words. I am dying, and with the parental blessing, I am leaving you this doll; always take care of it and do not show it to anyone; and when anything bad happens to you, give the doll something to eat and ask it’s advice. It will help you out in all your troubles.”

      Then the mother kissed her daughter and died.

      After the death of his wife, the merchant sorrowed and grieved, and then began to think about how to get married again. He was a good man; brides weren’t the case, but most of all he liked one widow. She had two daughters of her own, almost the same age as Vasilisa, therefore experienced as a wife and mother. The merchant married the widow, but was deceived and did not find a good mother in her for Vasilisa. Vasilisa was the first beauty in the whole village; her stepmother and sisters envied her beauty, tormented her with all kinds of work, so that she would lose weight from labor, and blacken from the wind and the sun; she had no life at all!

      Vasilisa endured everything humbly and with every day that passed she grew prettier and fuller, meanwhile, the stepmother and her daughters grew thin and frowned with anger, despite the fact that they always sat idly, like mistresses.

      How was this possible? Vasilisa was helped by her doll. Without it, how would a girl cope with all the work! Vasilisa herself wouldn’t eat, and she would leave the tidbit for the doll, and in the evening, as everyone settles down, she will lock herself in the closet where she lived, and regale the doll, saying: “Come on, doll, eat, listen to my grief! I live in my father’s house; I don’t enjoy myself; My evil stepmother drives me from white light. Teach me how I should live and what to do?”

      The doll eats, and then gives advice and comforts her in grief, and in the morning does all the work for Vasilisa; she just rests in a chill and pick flowers, and before she knew it, the cabbage is watered, the water is brought in, and the fire is lighted. The doll also showed Vasilisa a herb to be used against sunburn. It was good for her to live with a doll.

      Several years passed; Vasilisa grew up and became a bride. All suitors in the city were assigned to Vasilisa; no one will look at her stepmother’s daughters. The stepmother angrier than ever told all the grooms:

      “I won’t give out the youngest before the elders!”, as the grooms pass by, she beats the evil out of Vasilisa.

      One day, the merchant needed to set out from home for a long time on business matters. The stepmother moved to another house to live, and nearby this house was a dense forest, and in the forest, there was a hut, where Baba-Yaga lived: she did not let anyone in and ate people like chickens.
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      Having moved into the new home, the merchant’s wife constantly sent Vasilisa, whom she hated, for something into the forest, but she always returned home safely: the doll showed her the way and did not let her approach Baba-Yaga’s hut.

      Autumn came. The stepmother handed out evening work to all three girls: she forced one to weave lace, the other to knit stockings, and Vasilisa to spin, and left everyone according to their chores. She put out the fire in the whole house, left one candle where the girls worked and went to bed. The girls worked. As the candle burned up, one of the stepmother’s daughters took the tongs to correct the lamp, but instead, as her mother instructed, as if by chance and put out the candle.

      “What shall we do now?” said the girls.

      “There is no fire in the whole house, and our chores are not over.” It’ll be necessary to get fire from Baba-Yaga!

      “My needle is bright enough for me to see by! said the one who weaved lace. I’m not going”.

      “And I won’t go,” said the one who knitted the stockings. “It’s bright for me from the knitting needles!”

      “You should get the fire,” both cried.

      “Go to Baba-Yaga!” and they pushed Vasilisa out of the hut.

      Vasilisa went to her closet, put a cooked dinner in front of the doll and said:

      “Oh, doll, eat and listen to my grief: they’re sending me to Baba-Yaga’s house for fire; Baba Yaga will eat me!”

      The doll ate, and its eyes sparkled like two candles.

      “Do not be afraid, Vasilisa!” the doll replied.

      “Go where you are sent, and keep me always with you.” Nothing will happen to you at Baba-Yaga’s while I’m with you.”

      Vasilisa gathered herself, put her little doll in her pocket, and went into the dense forest.

      She trembles as she goes. Suddenly a horseman gallops past: he was white, dressed in white, the horse under him was white, and the harness on the horse was white and, in the yard, it began to dawn.

      She goes on, as another horseman came galloping by he was also red, dressed in red and on a red horse – the sun began to rise.

      Vasilisa went on all night and all day, and only by the next evening she came out into the glade where the hut of Baba-Yaga stood; the fence around the hut was made of human bones, human skulls with eyes stuck out on the fence; instead of doors at the gate were human feet, instead of bolts – hands, and instead of a lock – a mouth with sharp teeth. Vasilisa was stunned with horror and stood stock-still. Suddenly a rider rides again: he is black, dressed all in black and on a black horse; he jumped to the gates of Baba-Yaga and vanished, as he fell through the ground – night descended. But the darkness did not last long: all the skulls on the fence lit up their eyes, and the whole glade became light as if it was the day. Vasilisa shook with fear, not knowing where to run, she remained in place.

      Soon there was a terrible noise in the forest: trees cracked, dry leaves crunched; there was Baba-Yaga riding in a mortar, swinging with a pestle, and sweeping the trail with a broomstick.

      She drove up to the gate and, sniffing the air screamed:

      “I smell Russian flesh! Who is here?”

      Vasilisa approached the old woman with fear and, bowing low, said:

      “It’s me, grandmother! My stepmother’s daughter sent me to ask for a fire.”

      “Well,” replied Baba-Yaga, “I know them, live and work for me, then I will give you fire; and if not, I’ll eat you!”

      Then she turned to the gate and shouted out:

      “Come unlocked, my strong bolts! Open up, my gates so wide!”

      The gates opened, and Baba-Yaga rode in, whistling, Vasilisa walked in behind her, and then everything was locked again. Entering the room, Baba-Yaga stretched out and said to Vasilisa: “Give me what is in the oven: I want to eat.”

      Vasilisa lit a torch from the skulls on the fence, and began to dish and serve Baba-Yaga, the dishes were cooked up by a man of ten; she brought kvass, honey, beer and wine from the cellar. The old woman ate and drank everything; She left Vasilisa with only a little cabbage soup, crust of bread and a piece of pork.

      Baba-Yaga ready to go to bed and said:

      “When I leave tomorrow, clean out the yard, clean the house, cook dinner, cook the laundry, go to the bunker, take a quarter of the wheat and clean it from black bits. Such that everything is done, or else I’ll eat you!”.

      After this order Baba-Yaga began to snore; and Vasilisa put the old woman’s leftovers in front of the doll, burst into tears and said:

      “Oh, doll, eat, listen to my grief! Baba-Yaga gave me a difficult job and threatens to eat me if I don’t fulfill everything; help me!

      The doll replied: “Do not be afraid, Vasilisa the Beautiful! Have supper, pray and go to bed; for the morning is wiser than the evening!”

      Vasilisa woke up early, Baba-Yaga already up, looked out the window: the skulls eyes dimmed out; then a white horseman galloped past and it dawned completely. Baba-Yaga went out into the yard and whistled, and the mortar and pestle and broomstick swept up to her. The red horseman galloped past, and the sun rose. Baba-Yaga got into the mortar and rode out of the yard, swinging her pestle and whisking the trail away with the broomstick. Vasilisa was left alone, inspected the house of Baba-Yaga, marveled at the abundance in everything and stopped to wonder in thought: what kind of work should she do first of all. She looks, and all the work has already been done; the doll picked the last grains of wheat from the black bits.

      “Oh, you, my deliverer! said Vasilisa to the doll. You saved me from trouble.”

      “You only have to cook dinner,” answered the doll, reaching into Vasilisa’s pocket. “Cook with grace, and rest healthily!”

      By evening, Vasilisa set the table and was waiting for Baba-Yaga. It began to get dark, the black horseman galloped past the gate and it got completely dark; only the eyes of the skulls shone. The trees cracked; the leaves crunched – Baba-Yaga came riding. Vasilisa met her.

      “Is everything done?” she asked.

      “Please see yourself, grandmother!” said Vasilisa.

      Baba-Yaga inspecting everything was disappointed that there was nothing to get mad at and said: “Well, good!”

      Then she shouted:

      “My faithful servants, hearty friends, grind my wheat!”

      Three pairs of hands appeared, grabbed the wheat and carried it out sight. Baba-Yaga ate, and about going to, again gave orders to Vasilisa:

      “Tomorrow you will do the same as today, and besides, take the poppy from the bunker and cleanse it from the ground one by one, as you can see, someone out of wickedness mixed dirt into it!”

      Said the old woman, who turned to the wall and began to snore, then Vasilisa began to feed her doll. The doll ate and told her the same as yesterday:

      “Pray to God and go to bed; the morning is wiser than the evening, everything will be done, Vasilisa!”

      The next morning, Baba-Yaga again left in the mortar from the yard, and Vasilisa with the doll got all the work done within the hour. The old woman returned, looked around and shouted:

      “My faithful servants, hearty friends, squeeze oil out of the poppy!”

      Three pairs of hands appeared, grabbed the poppy and carried it out of sight. Baba-Yaga sat down to dine; she eats, and Vasilisa stands silently.

      “Why aren’t you saying anything to me?” Said the Baba-Yaga. “You stand like your dumb!”

      “I dare not,” answered Vasilisa, “but if you will, I would like to ask you something.”

      “Ask; it’s just not every question leads to good results: the more you know, the sooner you grow old!

      “I want to ask you, Grandmother, just about what I saw when I came to you, I was overtaken by a rider on a white horse, he was white and dressed in white, Who is he?”

      “This is my bright day” answered Baba-Yaga.

      “Then another rider on a red horse overtook me, he was red and all dressed in red; Who was this?”

      “This is my red sun!” answered Baba-Yaga.

      “And what does the black horseman who overtook me at your gate, grandmother mean?”

      “This is my dark night, all my servants are faithful!”

      Vasilisa remembered the three pairs of hands and was silent.

      “Why aren’t you asking more?” said Baba-Yaga.

      “I’ll keep this with me; you yourself, grandmother, said that the more I know the sooner I would grow old.”

      “Okay,” said Baba-Yaga, “why do you ask only about what you see outside the yard, and not in the yard!” I don’t like my litter to be taken out, and I eat too curious! Now I’ll ask you: how do you manage to do the work that I give you?”

      “The blessing of my mother helps me,” answered Vasilisa.

      “So that’s it! Get thou from me, blessed daughter! I do not need the blessed.”

      She pulled Vasilisa out of the room and out the gate, removed one skull with burning eyes from the fence and, having stumbled on a stick, gave it to her and said:

      “Here is fire for your stepmother’s daughters, take it; they sent you here for this. ”

      Vasilisa started to run home by the light of the skull, which went out only when morning arrived, and finally, by the evening of another day, she reached her home. Approaching the gate, she wanted to throw away the skull.

      “Right, at home,” she thinks to herself, “they no longer need fire.”

      But suddenly a dull voice came from the skull:

      “Do not leave me, take me to your stepmother!”

      She glanced at her stepmother’s house and, not seeing a spark in any window, decided to go there with the skull. For the first time they met her affectionately and said that since she left, they had no fire in the house: they themselves couldn’t, and fire they brought from the neighbors went out as soon as they entered the room with it.

      “Perhaps your fire will hold on!” said the stepmother.

      They brought the skull into the room; and the eyes of the skull staring at the stepmother and her daughters, burned!

      They were hiding, but where no rush – eyes everywhere and being watched; by morning they completely burned into coal; Vasilisa alone was not touched.

      In the morning, Vasilisa buried the skull in the ground, locked the castle house, went to the city and asked for living with one rootless old woman; lives by herself and awaits her father.

      Then she says to the old woman:

      “It’s boring for me to sit idle, grandmother! Go buy me the best flax; I’ll at least spin.”

      The old woman bought good flax; Vasilisa sat down to work, working quickly, the yarn comes out smooth and thin, like hair. Having accumulated a lot of yarn; it was time to take the fabric, but they won’t find such reed to fit with Vasilisa’s yarn; nobody would take it and do anything. Vasilisa began to ask her doll, and she said:

      “Bring me some old reed, an old weaving shuttle, and a horse mane; I’ll make you everything”

      Vasilisa got everything she needed and went to bed, and the doll prepared a glorious camp overnight. By the end of winter, the fabric was woven, so thin that you could pass through a needle instead of a thread. In spring the fabric was bleached, and Vasilisa said to the old woman:

      “Sell, grandmother, this fabric, and keep the money for yourself.”

      The old woman looked at the goods and gasped:

      “No, child! There is no one to wear such a fabric except the king; I’ll carry it to the palace.”

      The old woman went to the king’s chambers, and everyone walked past the windows. The king saw and asked:

      “What do you need, old woman?”

      “Your royal majesty,” the old woman replies, “I brought a strange product; I don’t want to show anyone, besides you.”

      The king ordered the old woman to be allowed in, and when he saw the fabric, he was surprised.

      “What do you want for it?” The king asked. “It has no price, King! I brought it to you as a gift.”

      The king thanked and released the old woman with gifts. They began to sew shirts from the fabric for the king; cut it out, but nowhere could they find a seamstress who would take them to work. They searched for a long time; finally, the king called the old woman and said:

      “You knew how to strain and weave such a fabric, you’ll know how to sew shirts from it.”

      “It’s not me, Emperor, who spun and wove the canvas,” said the old woman

      “It’s is the work of my adopted child, a girl.”

      “Well, let her sew!” The old woman returned home and told Vasilisa about everything.

      “I knew,” Vasilisa tells her, “that this work of my hands will not pass.”

      Locked in her room, set to work; she sewed tirelessly, and soon a dozen shirts were ready.

      The old woman carried the shirts to the king, and Vasilisa washed, combed her hair, dressed and sat down under the window. She sits by herself and waits for what will happen. She sees: a royal servant goes to the courtyard of the old woman; entered the room and said:

      «The Tsar Emperor wants to see the mistress who worked for him on the shirts, and to award her from his royal hands.”

      Vasilisa went and appeared before the king’s eyes. As the king saw Vasilisa the Beautiful, he fell in love with her unconsciously. Then the king took Vasilisa by her white hands, sat her beside him, and they played a wedding. Soon Vasilisa’s father also returned, was glad about her fate and stayed with his daughter. Vasilisa kept the old woman with her, and the doll till the end of her life she always carried in her pocket.

    


    
      
        Marya Morevna

      

      I n a certain kingdom, in a certain state, lived Prince Ivan Tsarevich; he had three sisters: Marya Tsarevna, Olga Tsarevna and Anna Tsarevna. When their parents died, they told their son:

      “Whoever is first to woo one of your sisters, allow it-do not keep them waiting for a long time!”

      Ivan Tsarevich buried his parents and went with his sisters to a green garden for a sorrowful walk. Suddenly a black cloud appeared in the sky, a terrible thunderstorm started.

      “Come, sisters, home!” Said Ivan.

      As soon as they arrived at the palace, the thunder struck, the ceiling broke, and a falcon flew into the upper room. The falcon landed on the floor, turned into a handsome fellow and said:

      “Hello, Ivan Tsarevich! Previously I came as a guest, but now I am here as a wedding guest; I want to take your sister, Marya Tsarevna.”

      Ivan replied, “If my sister loves you, I won’t keep her from you-let her go with God!”

      Marya Tsarevna agreed; the falcon married her and carried her to his kingdom.

      Hours then days go by-a whole year as if it had never happened; Ivan Tsarevich went with his two remaining sisters to walk in the green garden. Again, a cloud appeared along with a whirlwind and lightning.

      “Come home, sisters!” Said the prince. As soon as they arrived at the palace, thunder struck, the roof fell apart, the ceiling broke, and an eagle flew in. He landed and became a handsomeman:

      “Hello, Ivan Tsarevich! I came here as a guest, but now I am here as a wedding guest.”

      And he grabbed the Princess Olga. Ivan Tsarevich answers:

      “If you are fond of Olga Tsarevna, then she may go with you; I will not argue.”

      Olga Tsarevna agreed and married the eagle; the eagle grabbed her and carried her to his kingdom.

      Another year passed; Ivan Tsarevich said to his youngest sister:

      “Come, take a walk with me in the green garden!”

      They walked for a while; again a cloud, whirlwind and lightning appeared.

      “Come back home, sister!”

      They returned home but did not even have time to sit down before thunder struck, the ceiling broke and a raven flew in. As the raven hit the floor he became a handsome fellow: the former two had been good-looking, but were plain compared to this one.

      “Well, Ivan Tsarevich, I came as a guest, but now I am here as a wedding guest; give Anna Tsarevna to me.”

      Prince Ivan replied, “I do not restrict my sister’s will; if she is in love with you, let her follow you.”

      Anna Tsarevna married the raven, and he carried her away to his state.

      Ivan Tsarevich was left alone; he lived without sisters for a whole year, but became bored.

      “I’ll go,” he said, “to look for my sisters.”

      He made sure he was ready for the road; he walked and walked, and saw a beaten army in a field. Ivan Tsarevich asked:

      “If there is a person alive here-answer me! Who defeated this great army?”

      A man called back to him: “All of this great army was beaten by Marya Morevna, the beautiful princess.”

      Ivan Tsarevich set out across the field and entered the white tents, went where he met Mary Morevna, the beautiful princess:

      “Hello, Prince Tsarevich, where is God leading you-into captivity?”

      Ivan Tsarevich answered her: “Princes like me do not go into captivity!”

      “Well, if you are not in a rush, stay here in my tent.” Ivan Tsarevich was glad of her offer, spent two nights in her tent, fell in love with Princess Marya Morevna and married her.

      Beautiful Marya Morevna took Prince Ivan to her state. They lived together for some time, but then the princess decided to go to war; she left her farm in the care of Ivan Tsarevich and told him, “Go everywhere, keep an eye on everything; but you cannot look into this closet!”

      Ivan tried to obey her order but as soon as Marya Morevna left, he immediately rushed to the closet, opened the door, looked inside-and saw Koschei the Immortal hanging there, bound by twelve heavy chains. Koschei spoke to Ivan Tsarevich:

      “Have pity on me, give me some water! For ten years I have been tormented here, without food or drink-my throat is completely dry!” The prince handed him a full bucket of water; he drank deeply and asked:

      “One bucket is not enough to satisfy my thirst, give me more!” The prince gave him another bucket; Koschei drank again and asked for a third, but as he emptied the third bucket he regained his former strength, shook off his chains and all twelve broke. “Thank you, Ivan Tsarevich!” Said Koschei the Immortal. “Now you will never see Marya Morevna again!”

      And a terrible whirlwind flew out the window, caught Marya Morevna, the beautiful queen, and carried her to Koschei’s palace. And Ivan Tsarevich wept bitterly, but steadied himself and said, “Whatever happens, I will find Mary Morevna!”

      One day passes, then another, at dawn on the third day he saw a wonderful palace before him, with an oak at the front. A falcon was perched on the oak. The falcon flew off the oak, landed upon the ground, turned into the man who had married Marya Tsarevna and called:

      “Ah, my brother-in-law, my dear! How does the Lord treat you?”

      Marya Tsarevna ran out and greeted Ivan Tsarevich joyfully, inquired about his health, and told him about her life.

      Prince Ivan stayed with them for three days but said, “I can’t stay with you for a long time, I need to look for my wife, Marya Morevna, the beautiful princess.”

      “It will be hard for you to find her,” the falcon answered. “Leave your silver spoon here just in case-we will look at it and remember where you have gone.”

      Ivan Tsarevich left his silver spoon and continued on his journey.

      He walked for a day, then another, at dawn on the third day he saw a palace even better than the first. Again, near the palace was an oak with an eagle perched on a branch. The eagle flew off the tree, landed on the ground and turned into a handsome man. He shouted:

      “Wake up, Olga Tsarevna! Our dear brother has arrived!”

      Olga Tsarevna immediately ran out and embraced Prince Ivan, asking about his health, and telling him about her life. Ivan Tsarevich stayed with them for three days but then said:

      “I cannot stay longer; I need to search for my wife, Marya Morevna, the beautiful princess.”

      The eagle answered: “It will be difficult for you to find her; leave us a silver fork: we will look at it and remember where you have gone.”

      Prince Ivan left a silver fork and continued on his journey.

      One day passed, then another, at dawn on the third day Ivan saw a palace even better than the first two, with yet another oak tree nearby, with a raven sits on a branch. A raven flew off the oak tree, landed on the ground and turned into the most handsome prince. He shouted:

      “Anna Tsarevna! Come out quickly, our brother has come.” Anna Tsarevna ran out, greeted him joyfully, asked about his health, and talked about her life. Ivan Tsarevich stayed with them for three days and said:

      “Goodbye! I have to go to look for my wife, Marya Morevna, the beautiful princess.” The raven replied:

      “It will be difficult for you to find her. Leave us a silver snuff-box, we will look at it and remember where you have gone.”

      Ivan Tsarevich gave him a silver snuff-box, said goodbye and continued his journey.

      Two days passed then on the third he finally reached Marya Morevna. She saw her darling, threw herself into his arms, burst into tears and cried:

      “Ah, Ivan Tsarevich! Why didn’t you listen to me? You looked in the closet and released Koschei the Immortal!”

      Ivan was ashamed and said, “I’m sorry, Marya Morevna! We’d better go with me Koschei the Immortal is gone-maybe he won’t catch up with us!”

      They gathered their possessions and left. Koschei had been on a hunt; when he returned in the evening, his horse was stumbling beneath him.

      “Why are you, unsatisfied nag, stumbling? Feeling sorry for yourself?”

      The horse replied:

      “Ivan the prince came and took Marya Morevna away.”

      Koschei was furious, “Is it possible to catch them?”

      The horse replied, “You can sow wheat, wait until it grows, squeeze it, grind it, turn it into flour, cook five ovens of bread, eat that bread, then go catch up with them!”

      Koschei and the horse ran as fast as they could and caught Ivan Tsarevich:

      “Well,” Koschei said, “the first time I will forgive you because of your kindness when you gave me water. One more time I will forgive, but the third time beware-I will chop you into pieces!”

      He took Marya Morevna from Prince Ivan and left, and Ivan Tsarevich sat on a stone and cried.

      He cried and cried, but again he returned for Marya Morevna while Koschei the Immortal was not at home.

      “Let us go, Marya Morevna!” he called.

      “Ah, Ivan Tsarevich! He will catch us again!”

      But Ivan was determined, “Let him catch us; we will have at least an hour or two together.”

      They left quickly. Again Koschei returned home but his horse told him, “Ivan the prince came and took Marya Morevna away.”-“Is it possible to catch them?”

      Again, the horse replied, “You can sow barley, wait until it grows, squeeze, grind, brew beer, get drunk, get enough sleep and still catch up!”

      Koschei galloped away and caught up to Ivan Tsarevich:

      “After all that I said, you still took her away! You will not see Marya Morevna ever again!”

      He took her away again leaving Ivan alone.

      Ivan Tsarevich stayed where they had left him, crying, but again returned for Marya Morevna when Koschei was not at home.

      “Let’s go, Marya Morevna!”

      “Ah, Ivan Tsarevich! He will catch us again and chop you up into little pieces.”

      “Let him chop me up! I can’t live without you.”

      Once more they left. Koschei the Immortal returned home, once again his horse stumbled and told him what Ivan had done. Koschei galloped after them, caught Ivan Tsarevich, chopped him into small pieces and put him in a tarred barrel. He took this barrel, fastened it with iron hoops and threw it into the deep blue sea, and took Marya Morevna back to his place.

      At the same time, the silver Ivan had given to his brothers-in-law turned black.

      “Ah,” they said, “misfortune has happened!” The eagle threw himself at the blue sea and pulled the barrel ashore, the falcon flew out looking for living water, and the raven looked for the dead. All three of them flocked to one place, broke the barrel, took out the pieces of Ivan Tsarevich, washed them and stored as necessary. The raven sprinkled the pieces with dead water and the body became one again; the falcon sprinkled the body with living water and Ivan Tsarevich flinched, stood up and said:

      “Ah, I slept for a long time!”

      “You would have slept even longer if not us!” The brothers-in-law answered. “Come back to one of our palaces and recover.”

      But Ivan was determined, “No, brothers! I’ll go look for Marya Morevna once more.”

      Ivan went to Marya quietly and said, “Find out from Koschei the Immortal where he got such a good horse.”

      Marya Morevna waited for the right time and began to question Koschei carefully. Koschei replied:

      “In the distant lands, in the unknown kingdom, behind the fire river-there lives Baba-Yaga. She has such a mare on which she flies around the world every day. She has many other glorious mares which have many foals; I was a shepherd for her for three days and I didn’t lose a single mare, and for that reason Baba-Yaga gave me one foal.”

      Marya continued to pry, “How did you cross the river of fire?”

      Koschei was proud of his achievements and boasted, “I have a special scarf, if I wave it three times to the right side, a high-high bridge appears and the fire cannot reach it!” Marya Morevna listened, when Koschei feel asleep she took his scarf. When Ivan Tsarevich came that night, she told him what Koschei had told her and she gave him the scarf.

      Ivan Tsarevich used the scarf to cross the river of fire and went to Baba-Yaga. He walked for a long time without water or food. He met a bird with small children overseas. Ivan Tsarevich said to himself: “I’m going to shoot that bird so I can eat.”

      “Don’t shoot, Ivan Tsarevich!” The bird asked, “At some time I will be useful to you.”

      And so Ivan went on until he saw a beehive in the forest. “I’ll take,” he said, “a bit of honey.” But the queen bee spoke to him:

      “Do not touch my honey, Ivan Tsarevich! At some time, I will be useful to you.”

      O he did not touch it and continued on. He met a lioness with a lion cub. “I’m so hungry, I feel sick. I will have to eat this lion cub!”

      “Don’t touch my cub, Ivan Tsarevich,” the lioness asked. “At some time, I will come be useful to you.” Despite his hunger, Ivan agreed and went on his way.

      He wandered on, still hungry, walking on and on until he reached Baba-Yaga’s house. There were twelve poles around the house, on eleven poles there were human heads, but one was unoccupied.

      “Hello, grandmother!” He called. “Hello, Ivan Tsarevich! Why did you come-of your own free will, or out of need?” “I came to earn one of your horses.” He said bravely.

      “Ok, prince! You do not need to serve a year, but just three days. If you keep my mares safe, I will give you a strong horse. If not, don’t be angry just stick your head on the last pole here.”

      Ivan Tsarevich agreed, for he would do anything for his love. Baba-Yaga fed him, gave him a drink and told him to get to work. He had just put the mares out into the field, the mares immediately scattered all over the meadows; the prince did not have time to even blink before they had completely disappeared. Then he burst into tears, sat down on a stone and fell asleep. The sun is had already set when the overseas bird flew by and woke him up:

      “Get up, Ivan Tsarevich! The mares have gone home.”

      Ivan Tsarevich got up, returned home where Baba-Yaga was shouting at her mares:

      “Why did you return home?” The mares replied, “How could we not turn back? Birds flew from all over the world, we almost got our eyes pecked out.”

      Bab-Yaga was not satisfied, “Well, don’t run through the meadows tomorrow, but scatter through dense forest instead.”

      Ivan Tsarevich slept soundly through the night. The next morning, Baba-Yaga told him:

      “Look here, prince, if you do not save my mares, if you lose even one, your little head will be stuck upon a pole!”

      Her warning in his ears he drove the mares back onto the field. They immediately scattered throughout the dense forest. Again, the prince sat on a stone, cried heartily, and fell asleep. The sun sat low in the sky behind the trees when the lioness came running: “Get up, Ivan Tsarevich! The mares are all gathered.”

      Ivan Tsarevich got up and went home; Baba-Yaga shouted at her mares even louder: “Why did you return home?”

      “How could we not turn back? Fierce animals from all over the world came running, they almost killed us.”

      “Well, you must run into the blue sea tomorrow.”

      Again, Ivan Tsarevich slept through the night; the next morning Baba-Yaga sent him out with the mares reminding him, “If you do not keep them safe, your little head will be on a pole.” He drove the mares into the field but they immediately disappeared from his sight and ran into the blue sea, upto their necks in the water.

      Ivan Tsarevich sat on a stone, cried and fell asleep again. The sun sat behind the trees when a bee flew upto him and said:

      “Get up, prince! The mares are all gathered at home, but when you return home, don’t go to Baba-Yaga. Instead, go to the stable and hide behind the manger. There is a sickly foal lying in the dung; steal him and head for your home at midnight. “

      Ivan Tsarevich got up, made his way to the stable and hid behind the manger. Baba-Yaga shouted at her mares again, “Why are you back?”

      “How could we not return back? The bees flew in from all over the world and stung us from all sides, drawing blood!”

      Baba-Yaga fell asleep, and at midnight Ivan Tsarevich stole the foal from her, saddled him, and galloped to the river of fire. Once at that river, he waved the scarf three times to the right and suddenly, from nowhere, a tall, glorious bridge hung across the river. Prince Ivan crossed the bridge and waved the scarf to the left side only two times and the bridge across the river became very thin.

      In the morning, Baba-Yaga woke up but couldn’t see the foal she had left in the stable! She rushed out in pursuit; rode at full speed on an iron stupa. She arrived at the river of fire, saw the bridge and thought: “Good bridge!” She walked along the bridge, and had just got to the middle when the bridge broke. Baba-Yaga fell in the river of fire and perished instantly! Meanwhile, Ivan Tsarevich let the foal feed in some green meadows and it became a wonderful horse.

      The prince went to Marya Morevna. She ran out into his arms: “How did God raise you back to life?”

      “It is a long story,” he said, “Come with me, now.”

      “But I’m afraid, Ivan Tsarevich! If Koschei catches us, you will be chopped up again.” She cried fearfully.

      “No, he will not catch us this time! Now I have a glorious heroic horse, which flies fast as a bird.” They mounted the horse and rode off.

      Koschei the Immortal was heading home, but his horse stumbled again.

      “Why are you, unsatisfied nag, stumbling? Feeling sorry for yourself?”

      The horse told him, “Ivan Tsarevich came, took Marya Morevna away.”

      “Is it possible to catch them?”

      This time the horse had a different answer, “God knows! Now Ivan Tsarevich has a better horse than you.”

      “No, I won’t have it,” said Koschei the Immortal, “I will go in pursuit.”

      He galloped after the couple and caught hold of Ivan Tsarevich, threw him down to the ground and prepared to cut him with a sharp saber. But the horse of Ivan Tsarevich struck Koschei the Immortal with his mighty hoof and smashed his head, and Ivan Tsarevich jumped up and finished him off with a club. After that, the prince gathered a pile of wood, lit a fire, burned the body of Koschei the Immortal, and let the very ashes be taken away by the wind.

      Marya Morevna sat on Koschei’s horse, and Ivan Tsarevich sat on his own, and they went to visit the raven, then the eagle, and then the falcon. Everywhere they went, they were met with joy: “Ah, Ivan Tsarevich, we didn’t expect to see you. We knew that you were busy looking for such a beautiful girl as Marya Morevna!” They stayed, feasted and returned to their own kingdom, where they lived in peace and harmony.

    


    
      
        Morozko

      

      Once upon a time there lived an old man with his second wife. The old man had a daughter, and his wife had a daughter too.

      Everyone knows how it is living with a stepmother: if you turn, you are slapped and if you don’t turn you are slapped just the same. And her own daughter, no matter what she does, gets a pat on the head for everything: “Smart girl!”.

      The stepdaughter fed the cattle, carried firewood and water to the hut, tended the stove, cleaned the hut before the light… but she could not please the old woman-everything she did was wrong, everything was bad.

      The wind will make a noise but it will eventually calm down, but if the wife is angry she won’t be quiet anytime soon. So, the stepmother decided that they had to get rid of her stepdaughter.

      “Take her awy, old man,” she told her husband, “wherever you want, as long as my eyes do not see her! Take her to the forest, in the crackling frost.”

      The old man felt sick, and cried, but there was nothing he could do, he didn’t dare argue with his wife. He harnessed the horse and said to his daughter, “Sit down my dear daughter, in the sled.”

      He drove the girl into the forest, dumped her in a snowdrift under a large spruce and left.

      The girl sat under the spruce, trembling in the cold. Suddenly she heard a noise. Nearby, Morozko was crackling on the fir trees, jumping from tree to trees, clicking as he went. He found himself on the fir tree under which the girl was sat, and called to her from the top:

      “Are you warm, girl?”

      “Warm, Morozko, warm, father.”

      Morozko began to climb down the tree, clicking as he went:

      “Are you warm, girl? Are you warm, red?”

      She took a breath:

      “Warm, Morozko, warm, father.”

      Morozko went down even lower, branches cracking, he clicking harder:

      “Are you warm, girl? Are you warm, red? Are you warm, honey?”

      The girl began to stiffen, she can hardly move her tongue:

      “Oh, warm, dear Morozko!”

      Then Morozko took pity on the girl, wrapped her in warm fur coats and down comforters.

      And back in the hut the stepmother celebrates because she thinks her stepdaughter is dead, bakes making pancakes and shouting to her husband:

      “Go on, old man, go bury your daughter!”

      The old man went into the woods, and headed for where he had left his daughter. But under the big fir tree is his daughter, cheerful and ruddy in a sable coat, decked in gold and silver, with a box full of rich gifts.

      The old man was delighted that his daughter was alive and well. He put her and all the goods in the sled, and they drove home.

      Back at their home, the old woman was still cooking pancakes, when the dog under the table said:

      “Woof! Old man’s daughter in gold and silver is being brought here, but he will not marry an old woman.”

      The old woman threw a pancake to him:

      “Less of that yapping! Say: ‘They take the old woman’s daughter to marry, and the old man daughter’s bones are out there!’

      The dog ate a pancake and said again:

      “Woof! Old man’s daughter in gold and silver is being brought here, but he will not marry an old woman.”

      The old woman threw down her pancakes and beat the dog but he kept repeating his words.

      Suddenly the gate outside creaked, the door opened, and the stepdaughter entered the hut-wearing gold and silver, shining. And behind was her father, carrying a tall, heavy box. The old woman glanced up and her jaw fell.

      “Harness another horse, old man! Take her, take my daughter to the forest and put her in the same place!”

      So the old man put the old woman’s daughter in a sled, drove her to the forest in the same place, left her in a snowdrift under a tall spruce and left.

      The daughter sat in the snow, grinding her teeth.

      Morozko came crackling through the forest, jumping from tree to tree, clicking. The daughter looked up at him:

      “Are you warm, girl?”

      And she told him:

      “Oh, cold! Do not creak, do not crack, Morozko!”

      Morozko began to descend the tree, cracking more, clicking more.

      “Are you warm, girl? Are you warm, red?”

      “Oh, my hands, my feet are frozen! Go away, Morozko!”

      Morozko came down even lower, he cracked and clicked even harder:

      “Are you warm, girl? Are you warm, red?”

      “Oh, I’m so cold! Piss off, damn it, damned Morozko!”

      Morozko got angry and made it so cold that the daughter froze solid.

      At sun rise the old woman told her husband:

      “Harness the horse quickly, go bring my daughter back with her gold and silver!”

      The old man left. The dog under the table started to talk again:

      “Woof! Old man’s daughter will get married, and your daughter’s bones will be in a bag.”

      The old woman scolded the dog:

      “No more yapping! Say: ‘The old woman’s daughter in gold and silver is being brought…”

      But the dog repeated:

      “Woof! Old man’s daughter will get married, and daughter’s bones will be in a bag…”

      The gate creaked outside and the old woman rushed to meet her daughter. But the sled was covered by a blanket. The old man pulled away a corner, and she saw her daughter lying there dead.

      The old woman cried, but it was too late. That’s the end of Morozko’s tale, and whoever listened-well done!

    


    
      
        Finist Clear Falcon‘s feather

      

      Once upon a time there was an old man with three daughters: the older one and middle one were like goldfinches, and the younger one was only concerned about the household. The father was going to the city and asked his daughters what each of them wanted.

      The older and middle ones said:

      “Buy me a dress!”

      “And what do you want, my beloved daughter?” He asked his youngest daughter.

      “Buy me, father, Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.”

      The father said goodbye to them and left for the city; he bought dresses for his elder daughters, but was not able to find Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.

      He returned home and the two eldest daughters were pleased with their gifts.

      “And to you,” he said to his younger daughter, “I didn’t find Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.”

      “So be it,” she said, “maybe next time you will be lucky enough to find it.”

      Her big sisters sewed new clothes for themselves, and laughed at her, but the youngest daughter stayed silent. Father had to go to the city again and asked:

      “Well, daughters, what should I buy you?”

      The older and middle ones asked for scarves, and the smaller one said:

      “Buy me, father, Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.”

      Their father went to the city, bought two scarves, but could not find Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.

      He returned and said:

      “Ah, daughter, after all, I still could not find Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather!”

      “It’s ok, father; maybe another time you will be lucky.”

      So, for a third time the father had to go to the city and said:

      “Tell me, daughters, what should I buy for you?”

      The older ones said:

      “Buy us earrings!”

      And the younger one again said:

      “Buy me Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.”

      Their father bought gold earrings, and rushed around looking for the feather. But no one knew where it was. He became upset and drove out of town. He had only reached the outpost when towards him came an old man carrying a box.

      “What are you carrying, old man?”

      “Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather.”

      “What are you asking for it?”

      “A hundred gold pieces will work.”

      Their father paid the money and rode home with a box.

      His daughters met him.

      “Well, my beloved daughter,” he said to the youngest, “I have finally bought you a present too. Here, take it!”

      The youngest daughter almost jumped for joy, took the box, began to kiss it, and hold it tightly to her chest.

      After supper, everyone went to sleep in their little rooms. The youngest daughter opened the box and Finist Clear Falcon ‘s feather flew out immediately. It hit the floor and a beautiful prince appeared in front of the girl. Through the night they spoke quietly together. Her older sisters heard and asked:

      “Who are you talking to, sister?”

      “To myself,” she replied through the door.

      “Well, open the door then!”

      The prince crouched to the floor and became a feather again; the girl put the feather in the box and opened the door. The sisters looked everywhere but nobody was there with their sister!

      As soon as they left, the girl opened the window, took out the feather and said:

      “Fly, my feather, fly! Walk for a while and enjoy the outside!”

      The feather turned into a majestic falcon and flew into the open field.

      The next night, Finist Clear Falcon flew back to the youngest daughter. Again, they had engaging conversation throughout the night, making each other laugh and smiling with every word. The sisters heard them talking and this time they went to their father:

      “Father! Our sister has someone in her room at night, who sits and talks to her.”

      The father got up and went to his youngest daughter’s room and entered, but the prince had turned back into a feather a long time ago and lay safe in the box.

      “Ah, you worthless girls!” The father scolded his elder daughters. “Why are you lying about her?” It would be better to pay more attention to yourselves!”

      The next day, the sisters decided to prove that they were right. In the evening, when it was completely dark outside, they set up a ladder, and placed sharp knives and needles around the window of their sister.

      At night Finist Clear Falcon flew to the window. He knocked and knocked but he couldn’t get into the upper room and the knives sliced at his delicate wings.

      “Goodbye, maiden!” He said, “If you decide to look for me, then look in the distant lands, in the remote kingdom. First you will wear three pairs of iron shoes, break three cast-iron staffs, bite three stone bowls, and then you will find me!”

      Though the girl was sleeping, she could hear the voices as if in a dream, but couldn’t wake up. In the morning, she looked at the window and saw the knives and needles outside with blood dripping from them.

      She threw up her hands in horror:

      “Oh my God! Look, my sisters have ruined my dear friend’s wings!” But she could remember the words she had heard through her dreams.

      She immediately gathered some provisions and left the house. She ran to the forge, fettered three pairs of iron shoes and three cast-iron staffs, added three stone bowls and set off on the road to look for Finist Clear Falcon.

      She walked and walked, trampled a pair of shoes, broke a cast-iron staff, and bit a stone bowl. She finally came to a hut and knocked, calling:

      “Oh owner and hostess! Shelter me on this dark night.” The old woman inside answered her:

      “You are welcome, girl! Where are you going, my dear?”

      “Ah, grandmother! I am looking for Finist Clear Falcon.”

      “Well, young lady, you will need to look far!” The young girl stayed the night and the next morning the old woman said:

      “Go now to my middle sister, she will teach you well. And here is my gift to you: a silver spindle and golden thread; when you start to spin, the golden thread will stretch.”

      The girl took the roll of thread, rolled it along the road and the old woman ordered her to go wherever it led her. The girl thanked the old woman and followed the thread.

      A long way down the road, another pair of shoes had become worn out, another staff was broken, and one more bowl was bitten. The girl finally followed the thread to the hut. She knocked on the door and called:

      “Dear hosts! Please hide a girl on this dark night.”

      “Welcome!” The old woman answered. “Where are you going?”

      “Looking, grandmother, for Finist Clear Falcon.”

      “You will have to look far!”

      In the morning the old woman gave her a silver dish and a golden egg and sent her to her older sister, saying “she knows where to find Finist Clear Falcon!”

      The girl said goodbye to the old woman and went further. She walked and walked, finally the third pair of shoes was trampled, the third staff was broken, and the last stone bowl had been bitten. The thread led the girl to another hut. She knocked and said:

      “Dear hosts! Please hide a girl on this dark night.”

      An old woman came out and said:

      “Come in, my dear! Welcome! Where have you come from, and where are you going to?”

      “Looking, grandmother, for Finist Clear Falcon.”

      “Oh, he is hard, hard to find! He now lives in a nearby town; he married a farmer’s daughter there.”

      The next morning the old woman told the girl:

      “Here’s a gift for you: a golden patch and a needle. All you have to do is hold the patch and the needle will embroider itself. Well, now go with God and be hired by the farmer’s daughter.”

      The girl followed her advice. She arrived at the farm and was hired. She was a hard worker: she looked after the stove, carried water, and cooked dinner. The farmer saw this and was happy.

      “Thank God!” Said his daughter. “You have got yourself a worker who is both helpful and kind: doing everything without being told!”

      The girl, having finished her chores, took her silver spindle and golden thread and sat down to spin. As she spun the thread stopped being just golden colored, but became pure gold. The farmer’s daughter saw it:

      “Ah, girl! Would you sell me your spindle?”

      “Perhaps I can!” She replied.

      “And what’s your price?”

      “Let me spend the night with your husband.”

      The farmer’s daughter agreed.

      “This is no problem!” She thought. “After all, I can give my husband a sleepy potion so he sleeps through the night, and with this spindle my mother and I will get rich!”

      But Finist Clear Falcon was not at home: he spent all day flying in the skies, and returned in the evening.

      They sat down to dinner; the girl served at the table and kept looking at him, but he didn’t recognize her. The farmer’s daughter put a sleepy potion in the drink for Finist Clear Falcon, sent him to bed and said to the girl:

      “Go to his upper room and drive away the flies!” The girl drove away the flies, and cried:

      “Wake up, wake up, Finist Clear Falcon! I, the maiden, have come to you; I broke three cast-iron staffs, I trampled three pairs of iron shoes, I exhausted three stone bowls, and I was looking for you all that time!”

      But Finist was asleep and did not feel anything; and so the night passed. The next day, the worker took a silver platter and rolled the golden egg over it: a lot of golden eggs appeared on the platter! The farmer’s daughter saw it.

      “Sell that platter to me!” She said.

      “Perhaps I can!”

      “And what about the price?”

      “Allow me one more night with your husband.”

      “Good, I agree!”

      And Finist Clear Falcon again flew in the skies all day, and flew home only in the evening.

      They sat down to dinner, the girl served at the table and kept looking at him, but he still didn’t notice her. Again, the farmer’s daughter gave him a sleepy potion, put him to bed, and sent the worker to drive the flies away.

      Yet again, no matter how much she cried, no matter how hard she tried to wake him up, he slept until the morning and heard nothing.

      On the third day, the girl sat holding the golden patch in her hands, and the needle embroidered beautiful patterns all by itself! The farmer’s daughter was still watching.

      “Sell that patch to me!” She says.

      “Perhaps I can!”

      “And what about the price?”

      “Let me spend one more night with your husband.”

      “Good, I agree!”

      In the evening Finist Clear Falcon came back; his wife gave him sleepy potion, put him to bed, and sent the worker to drive away the flies.

      So, the girl drove away the flies, and wept:

      “Wake up, wake up, Finist Clear Falcon! I have come to you; I broke three cast-iron staves, trampled three pairs of iron shoes, I gnawed three stone bowls. I’ve been looking for you, my dear!”

      But Finist Clear Falcon slept soundly, without hearing anything. She cried while trying to wake him for a long time. Then one of her tears fell on his cheek, and at that moment he woke up:

      “Ah,” he said, “something has burned me!”

      “Finist Clear Falcon!” She cried. “I came to you: I broke three cast-iron staffs, I trampled three pairs of iron shoes, I gnawed three stone bowls-I was looking for you! This is the third night I have spent standing over you, but you wouldn’t wake up. You wouldn’t respond to my words!”

      At last Finist Clear Falcon recognized her and was so glad that he had no words to describe it.

      They conspired and left that night. In the morning, the farmer’s daughter searched the farm but neither he nor the worker was there! She complained to her mother and they ordered the horses to be prepared and set off in pursuit.

      She rode and rode and met all three of the old women, but Finist Clear Falcon could not be found: he had not been seen for a long time!

      Finist Clear Falcon found himself with his beloved near her parental house. He stood on the wet ground and became a feather again, which the girl took and hid in her bosom before she went to her father.

      “Ah, my sweet daughter! I thought you had left this world! Where have you been all this time?”

      “I went to pray to God.”

      It happened to be around the holy week. The father and his older daughters were going to matins.

      “Well, my dear daughter,” he said to the youngest, “pack up and come with us; today is such a joyful day.”

      “Father, I have nothing to wear.”

      “You can wear our clothes,” the older sisters say.

      “Ah, sisters, your dresses don’t fit me! I’d rather stay at home.”

      The father and two daughters left for the morning service and the girl took out her feather. It hit the floor and became a wonderful prince again.

      He whistled through the window and there appeared a beautiful dress and a golden carriage. They dressed up, got into the carriage and drove off towards the church.

      They entered the church and stood in front of everyone. People wondered who the prince and princess were.

      At the end of matins, the couple left before everyone else and went home. The carriage and dress vanished and all was as it was before, and the prince turned back into a feather. The father and older daughters returned as well.

      “Ah, sister! So sad you didn’t come with us. In the church there was a beautiful prince and princess.”

      “It’s ok, sisters! You told me and it’s as good as being there.”

      The same thing happened the next day but on the third, when the prince and the princess got into their carriage, the father left the church at the same time and saw with his own eyes that the carriage had gone in the direction of his house.

      The father returned and asked the younger daughter why the carriage had gone that way. She replied:

      “I must admit!”

      She took out the feather; it hit the floor and turned into the prince. Her father was happy and blessed them and their love.

      They were married, and the wedding was extravagant! And they all lived happily ever after.

    


    
      
        Sister Alenushka, Brother Ivanushka

      

      Once upon a time there was a king and a queen who had a son and a daughter, their son was called Ivanushka, and their daughter was Alenushka. The king and the queen died, the children were left alone and went wandering around the world.

      They walked, walked and walked. Eventually they came to a pond, with a herd of cows grazing nearby.

      “I’m thirsty,” said Ivanushka.

      “Don’t drink, brother, otherwise you’ll become a calf,” said Alenushka. He obeyed, and they went on.

      They walked and walked and saw a river with a herd of horses walking nearby.

      “Ah, sister, I wish you knew how thirsty I am.” Ivanushka complained again.

      “Do not drink, brother, otherwise you will become a foal.” Ivanushka obeyed, and they went on.

      They walked and walked and came to a lake with a flock of sheep nearby.

      “Ah, sister, I am scared to drink.” Ivanushka said.

      “Do not drink, brother, otherwise you will become a ram.” Ivanushka obeyed, and they went on.

      They walked and walked until they saw a stream with a team of pigs nearby.

      “Ah, sister, I have to drink; I feel terribly thirsty.”

      “Do not drink, brother, otherwise you will become a pig.”

      Ivanushka again obeyed, and they went on.

      They walked and walked and saw a herd of goats grazing near some water.

      “Ah, sister, I’ll drink.”

      “Do not drink, brother, otherwise you will become a goat.”

      He could not stand it anymore and disobeyed his sister, drank some water and became a goat immediately. He jumped in front of Alenushka and shouted, “Me-ke-ke! Me-ke-ke!”

      Alenushka tied a silk belt around his neck and led him along with her, while she herself was crying, weeping bitterly about her little brother. The goat escaped the lead and ran into the garden of a king. People saw him and immediately told the king:

      “We, your royal majesty, have a goat in the garden, and a maiden, such a beautiful one, is holding him with her belt.” The king ordered them to ask who she was. So, people asked her where she was from and where her family was.

      “So,” says Alenushka, “there was a king and a queen, but they died. We, their children, remained: I am a princess, and my brother, a prince. But he was too thirsty, he drank some water and became a goat.”

      People reported all this to the king. The king called Alenushka to come see him and asked about her life. She liked him, and the king decided he wanted to marry her. Soon they had a wedding and began their life together, and the goat lived with them, walking around the garden, and drinking and eating with the king and the queen.

      One day the king went hunting but at the same time a sorceress came and cursed the queen. Alenushka became sick, thin and pale. Everyone at the court was depressed; the flowers in the garden began to wilt, the trees dried out, the grass faded to yellow.

      The king returned and asked the queen, “Are you unwell?”

      “Yes, I am ill,” the queen told him.

      The next day, the king went hunting again. Alenushka was still sick, a sorceress came to her and said, “Do you want me to cure you? Go out to the sea for many mornings and drink water there.”

      The queen obeyed and went to the sea at dawn. But the sorceress was waiting there and grabbed her, tied a stone around her neck and threw her into the sea. Alenushka sank to the bottom, the little goat ran up and wept bitterly. And the sorceress turned into the queen and went to the palace.

      The king came home and was glad that the queen seemed to again be healthy. Together they sat down to dinner.

      “And where is the goat?” the king asked his queen.

      “We do not need him,” said the disguised sorceress, “I ordered the servants to let him go; he smells like goat!”

      The next day, the king went hunting again. While he was out the sorceress beat the goat and threatened him:

      “Once the king comes back, I’ll ask him to slaughter you.”

      The king arrived home and the sorceress went to him saying “Order the servants to kill the goat. I am tired of him and he’s completely disgusting!”

      The king felt sorry for the goat, but there was nothing he could do-she pestered and begged so much that the king finally agreed and allowed him to be killed. He watched the goat as they began to sharpen their knives. The goat cried, ran to the king and asked:

      “King! Let me go to the sea, drink some water, rinse my intestines.”

      The king let him go. So, the little goat ran to the sea, stood on the shore and screamed plaintively:

      “Alenushka, my sister! Sail out, swim out to the shore. Fires are burning, simmering pots are boiling, knives are being sharpened, they want to kill me!”
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      She answered him:

      “Ivanushka, my brother! A heavy stone pulls me to the bottom, a big snake has sucked at my heart!”

      The goat wept even harder and turned back. In the middle of the day he again asked the king:

      “King! Let me go to the sea, drink some water, rinse my intestines.”

      The king let him go. So, the little goat ran to the sea and shouted plaintively:

      “Alenushka, my sister! Sail out, swim out to the shore. Fires are burning, simmering pots are boiling, knives are being sharpened, they want to kill me!”

      She answered him:

      “Ivanushka, my brother! A heavy stone pulls me to the bottom, a big snake has sucked at my heart!”

      The goat cried again and returned home. The king had been wondering why the little goat was running around by the sea. The goat asked for the third time:

      “King! Let me go to the sea, drink some water, rinse my intestines.”

      The king let him go, and this time he followed him down to the sea and heard the goat call to his sister:

      “Alenushka, my sister! Sail out, swim out to the shore. Fires are burning, simmering pots are boiling, knives are being sharpened, they want to kill me!”

      She answered him:

      “Ivanushka, my brother! A heavy stone pulls me to the bottom, a big snake has sucked at my heart!”

      The goat again tried to call his sister. Alenushka surfaced and appeared above the water. The king grabbed her, tore the stone from her neck and pulled her ashore, and asked how this had happened. She told what had happened. The king was delighted, as was the goat, who was jumping for a joy, and everything in the garden became green and bloomed once more.

      The king ordered that the sorceress would be executed. A fire was built in the courtyard and they burned her. After that, the king, the queen and the little goat continued to live, drink and eat together.

    


    
      
        The Tale of Ivan Tsarevich and the Gray Wolf

      

      In a far away kingdom, there was a king named Vyslav Andronovich. He had three sons: the first was Dimitri Tsarevich, the second was Vasily Tsarevich, and the third was Ivan Tsarevich. That king Vyslav Andronovich had a garden so rich that there were none better; various expensive trees both with and without fruit grew in that garden, but the king had one apple tree that was loved above all others where golden apples grew. A firebird lived in King Vyslav’s garden; her feathers were golden, and her eyes were like oriental crystal. She flew into that garden every night and sat on the apple tree beloved of Vyslav the King, plucked golden apples from it and again flew away. King Vyslav Andronovich was crushed that the firebird had plucked so many apples from the tree. He called his three sons to him and said to them:

      “My dear children! How many of you can catch the firebird in my garden? Whoever catches it alive will be given half of the kingdom during my lifetime, and the rest of it when I die.”

      The children cried unanimously: “Gracious sovereign father, your royal majesty! We will be very happy to try to catch the firebird.”

      On the first night Dimitri Tsarevich was on guard in the garden. He sat under the apple tree from which the firebird picked the apples, fell asleep and did not hear the firebird arrive and pluck many golden apples. In the morning, King Vyslav Andronovich summoned Dimitri Tsarevich to him and asked:

      “So, my dear son, did you see the firebird or not?”

      The prince said, “No, gracious sovereign, father! It didn’t come this night.”

      The next night, Vasily Tsarevich went to guard the garden. He sat under the same apple tree and, after man hours, fell asleep so soundly that he did not hear the firebird fly in and steal the apples. In the morning, King Vyslav called him to his palace and asked:

      “So, my dear son, have you seen the firebird or not?”

      “Gracious sovereign, father! It didn’t come this night.”

      On the third night, Ivan Tsarevich went into the garden and sat under the same apple tree. He sat for an hour, then another and third-all of a sudden the whole garden was lit up as if by fire. The firebird flew in, sat on the apple tree and started to eat the apples. Ivan Tsarevich crept up to her carefully and grabbed her by the tail. However, he could not hold onto it: the firebird escaped his grip and flew away, leaving Ivan the Tsarevich holding just one feather from its tail, which he held onto very tightly.

      In the morning, as soon as King Vyslav woke up, Ivan Tsarevich went to him and gave him the firebird’s feather. King Vyslav was very pleased that his younger son managed to get at least one feather. This feather was so wonderful and light that if you brought it into a dark chamber, it would shine with the light of a hundred candles. King Vyslav put the feather in his office as such a thing was precious and should be kept safe forever. After that night, the firebird didn’t enter the garden.

      King Vyslav called his children to him again and told them:

      “My dear children! Go with my blessing, find the firebird and bring it back alive. As I promised before, of course, who brings the bird to me will get the kingdom.”

      Dimitri and Vasily Tsarevich began to feel jealous of their younger brother, Ivan Tsarevich, that he had managed to pull a feather from the tail of a firebird.

      The two older princes accepted the blessing from their father and two went to look for a firebird. Ivan Tsarevich asked his father for his blessing as well. King Vyslav told him: “My dear son, my dear child! You are still young and unaccustomed to such a long and difficult journey. Why should I let you go away from me? After all, your brothers have already gone. What if you leave me as well, and none of you return for a long time? I’m already old, if God takes my life during your absence who will rule my kingdom instead of me? There may be a rebellion from our people, and there will be no one to calm them down. Or enemies will invade our region, and there will be no one to command our troops. “

      However, no matter how much King Vyslav tried to keep Ivan Tsarevich at home, he could not prevent him from going. At his persistent request Ivan Tsarevich received his blessing from the king, chose his horse and went on the road without knowing where he was going.

      Riding along the road, he finally arrived in a lush green field. In the field there was a pillar, with these words written upon it: “Whoever goes straight from this pillar will be hungry and cold; he who goes to the right side will be healthy and alive, but his horse will be dead; and he who goes to the left side, he himself will be killed, while his horse will be alive and well.”

      Ivan Tsarevich read the inscription and rode to the right side, keeping in mind that although his horse would be killed, he himself would be alive and he could eventually get another horse.
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      He rode through the day, then another. On the third day a big gray wolf leapt out at him and said: “Oh, you, young man, Ivan Tsarevich! Did you read on the column that your horse would be killed? Why have you come this way? “ The wolf uttered these words, tore the horse into two parts and left.

      Ivan Tsarevich was upset about his horse, wept bitterly and continued on foot. He walked all day so he was unspeakably tired and just wanted to sit down to rest, suddenly the gray wolf caught up with him and told him:

      “I feel sorry for you, Ivan Tsarevich, that you were exhausted by traveling on foot. I am also sorry about your good horse. Sit on me, and tell me where to take you and why.”

      Ivan Tsarevich told the gray wolf where he needed to go; and the gray wolf ran faster than a horse.

      Late that night the wolf brought Ivan Tsarevich to a low stone wall, stopped and said:

      “Well, Ivan Tsarevich, get off me, and climb through this stone wall. There’s a garden behind this wall, and there the firebird sits in a golden cage. You can take the firebird but don’t touch the golden cage; if you take the cage, you won’t get out of the garden. They’ll catch you immediately!”

      Ivan Tsarevich climbed over the stone wall into the garden, saw the firebird in a golden cage and was enchanted by it. He took the bird out of the cage and went back, but then he thought: “How can I take the firebird without a cage, where will I put it?” He turned back and took the golden cage. Suddenly there was a crash of thunder throughout the garden. The guards immediately woke up, ran into the garden, caught Ivan Tsarevich holding the firebird and took him to their king, whose name was Dolmat.

      King Dolmat was very angry with Ivan Tsarevich and shouted at him in a loud voice:

      “How embarrassing it is, young man, to steal! Who are you, where are you from, who is your father, and what is your name?”

      Ivan Tsarevich said to him:

      “I am from the kingdom of Vyslavov, the son of King Vyslav Andronovich, and my name is Ivan Tsarevich. Your firebird used to fly into our garden every night, and tore the golden apples from my father’s beloved tree. Almost the whole tree was ruined. Because of this, my father sent me to find the firebird and bring it back to him. “

      “Oh, Ivan Tsarevich,” said King Dolmat, “is it good to do what you did? If you had come to me, I would have given you the firebird. But now, will it be good when I have to announce how you dishonestly acted in my country? But listen, Ivan Tsarevich, if you serve me-go to distant lands, to the thirtieth state-and you get the golden-haired horse from King Afron, then I will forgive you and give you the firebird with great honor. But if you do not do this, I will let everyone in all of the states know that you are a dishonest thief.”

      Ivan Tsarevich left King Dolmat in great sorrow, promising to get the golden-haired horse for him.

      He went to the gray wolf and told him everything that King Dolmat had told him.

      “Oh, young boy, Ivan Tsarevich!” The gray wolf said to him. “Why didn’t you listen to my words and leave the golden cage?”

      “I am to blame,” Ivan Tsarevich told the wolf. “So, be it!” Said the gray wolf.

      “Sit on me and I’ll take you wherever you need to go.”

      Ivan Tsarevich sat on the gray wolf’s back; and the wolf ran swift and sure like an arrow, until that night they reached the state of King Afron.

      Having come to the king’s white-stone stables, the gray wolf said to Ivan Tsarevich:

      “Go, Ivan Tsarevich, into the stables (now the guard grooms are asleep!) and take the golden-maned horse. But leave the golden reins hanging on the wall. Do not take them, otherwise it will be bad for you.”

      Ivan Tsarevich, entered the white-stone stables, took the horse and went to leave. But then he saw a golden reins on the wall and liked them so much that he removed them from the wall. Suddenly there was thunder and noise throughout the stables. The guard grooms immediately woke up, caught Ivan Tsarevich and led him to King Afron.

      King Afron began to question him:

      “Oh, young boy! Tell me, which state are you from, and who is your father, and what is your name?”

      Ivan Tsarevich replied:

      “I am from Vyslavov’s kingdom, the son of King Vyslav Andronovich, and my name is Ivan Tsarevich.”

      “Oh, young Ivan Tsarevich!” King Afron told him. “Would an honest knight do what you have done? If you had come to me, I would have given you the golden-maned horse gladly. And now, will it be good for you when I tell people in all the states how dishonestly you have acted in my state? However, listen to me, Ivan Tsarevich! If you serve me and travel to distant lands, and bring me Queen Elena the Beautiful-with whom I have fallen in love with long ago, but can’t get-I will forgive you and give you the golden-haired horse and the gold bridle honestly. But if you don’t do me this service, I’ll let it be known in all the countries that you are a dishonest thief, and I’ll write down everything that you did badly in my country.”

      So, Ivan Tsarevich promised King Afron to get Queen Helen the Beautiful, and he went out of his chambers and wept bitterly.

      He went back to the gray wolf and told everything that had happened.

      “Oh, young boy, Ivan Tsarevich!” The gray wolf chided him. “Why didn’t you listen to my words and leave the golden reins on the wall?”

      “I am to blame,” Ivan Tsarevich said to the wolf.

      “So, be it!” The gray wolf continued. “Sit on meagain and I will take you wherever you need to go.”

      Ivan Tsarevich sat on his back and the wolf ran as fast as he could until they finally came to the state of Queen Elena the Beautiful.

      At the golden lattice that surrounded her wonderful garden, the wolf said to Ivan Tsarevich:

      “Well, Ivan Tsarevich, now get off me and go back along the same road that we followed and wait for me in a clean field under a green oak.”

      Ivan Tsarevich went where he was told and waited.

      The gray wolf sat near that golden lattice and waited for Queen Elena the Beautiful to go for a walk in the garden. In the evening, when the sun began to set, and it wasn’t very hot, Queen Elena went into the garden for a walk with her ladies and court nobles. When she entered the garden, and approached the place where the gray wolf was sitting behind bars, the gray wolf suddenly jumped over the bars and grabbed the queen, jumped back over the bars and ran with her as fast as he could.

      He ran into the open field under a green oak, where Ivan Tsarevich was waiting for him, and said to him: “Ivan Tsarevich, sit upon me quickly!” Ivan Tsarevich sat on the wolf who rushed them both to the state of King Afron. The ladies and all the nobles of the court, who walked in the garden with Queen Elena, immediately ran to the palace and sent soldiers in pursuit of the gray wolf. However, no matter how many men joined the chase, they could not catch them and turned back.

      Ivan Tsarevich, sitting on a gray wolf with Queen Elena, fell in love with her, and she fell in love with him. When the gray wolf arrived at the state of King Afron and Ivan Tsarevich had to take Elena the Beautiful to the palace and give her to the king, the prince became very sad and began to cry bitterly. The gray wolf asked him:

      “Why are you crying, Ivan Tsarevich?”

      And Ivan Tsarevich replied:

      “My friend, gray wolf! How can I, an honest fellow, not cry? I have fallen in love with Queen Elena, but now I must give her to King Afron for the golden-maned horse. If I don’t give her then King Afron will dishonor me in all states.”

      “I have served you several times, Ivan Tsarevich,” said the gray wolf, “I will also do you this service. Listen to me, Ivan Tsarevich: I will become the Queen Elena the Beautiful, and you will take me to King Afron and he will give you the horse with a golden mane. He will believe that I am the real queen, and when you sit on a golden-maned horse and go far, then I will beg King Afron to go to the open field for a walk. Once the ladies and court nobles see me with him I will return to you again.”

      The gray wolf said this, hit the wet earth and became Queen Elena the Beautiful. Ivan Tsarevich took the gray wolf disguised as the queen, went to the palace to see King Afron, and asked the real Queen Elena to wait outside the city for Ivan. When Ivan Tsarevich went to King Afron with the fake Elena the Beautiful, the king rejoiced in his heart that he had received the treasure he had long desired for.

      He accepted the false princess, and handed the horse of the golden hair to Ivan Tsarevich. Ivan Tsarevich mounted the horse, collected Queen Elena and rode the path to the state of King Dolmat.

      The gray wolf lived with King Afron for a day, then another and then a third in the place of Queen Elena the Beautiful. On the fourth day the wolf went to King Afron to ask for a walk in the field in order to break the melancholy grief. King Afron said,

      “Ah, my beautiful Queen Elena! I would do anything for you, I will let you go for a walk in the field.” And immediately he ordered the ladies and court nobles to join the queen on a walk in the field.

      Ivan Tsarevich rode along the road with Elena the Beautiful, talked with her and forgot about the gray wolf. Suddenly he remembered:

      “Ah, where is my gray wolf?”

      Then, out of nowhere, the wolf stood in front of Ivan Tsarevich and said:

      “Sit, Ivan Tsarevich, on me and let the beautiful queen ride the horse with golden hair.”

      Ivan Tsarevich sat on the gray wolf, and they rode to the state of King Dolmat.

      Once they reached that state, they stopped three miles outside the city. Ivan Tsarevich asked the gray wolf:

      “Listen, my dear friend! You have served me many times, serve me this last times. Can you turn into a horse with golden hair? Because I don’t want to part with this golden-haired horse.”

      Suddenly, the gray wolf hit the damp ground and turned into a golden-haired horse. Ivan Tsarevich left Queen Elena the Beautiful in a green meadow, sat on the diguised gray wolf and went to the palace of King Dolmat.

      As soon as he arrived there, King Dolmat saw Ivan Tsarevich riding the horse with a golden mane, and was very happy. He left his chambers immediately, met Tsarevich in the wide courtyard, embraced him, took his right hand and led him into his chambers. For such a celebration, King Dolmat ordered a feast, and they sat at the oak tables, drank, ate and were merry for exactly two days. On the third day, King Dolmat gave Ivan Tsarevich the firebird in the golden cage. Ivan Tsarevich took the firebird, went out of town, sat on the real golden horse with Queen Elena and returned to his country, to the state of King Vyslav Andronovich.

      However, the next day, King Dolmat decided to ride around on his golden-haired horse. He ordered him to ride, then he sat on him and went to a field but this enraged the horse. It threw off King Dolmat and turned back into a gray wolf, then caught up to Ivan Tsarevich.

      “Ivan Tsarevich!” he called, “Sit on me, and let Queen Elena ride on the horse with the golden mane.”

      Ivan Tsarevich sat on a gray wolf, and they continued on their way.

      As soon as they reached the place where Ivan Tsarevich’s horse had been torn apart, the gray wolf stopped and said:

      “Well, Ivan Tsarevich, I have served you faithfully and truthfully. In this place I tore your horse into two parts. Get off me, now you have a golden-haired horse, so you sit on it with your queen and go wherever you need. I am no longer your servant.”

      The gray wolf uttered these words and ran away, and Ivan Tsarevich wept bitterly over losing the gray wolf and went on his way with the beautiful queen.

      They continued to ride towards his home until they were only twenty miles away where they stopped, got down from the horse and lay down to rest under a tree. Ivan tied the golden-maned horse to the same tree, and set the cage with the firebird near them. Lying on the soft grass and having an amicable conversation, they fell soundly asleep.

      At the same time, Ivan Tsarevich’s brothers, Dimitri and Vasily Tsarevich, were returning to their country after traveling to different countries and not finding a firebird. On the way they stumbled across their sleepy brother Ivan Tsarevich with the beautiful Queen Elena. Seeing a golden-haired horse and a firebird in a golden cage on the grass, they decided to kill their brother. Dimitri Tsarevich drew his sword, stabbed Ivan Tsarevich and chopped him into small pieces. Then they woke Queen Elena and asked her:

      “Beautiful girl! What state are you from, who is your father, and what is your name?”

      The beautiful queen, seeing Ivan Tsarevich dead, was very frightened and began to cry. Through her tears she said:

      “I am Queen Elena the Beautiful, and Ivan Tsarevich, whom you have put to death, got me. You would have been good knights if you challenged him and defeated him. But you killed a sleeping man and what kind of praise should you receive? Sleeping man-same as dead!”

      Then Dimitri Tsarevich put his sword to her heart and said:

      “Listen, Elena the Beautiful! You are now in our hands. We will take you to our father, King Vyslav Androkovich, and you will tell him that we got you, and the firebird, and the golden-haired horse. If you can’t say this, I will kill you now!”

      Queen Elena the Beautiful, frightened of death, promised them and swore that she would speak as she was told to. Then Dimitri Tsarevich and Vasily Tsarevich began to draw lots over who would get the queen and who would have the golden-haired horse. The lot fell that the beautiful queen would go to Vasily Tsarevich, and the golden-haired horse to Dimitri Tsarevich. Vasily Tsarevich took Queen Elena the Beautiful with him on his horse, and Dimitri Tsarevich sat on the golden-haired horse and took the firebird so they could hand it to their father and they set off.

      Ivan Tsarevich lay dead in that place for thirty days, until the gray wolf came upon him and recognized him.

      He wanted to help him, to put the pieces back together and revive him, but did not know how to do it. At the same time, the gray wolf saw one large raven and two small ravens, who flew over the corpse wanting to eat the meat of Ivan Tsarevich.

      The gray wolf hid behind a bush, and as soon as the small ravens landed on the ground and began to eat the body of Ivan Tsarevich, he jumped out from behind the bush, grabbed one raven and went to tear it into two parts. Then the large raven landed on the ground, sat at a distance from the gray wolf and said to him:

      “Oh, gray wolf! Do not touch my young child-he did nothing to you.”

      “Listen, raven!” Said the gray wolf. “I will not touch your child and will let it go if you serve me: fly to distant lands and bring me dead and living water.”

      The large raven said to the gray wolf: “I will do this work for you, but do not touch my son.”

      Having spoken these words, the raven flew away and disappeared. Three days later, the raven returned with two bubbles: in one was living water and in the other dead. The raven gave the bubbles to the gray wolf. The gray wolf took the bubbles, tore the black raven into two, sprinkled it with dead water and that black raven grew together. Then he sprinkled it with live water and it jumped up and flew away. Then the gray wolf sprinkled Ivan Tsarevich with dead water and his body became solid, sprinkled it with live water and Ivan Tsarevich got up and said:

      “Ah, I slept for a long time!”

      The gray wolf said to him:

      “Yes, Ivan Tsarevich, you would have slept forever if not for me. Your brothers chopped you up, and have taken the beautiful Queen Elena and the golden-maned horse and the firebird. Now hurry to your fatherland; your brother, Vasily Tsarevich, is due to marry your bride today. You had better sit on me, so we can get there quickly.”

      Ivan Tsarevich sat on the gray wolf and the wolf carried him swiftly to the state of King Vyslav Andronovich.

      Ivan Tsarevich got down from the gray wolf, went into the city and, having arrived at the palace, found his brother Vasily Tsarevich with Queen Elena the Beautiful. Ivan Tsarevich entered the chambers, and as soon as Elena the Beautiful saw him, she immediately jumped away from the table, began to kiss him and cried:

      “Here is my dear fiancé, Ivan Tsarevich, and not the villain who sits at the table!”

      Then King Vyslav Andronovich got up and began to ask Queen Elena what this meant, and what she was talking about? Elena the Beautiful told him the whole truth: how Ivan Tsarevich got her, the golden-haired horse and the firebird, how the older brothers killed him while he slept, and how they frightened her so that she would say that they had achieved it all. King Vyslav was very angry with Dimitri and Vasily and put them in prison. Ivan Tsarevich married Queen Elena and for the rest of their lives they could not stay away from each other for even one minute.

    


    
      
        Princess Frog

      

      Once upon a time, there lived a king and queen, who had three sons-all young, single, daredevils. The youngest one was Ivan Tsarevich.

      The king said the following words to his sons:

      “My dear children, take yourselves an arrow, pull tight bows and let it go in different directions. On the yard where the arrow falls, go there and find a wife.”

      The older brother fired an arrow which hit the boyar’s yard, directly into the hawthorn against a maiden’s tower. The middle brother’s arrow flew to the merchant’s courtyard and stopped at the porch, and on that porch there was a maiden, a merchant’s daughter. The younger brother’s arrow hit a dirty swamp, and was caught by a frog.

      Ivan Tsarevich said:

      “How can I take a frog for my wife? The frog does not match me! “

      “Take it!” The king told him. “It looks like that is your fate.”

      So, the princes got married: the eldest married the maiden, the middle son married the merchant’s daughter, and Ivan Tsarevich married the frog.

      The king called them and ordered:

      “Your wives should bake me some fresh white bread tomorrow.”

      Ivan Tsarevich returned to his chambers unhappy, his head hanging low.

      “Ribbit! Ivan Tsarevich! Why are you so sad?” The frog asked him. “Did you not like what you head from your father?”

      “How can I not be upset? My father ordered you to make fresh white bread by tomorrow.” The prince replied.

      “Do not be sad, prince! Go to bed, rest. The morning is wiser than the evening!”

      Once the prince was asleep the frog threw off her frog skin and turned into a girl, Vasilisa the Wise. She went out onto the porch and called in a loud voice:

      “Mothers! Gather, equip and cook fresh white bread, as I ate in my father’s palace.”

      In the morning, Ivan Tsarevich woke up and the frog had the bread ready. The bread was decorated beautifully: on the sides you could see the king’s cities and outposts. The king thanked Ivan Tsarevich for the bread and immediately ordered all three of his sons:

      “Your wives have to make a silk carpet for me tonight.”

      Ivan Tsarevich turned back sadly, his head hanging low.

      “Ribbit! Ivan Tsarevich! Why are you so sad? Did you not like what you head from your father?”

      “How can I not be upset? My father orders that you must weave him a silk carpet in one night.”

      “Do not be sad, prince! Go to bed, rest; The morning is wiser than the evening!”

      Once the prince was asleep the frog threw off her frog skin and turned into a girl, Vasilisa the Wise. She went out onto the porch and called in a loud voice:

      “Mothers! Gather, equip and weave a silk carpet, like the one I used to sit on at father’s house!”

      The next morning, Ivan Tsarevich woke up and the frog already had the carpet. The carpet was decorated with gold and silver in cunning patterns. The king thanked Ivan Tsarevich for the carpet and immediately issued a new order that all three princes would come to see him for dinner with their wives.

      Again, Ivan Tsarevich returned sadly, his head hanging low.

      “Ribbit! Ivan Tsarevich! Why are you so sad? Did you not like what you head from your father?”

      “How can I not be upset? My father ordered me to bring you to dinner. How can I show you to people!”

      “Do not be sad, prince! Go alone to the king for dinner, and I will follow you. When you hear a knock and thunder, say: this is my frog in a box arrived.”

      So, the elder brothers appeared at the meal with their wives, all dressed up. Together they stood, laughing at Ivan Tsarevich:

      “Well, brother, have you come without a wife? You could bring her in a handkerchief! And where did you find such a beauty? You must have searched across all the swamps!”

      Suddenly there came a great knock and thunder at the door. The whole palace shook and the guests were very scared, they jumped up from their seats and did not know what to do. But Ivan Tsarevich said:

      “Do not be afraid, gentlemen! This is my little frog in a box arrived. “

      A gilded carriage with six horses flew up to the royal palace, and Vasilisa the Wise exited it-such a beauty that had never been seen! She took Ivan Tsarevich by the hand and led him to the oak table. The guests began to eat, drink and be merry. Vasilisa the Wise drank from a glass and poured the last drops over her left sleeve, ate some swan and hid a bone in her right sleeve. The wives of the elder princes saw her tricks, and started doing same.

      After Vasilisa the Wise went to dance with Ivan Tsarevich, she waved her left hand and created a lake, she waved her right and white swans swam across the water; the king and the guests were amazed. The elder sisters-in-law went to dance, waved with their left hands and they splattered the guests with wine, waved with their right hands and the bones hit the king! The king became very angry and drove them away in disgrace.

      Meanwhile, Ivan Tsarevich, ran home, found the frog skin and burned it in a large fire. Vasilisa the Wise arrived home, but there was no frog skin. She was saddened and said to the prince:

      “Oh, Ivan Tsarevich! What have you done? If you had waited a bit, I would have been yours forever but now goodbye! Look for me in the distant lands-at the state of Koschei the Immortal.”
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      She turned into a white swan and flew out the window. Ivan Tsarevich wept bitterly, prayed to God and went wherever his eyes looked. He walked far and wide until an old man came across him.

      “Hello,” he says, “good fellow! What are you looking for, where are you going to?”

      Tsarevich told him of his misfortune.

      “Oh, Ivan Tsarevich! Why did you burn the skin of the frog? It was not you who put it on, it was not for you to destroy! Vasilisa the Wise is cunning, was born wiser than her father. Because of this he ordered her to be a frog for three years. Here is a roll for you; follow where it rolls.”

      Ivan Tsarevich thanked the old man and followed the roll. He walked through a field and came across a bear.

      “Let me,” he said, “kill the beast!”

      But the bear told him:

      “Don’t kill me, Ivan Tsarevich! Someday I will be useful to you.”

      He went further, still looking, when a duck flew over him; the prince took aim at it with a rifle, when suddenly it warned him with a human voice:

      “Don’t kill me, Ivan Tsarevich! Someday I will be useful to you.”

      He lowered the rifle and moved on. A rabbit ran past and the prince took out his gun again, aimed but the rabbit told him in a human voice:

      “Don’t kill me, Ivan Tsarevich! Someday I will be useful to you.”

      Ivan Tsarevich lowered the gun again and went further, arriving at the blue sea where he saw a pike dying on the sand.

      “Ah, Ivan Tsarevich,” the pike said, “take pity on me, put me back in the sea.”

      Ivan Tsarevich threw the pike into the sea and went back ashore. He continued to follow the roll and came to a hut on chicken legs.

      Ivan Tsarevich said:

      “Hut, hut! Become as your mother set you-facing me with your back to the sea.”

      The hut turned back to the sea, facing him. Ivan Tsarevich went inside and saw a stove on bricks, and Baba-Yaga the Bone Leg, sharpening her teeth.

      “Hey, good fellow! Why have you come to me? “ Baba-Yaga asked Ivan Tsarevich.

      “Oh, you old crone! You might feed a good fellow and give me some water, and let me rest in a bathhouse, before asking me.”

      Baba-Yaga fed him, gave him water, let him rest in the bathhouse. Then the prince told her that he was looking for his wife, Vasilisa the Wise.

      “Ah, I know!” Said Baba-Yaga. “She is with Koschei the Immortal now. It will be hard to get her, it’s not easy to cope with Koschei-his death is at the end of the needle, that needle is in the egg, then the egg is in the duck, that duck is in the rabbit, that rabbit in the chest, and the chest is on a tall oak tree, and Koschei is taking care of that tree.”

      Yaga showed him where the oak tree was growing but Ivan Tsarevich did not know what to do or how to get the chest.

      Suddenly, a bear appeared and turned the tree upside down; the chest fell and smashed into pieces. The rabbit ran out of the chest and ran away but another rabbit chased after him, caught up, grabbed it and tore it into pieces. A duck flew out of the rabbit and rose high in the sky but another duck rushed after it and as it hit it the duck immediately dropped an egg. That egg then fell into the sea.

      Ivan Tsarevich, seeing the inevitable misfortune, burst into tears in desperation. Suddenly a pike swam to the shore with an egg in its teeth. Ivan Tsarevich took that egg, broke it, took the needle out and broke off the tip. No matter how much Koschei fought, no matter how he rushed about in all directions, he had to die!

      Ivan Tsarevich went to the house of Koschei, took Vasilisa the Wise and brought her home. After that, they lived together happily ever after. That is the story of the Frog Princess, and whoever listened-well done!

    


    
      
        Aesop

      

    


    
      
        Brother And Sister

      

      A certain man had two children, a boy and a girl: and the boy was as good-looking as the girl was plain. One day, as they were playing together in their mother's chamber, they chanced upon a mirror and saw their own features for the first time. The boy saw what a handsome fellow he was, and began to boast to his Sister about his good looks: she, on her part, was ready to cry with vexation when she was aware of her plainness, and took his remarks as an insult to herself. Running to her father, she told him of her Brother's conceit, and accused him of meddling with his mother's things. He laughed and kissed them both, and said, "My children, learn from now onwards to make a good use of the glass. You, my boy, strive to be as good as it shows you to be handsome; and you, my girl, resolve to make up for the plainness of your features by the sweetness of your disposition."

    


    
      
        Demades And His Fable

      

      Demades the orator was once speaking in the Assembly at Athens; but the people were very inattentive to what he was saying, so he stopped and said, "Gentlemen, I should like to tell you one of Aesop's fables." This made every one listen intently. Then Demades began: "Demeter, a Swallow, and an Eel were once travelling together, and came to a river without a bridge: the Swallow flew over it, and the Eel swam across"; and then he stopped. "What happened to Demeter?" cried several people in the audience. "Demeter," he replied, "is very angry with you for listening to fables when you ought to be minding public business."

    


    
      
        Father And Sons

      

      A certain man had several Sons who were always quarrelling with one another, and, try as he might, he could not get them to live together in harmony. So he determined to convince them of their folly by the following means. Bidding them fetch a bundle of sticks, he invited each in turn to break it across his knee. All tried and all failed: and then he undid the bundle, and handed them the sticks one by one, when they had no difficulty at all in breaking them. "There, my boys," said he, "united you will be more than a match for your enemies: but if you quarrel and separate, your weakness will put you at the mercy of those who attack you."

      Union is strength.

    


    
      
        Grief And His Due

      

      When Jupiter was assigning the various gods their privileges, it so happened that Grief was not present with the rest: but when all had received their share, he too entered and claimed his due. Jupiter was at a loss to know what to do, for there was nothing left for him. However, at last he decided that to him should belong the tears that are shed for the dead. Thus it is the same with Grief as it is with the other gods. The more devoutly men render to him his due, the more lavish is he of that which he has to bestow. It is not well, therefore, to mourn long for the departed; else Grief, whose sole pleasure is in such mourning, will be quick to send fresh cause for tears.

    


    
      
        Hercules And Minerva

      

      Hercules was once travelling along a narrow road when he saw lying on the ground in front of him what appeared to be an apple, and as he passed he stamped upon it with his heel. To his astonishment, instead of being crushed it doubled in size; and, on his attacking it again and smiting it with his club, it swelled up to an enormous size and blocked up the whole road. Upon this he dropped his club, and stood looking at it in amazement. Just then Minerva appeared, and said to him, "Leave it alone, my friend; that which you see before you is the apple of discord: if you do not meddle with it, it remains small as it was at first, but if you resort to violence it swells into the thing you see."

    


    
      
        Hercules And Plutus

      

      When Hercules was received among the gods and was entertained at a banquet by Jupiter, he responded courteously to the greetings of all with the exception of Plutus, the god of wealth. When Plutus approached him, he cast his eyes upon the ground, and turned away and pretended not to see him. Jupiter was surprised at this conduct on his part, and asked why, after having been so cordial with all the other gods, he had behaved like that to Plutus. "Sire," said Hercules, "I do not like Plutus, and I will tell you why. When we were on earth together I always noticed that he was to be found in the company of scoundrels."

    


    
      
        Hercules And The Waggoner

      

      A Waggoner was driving his team along a muddy lane with a full load behind them, when the wheels of his waggon sank so deep in the mire that no efforts of his horses could move them. As he stood there, looking helplessly on, and calling loudly at intervals upon Hercules for assistance, the god himself appeared, and said to him, "Put your shoulder to the wheel, man, and goad on your horses, and then you may call on Hercules to assist you. If you won't lift a finger to help yourself, you can't expect Hercules or any one else to come to your aid."

      Heaven helps those who help themselves.

    


    
      
        Jupiter And The Monkey

      

      Jupiter issued a proclamation to all the beasts, and offered a prize to the one who, in his judgment, produced the most beautiful offspring. Among the rest came the Monkey, carrying a baby monkey in her arms, a hairless, flat-nosed little fright. When they saw it, the gods all burst into peal on peal of laughter; but the Monkey hugged her little one to her, and said, "Jupiter may give the prize to whomsoever he likes: but I shall always think my baby the most beautiful of them all."

    


    
      
        Jupiter And The Tortoise

      

      Jupiter was about to marry a wife, and determined to celebrate the event by inviting all the animals to a banquet. They all came except the Tortoise, who did not put in an appearance, much to Jupiter's surprise. So when he next saw the Tortoise he asked him why he had not been at the banquet. "I don't care for going out," said the Tortoise; "there's no place like home." Jupiter was so much annoyed by this reply that he decreed that from that time forth the Tortoise should carry his house upon his back, and never be able to get away from home even if he wished to.

    


    
      
        Mercury And The Man Bitten By An Ant

      

      A Man once saw a ship go down with all its crew, and commented severely on the injustice of the gods. "They care nothing for a man's character," said he, "but let the good and the bad go to their deaths together." There was an ant-heap close by where he was standing, and, just as he spoke, he was bitten in the foot by an Ant. Turning in a temper to the ant-heap he stamped upon it and crushed hundreds of unoffending ants. Suddenly Mercury appeared, and belaboured him with his staff, saying as he did so, "You villain, where's your nice sense of justice now?"

    


    
      
        Mercury And The Sculptor

      

      Mercury was very anxious to know in what estimation he was held by mankind; so he disguised himself as a man and walked into a Sculptor's studio, where there were a number of statues finished and ready for sale. Seeing a statue of Jupiter among the rest, he inquired the price of it. "A crown," said the Sculptor. "Is that all?" said he, laughing; "and" (pointing to one of Juno) "how much is that one?" "That," was the reply, "is half a crown." "And how much might you be wanting for that one over there, now?" he continued, pointing to a statue of himself. "That one?" said the Sculptor; "Oh, I'll throw him in for nothing if you'll buy the other two."

    


    
      
        Mercury And The Woodman

      

      A Woodman was felling a tree on the bank of a river, when his axe, glancing off the trunk, flew out of his hands and fell into the water. As he stood by the water's edge lamenting his loss, Mercury appeared and asked him the reason for his grief; and on learning what had happened, out of pity for his distress he dived into the river and, bringing up a golden axe, asked him if that was the one he had lost. The Woodman replied that it was not, and Mercury then dived a second time, and, bringing up a silver axe, asked if that was his. "No, that is not mine either," said the Woodman. Once more Mercury dived into the river, and brought up the missing axe. The Woodman was overjoyed at recovering his property, and thanked his benefactor warmly; and the latter was so pleased with his honesty that he made him a present of the other two axes. When the Woodman told the story to his companions, one of these was filled with envy of his good fortune and determined to try his luck for himself. So he went and began to fell a tree at the edge of the river, and presently contrived to let his axe drop into the water. Mercury appeared as before, and, on learning that his axe had fallen in, he dived and brought up a golden axe, as he had done on the previous occasion. Without waiting to be asked whether it was his or not the fellow cried, "That's mine, that's mine," and stretched out his hand eagerly for the prize: but Mercury was so disgusted at his dishonesty that he not only declined to give him the golden axe, but also refused to recover for him the one he had let fall into the stream.

      Honesty is the best policy.

    


    
      
        Prometheus And The Making Of Man

      

      At the bidding of Jupiter, Prometheus set about the creation of Man and the other animals. Jupiter, seeing that Mankind, the only rational creatures, were far outnumbered by the irrational beasts, bade him redress the balance by turning some of the latter into men. Prometheus did as he was bidden, and this is the reason why some people have the forms of men but the souls of beasts.

    


    
      
        The Ant

      

      Ants were once men and made their living by tilling the soil. But, not content with the results of their own work, they were always casting longing eyes upon the crops and fruits of their neighbours, which they stole, whenever they got the chance, and added to their own store. At last their covetousness made Jupiter so angry that he changed them into Ants. But, though their forms were changed, their nature remained the same: and so, to this day, they go about among the cornfields and gather the fruits of others' labour, and store them up for their own use.

      You may punish a thief, but his bent remains.

    


    
      
        The Apes And The Two Travellers

      

      Two men were travelling together, one of whom never spoke the truth, whereas the other never told a lie: and they came in the course of their travels to the land of Apes. The King of the Apes, hearing of their arrival, ordered them to be brought before him; and by way of impressing them with his magnificence, he received them sitting on a throne, while the Apes, his subjects, were ranged in long rows on either side of him. When the Travellers came into his presence he asked them what they thought of him as a King. The lying Traveller said, "Sire, every one must see that you are a most noble and mighty monarch." "And what do you think of my subjects?" continued the King. "They," said the Traveller, "are in every way worthy of their royal master." The Ape was so delighted with his answer that he gave him a very handsome present. The other Traveller thought that if his companion was rewarded so splendidly for telling a lie, he himself would certainly receive a still greater reward for telling the truth; so, when the Ape turned to him and said, "And what, sir, is your opinion?" he replied, "I think you are a very fine Ape, and all your subjects are fine Apes too." The King of the Apes was so enraged at his reply that he ordered him to be taken away and clawed to death.

    


    
      
        The Archer And The Lion

      

      An Archer went up into the hills to get some sport with his bow, and all the animals fled at the sight of him with the exception of the Lion, who stayed behind and challenged him to fight. But he shot an arrow at the Lion and hit him, and said, "There, you see what my messenger can do: just you wait a moment and I'll tackle you myself." The Lion, however, when he felt the sting of the arrow, ran away as fast as his legs could carry him. A fox, who had seen it all happen, said to the Lion, "Come, don't be a coward: why don't you stay and show fight?" But the Lion replied, "You won't get me to stay, not you: why, when he sends a messenger like that before him, he must himself be a terrible fellow to deal with."

      Give a wide berth to those who can do damage at a distance.

    


    
      
        The Ass And His Burdens

      

      A Pedlar who owned an Ass one day bought a quantity of salt, and loaded up his beast with as much as he could bear. On the way home the Ass stumbled as he was crossing a stream and fell into the water. The salt got thoroughly wetted and much of it melted and drained away, so that, when he got on his legs again, the Ass found his load had become much less heavy. His master, however, drove him back to town and bought more salt, which he added to what remained in the panniers, and started out again. No sooner had they reached a stream than the Ass lay down in it, and rose, as before, with a much lighter load. But his master detected the trick, and turning back once more, bought a large number of sponges, and piled them on the back of the Ass. When they came to the stream the Ass again lay down: but this time, as the sponges soaked up large quantities of water, he found, when he got up on his legs, that he had a bigger burden to carry than ever.

      You may play a good card once too often.

    


    
      
        The Ass And His Masters

      

      A Gardener had an Ass which had a very hard time of it, what with scanty food, heavy loads, and constant beating. The Ass therefore begged Jupiter to take him away from the Gardener and hand him over to another master. So Jupiter sent Mercury to the Gardener to bid him sell the Ass to a Potter, which he did. But the Ass was as discontented as ever, for he had to work harder than before: so he begged Jupiter for relief a second time, and Jupiter very obligingly arranged that he should be sold to a Tanner. But when the Ass saw what his new master's trade was, he cried in despair, "Why wasn't I content to serve either of my former masters, hard as I had to work and badly as I was treated? for they would have buried me decently, but now I shall come in the end to the tanning-vat."

      Servants don't know a good master till they have served a worse.

    


    
      
        The Ass And His Purchaser

      

      A Man who wanted to buy an Ass went to market, and, coming across a likely-looking beast, arranged with the owner that he should be allowed to take him home on trial to see what he was like. When he reached home, he put him into his stable along with the other asses. The newcomer took a look round, and immediately went and chose a place next to the laziest and greediest beast in the stable. When the master saw this he put a halter on him at once, and led him off and handed him over to his owner again. The latter was a good deal surprised to see him back so soon, and said, "Why, do you mean to say you have tested him already?" "I don't want to put him through any more tests," replied the other: "I could see what sort of beast he is from the companion he chose for himself."

      A man is known by the company he keeps.

    


    
      
        The Ass And His Shadow

      

      A certain man hired an Ass for a journey in summertime, and started out with the owner following behind to drive the beast. By and by, in the heat of the day, they stopped to rest, and the traveller wanted to lie down in the Ass's Shadow; but the owner, who himself wished to be out of the sun, wouldn't let him do that; for he said he had hired the Ass only, and not his Shadow: the other maintained that his bargain secured him complete control of the Ass for the time being. From words they came to blows; and while they were belabouring each other the Ass took to his heels and was soon out of sight.

    


    
      
        The Ass And The Dog

      

      An Ass and a Dog were on their travels together, and, as they went along, they found a sealed packet lying on the ground. The Ass picked it up, broke the seal, and found it contained some writing, which he proceeded to read out aloud to the Dog. As he read on it turned out to be all about grass and barley and hay-in short, all the kinds of fodder that Asses are fond of. The Dog was a good deal bored with listening to all this, till at last his impatience got the better of him, and he cried, "Just skip a few pages, friend, and see if there isn't something about meat and bones." The Ass glanced all through the packet, but found nothing of the sort, and said so. Then the Dog said in disgust, "Oh, throw it away, do: what's the good of a thing like that?"

    


    
      
        The Ass And The Lap-Dog

      

      There was once a man who had an Ass and a Lap-dog. The Ass was housed in the stable with plenty of oats and hay to eat and was as well off as an ass could be. The little Dog was made a great pet of by his master, who fondled him and often let him lie in his lap; and if he went out to dinner, he would bring back a tit-bit or two to give him when he ran to meet him on his return. The Ass had, it is true, a good deal of work to do, carting or grinding the corn, or carrying the burdens of the farm: and ere long he became very jealous, contrasting his own life of labour with the ease and idleness of the Lap-dog. At last one day he broke his halter, and frisking into the house just as his master sat down to dinner, he pranced and capered about, mimicking the frolics of the little favourite, upsetting the table and smashing the crockery with his clumsy efforts. Not content with that, he even tried to jump on his master's lap, as he had so often seen the dog allowed to do. At that the servants, seeing the danger their master was in, belaboured the silly Ass with sticks and cudgels, and drove him back to his stable half dead with his beating. "Alas!" he cried, "all this I have brought on myself. Why could I not be satisfied with my natural and honourable position, without wishing to imitate the ridiculous antics of that useless little Lap-dog?"

      Better poverty without a care than wealth with its many obligations.

    


    
      
        The Ass And The Old Peasant

      

      An old Peasant was sitting in a meadow watching his Ass, which was grazing close by, when all of a sudden he caught sight of armed men stealthily approaching. He jumped up in a moment, and begged the Ass to fly with him as fast as he could, "Or else," said he, "we shall both be captured by the enemy." But the Ass just looked round lazily and said, "And if so, do you think they'll make me carry heavier loads than I have to now?" "No," said his master. "Oh, well, then," said the Ass, "I don't mind if they do take me, for I shan't be any worse off."

    


    
      
        The Ass And The Wolf

      

      An Ass was feeding in a meadow, and, catching sight of his enemy the Wolf in the distance, pretended to be very lame and hobbled painfully along. When the Wolf came up, he asked the Ass how he came to be so lame, and the Ass replied that in going through a hedge he had trodden on a thorn, and he begged the Wolf to pull it out with his teeth, "In case," he said, "when you eat me, it should stick in your throat and hurt you very much." The Wolf said he would, and told the Ass to lift up his foot, and gave his whole mind to getting out the thorn. But the Ass suddenly let out with his heels and fetched the Wolf a fearful kick in the mouth, breaking his teeth; and then he galloped off at full speed. As soon as he could speak the Wolf growled to himself, "It serves me right: my father taught me to kill, and I ought to have stuck to that trade instead of attempting to cure."

    


    
      
        The Ass Carrying The Image

      

      A certain man put an Image on the back of his Ass to take it to one of the temples of the town. As they went along the road all the people they met uncovered and bowed their heads out of reverence for the Image; but the Ass thought they were doing it out of respect for himself, and began to give himself airs accordingly. At last he became so conceited that he imagined he could do as he liked, and, by way of protest against the load he was carrying, he came to a full stop and flatly declined to proceed any further. His driver, finding him so obstinate, hit him hard and long with his stick, saying the while, "Oh, you dunder-headed idiot, do you suppose it's come to this, that men pay worship to an Ass?"

      Rude shocks await those who take to themselves the credit that is due to others.

    


    
      
        The Ass, The Cock, And The Lion

      

      An Ass and a Cock were in a cattle-pen together. Presently a Lion, who had been starving for days, came along and was just about to fall upon the Ass and make a meal of him when the Cock, rising to his full height and flapping his wings vigorously, uttered a tremendous crow. Now, if there is one thing that frightens a Lion, it is the crowing of a Cock: and this one had no sooner heard the noise than he fled. The Ass was mightily elated at this, and thought that, if the Lion couldn't face a Cock, he would be still less likely to stand up to an Ass: so he ran out and pursued him. But when the two had got well out of sight and hearing of the Cock, the Lion suddenly turned upon the Ass and ate him up.

      False confidence often leads to disaster.

    


    
      
        The Ass, The Fox, And The Lion

      

      An Ass and a Fox went into partnership and sallied out to forage for food together. They hadn't gone far before they saw a Lion coming their way, at which they were both dreadfully frightened. But the Fox thought he saw a way of saving his own skin, and went boldly up to the Lion and whispered in his ear, "I'll manage that you shall get hold of the Ass without the trouble of stalking him, if you'll promise to let me go free." The Lion agreed to this, and the Fox then rejoined his companion and contrived before long to lead him by a hidden pit, which some hunter had dug as a trap for wild animals, and into which he fell. When the Lion saw that the Ass was safely caught and couldn't get away, it was to the Fox that he first turned his attention, and he soon finished him off, and then at his leisure proceeded to feast upon the Ass.

      Betray a friend, and you'll often find you have ruined yourself.

    


    
      
        The Athenian And The Theban

      

      An Athenian and a Theban were on the road together, and passed the time in conversation, as is the way of travellers. After discussing a variety of subjects they began to talk about heroes, a topic that tends to be more fertile than edifying. Each of them was lavish in his praises of the heroes of his own city, until eventually the Theban asserted that Hercules was the greatest hero who had ever lived on earth, and now occupied a foremost place among the gods; while the Athenian insisted that Theseus was far superior, for his fortune had been in every way supremely blessed, whereas Hercules had at one time been forced to act as a servant. And he gained his point, for he was a very glib fellow, like all Athenians; so that the Theban, who was no match for him in talking, cried at last in some disgust, "All right, have your way; I only hope that, when our heroes are angry with us, Athens may suffer from the anger of Hercules, and Thebes only from that of Theseus."

    


    
      
        The Bald Huntsman

      

      A Man who had lost all his hair took to wearing a wig, and one day he went out hunting. It was blowing rather hard at the time, and he hadn't gone far before a gust of wind caught his hat and carried it off, and his wig too, much to the amusement of the hunt. But he quite entered into the joke, and said, "Ah, well! the hair that wig is made of didn't stick to the head on which it grew; so it's no wonder it won't stick to mine."

    


    
      
        The Bat And The Weasels

      

      A Bat fell to the ground and was caught by a Weasel, and was just going to be killed and eaten when it begged to be let go. The Weasel said he couldn't do that because he was an enemy of all birds on principle. "Oh, but," said the Bat, "I'm not a bird at all: I'm a mouse." "So you are," said the Weasel, "now I come to look at you"; and he let it go. Some time after this the Bat was caught in just the same way by another Weasel, and, as before, begged for its life. "No," said the Weasel, "I never let a mouse go by any chance." "But I'm not a mouse," said the Bat; "I'm a bird." "Why, so you are," said the Weasel; and he too let the Bat go.

      Look and see which way the wind blows before you commit yourself.

    


    
      
        The Bat, The Bramble, And The Seagull

      

      A Bat, a Bramble, and a Seagull went into partnership and determined to go on a trading voyage together. The Bat borrowed a sum of money for his venture; the Bramble laid in a stock of clothes of various kinds; and the Seagull took a quantity of lead: and so they set out. By and by a great storm came on, and their boat with all the cargo went to the bottom, but the three travellers managed to reach land. Ever since then the Seagull flies to and fro over the sea, and every now and then dives below the surface, looking for the lead he's lost; while the Bat is so afraid of meeting his creditors that he hides away by day and only comes out at night to feed; and the Bramble catches hold of the clothes of every one who passes by, hoping some day to recognise and recover the lost garments.

      All men are more concerned to recover what they lose than to acquire what they lack.

    


    
      
        The Bear And The Fox

      

      A hypocrite deceives no one but himself.

    


    
      
        The Bear And The Travellers

      

      Two Travellers were on the road together, when a Bear suddenly appeared on the scene. Before he observed them, one made for a tree at the side of the road, and climbed up into the branches and hid there. The other was not so nimble as his companion; and, as he could not escape, he threw himself on the ground and pretended to be dead. The Bear came up and sniffed all round him, but he kept perfectly still and held his breath: for they say that a bear will not touch a dead body. The Bear took him for a corpse, and went away. When the coast was clear, the Traveller in the tree came down, and asked the other what it was the Bear had whispered to him when he put his mouth to his ear. The other replied, "He told me never again to travel with a friend who deserts you at the first sign of danger."

      Misfortune tests the sincerity of friendship.

    


    
      
        The Bee-Keeper

      

      A Thief found his way into an apiary when the Bee-keeper was away, and stole all the honey. When the Keeper returned and found the hives empty, he was very much upset and stood staring at them for some time. Before long the bees came back from gathering honey, and, finding their hives overturned and the Keeper standing by, they made for him with their stings. At this he fell into a passion and cried, "You ungrateful scoundrels, you let the thief who stole my honey get off scot-free, and then you go and sting me who have always taken such care of you!"

      When you hit back make sure you have got the right man.

    


    
      
        The Belly And The Members

      

      The Members of the Body once rebelled against the Belly. "You," they said to the Belly, "live in luxury and sloth, and never do a stroke of work; while we not only have to do all the hard work there is to be done, but are actually your slaves and have to minister to all your wants. Now, we will do so no longer, and you can shift for yourself for the future." They were as good as their word, and left the Belly to starve. The result was just what might have been expected: the whole Body soon began to fail, and the Members and all shared in the general collapse. And then they saw too late how foolish they had been.

    


    
      
        The Birds, The Beasts, And The Bat

      

      The Birds were at war with the Beasts, and many battles were fought with varying success on either side. The Bat did not throw in his lot definitely with either party, but when things went well for the Birds he was found fighting in their ranks; when, on the other hand, the Beasts got the upper hand, he was to be found among the Beasts. No one paid any attention to him while the war lasted: but when it was over, and peace was restored, neither the Birds nor the Beasts would have anything to do with so double-faced a traitor, and so he remains to this day a solitary outcast from both.

    


    
      
        The Blackamoor

      

      A Man once bought an Ethiopian slave, who had a black skin like all Ethiopians; but his new master thought his colour was due to his late owner's having neglected him, and that all he wanted was a good scrubbing. So he set to work with plenty of soap and hot water, and rubbed away at him with a will, but all to no purpose: his skin remained as black as ever, while the poor wretch all but died from the cold he caught.

    


    
      
        The Blacksmith And His Dog

      

      A Blacksmith had a little Dog, which used to sleep when his master was at work, but was very wide awake indeed when it was time for meals. One day his master pretended to be disgusted at this, and when he had thrown him a bone as usual, he said, "What on earth is the good of a lazy cur like you? When I am hammering away at my anvil, you just curl up and go to sleep: but no sooner do I stop for a mouthful of food than you wake up and wag your tail to be fed."

      Those who will not work deserve to starve.

    


    
      
        The Blind Man And The Cub

      

      There was once a Blind Man who had so fine a sense of touch that, when any animal was put into his hands, he could tell what it was merely by the feel of it. One day the Cub of a Wolf was put into his hands, and he was asked what it was. He felt it for some time, and then said, "Indeed, I am not sure whether it is a Wolf's Cub or a Fox's: but this I know-it would never do to trust it in a sheepfold."

      Evil tendencies are early shown.

    


    
      
        The Boasting Traveller

      

      A Man once went abroad on his travels, and when he came home he had wonderful tales to tell of the things he had done in foreign countries. Among other things, he said he had taken part in a jumping-match at Rhodes, and had done a wonderful jump which no one could beat. "Just go to Rhodes and ask them," he said; "every one will tell you it's true." But one of those who were listening said, "If you can jump as well as all that, we needn't go to Rhodes to prove it. Let's just imagine this is Rhodes for a minute: and now-jump!"

      Deeds, not words.

    


    
      
        The Boy And The Filberts

      

      A Boy put his hand into a jar of Filberts, and grasped as many as his fist could possibly hold. But when he tried to pull it out again, he found he couldn't do so, for the neck of the jar was too small to allow of the passage of so large a handful. Unwilling to lose his nuts but unable to withdraw his hand, he burst into tears. A bystander, who saw where the trouble lay, said to him, "Come, my boy, don't be so greedy: be content with half the amount, and you'll be able to get your hand out without difficulty."

      Do not attempt too much at once.

    


    
      
        The Boy And The Nettles

      

      A Boy was gathering berries from a hedge when his hand was stung by a Nettle. Smarting with the pain, he ran to tell his mother, and said to her between his sobs, "I only touched it ever so lightly, mother." "That's just why you got stung, my son," she said; "if you had grasped it firmly, it wouldn't have hurt you in the least."

    


    
      
        The Boy And The Snails

      

      A Farmer's Boy went looking for Snails, and, when he had picked up both his hands full, he set about making a fire at which to roast them; for he meant to eat them. When it got well alight and the Snails began to feel the heat, they gradually withdrew more and more into their shells with the hissing noise they always make when they do so. When the Boy heard it, he said, "You abandoned creatures, how can you find heart to whistle when your houses are burning?"

    


    
      
        The Boy Bathing

      

      A Boy was bathing in a river and got out of his depth, and was in great danger of being drowned. A man who was passing along a road heard his cries for help, and went to the riverside and began to scold him for being so careless as to get into deep water, but made no attempt to help him. "Oh, sir," cried the Boy, "please help me first and scold me afterwards."

      Give assistance, not advice, in a crisis.

      Physician, heal thyself.

    


    
      
        The Bull And The Calf

      

      A full-grown Bull was struggling to force his huge bulk through the narrow entrance to a cow-house where his stall was, when a young Calf came up and said to him, "If you'll step aside a moment, I'll show you the way to get through." The Bull turned upon him an amused look. "I knew that way," said he, "before you were born."

    


    
      
        The Butcher And His Customers

      

      Two Men were buying meat at a Butcher's stall in the market-place, and, while the Butcher's back was turned for a moment, one of them snatched up a joint and hastily thrust it under the other's cloak, where it could not be seen. When the Butcher turned round, he missed the meat at once, and charged them with having stolen it: but the one who had taken it said he hadn't got it, and the one who had got it said he hadn't taken it. The Butcher felt sure they were deceiving him, but he only said, "You may cheat me with your lying, but you can't cheat the gods, and they won't let you off so lightly."

      Prevarication often amounts to perjury.

    


    
      
        The Cage-Bird And The Bat

      

      A Singing-bird was confined in a cage which hung outside a window, and had a way of singing at night when all other birds were asleep. One night a Bat came and clung to the bars of the cage, and asked the Bird why she was silent by day and sang only at night. "I have a very good reason for doing so," said the Bird: "it was once when I was singing in the daytime that a fowler was attracted by my voice, and set his nets for me and caught me. Since then I have never sung except by night." But the Bat replied, "It is no use your doing that now when you are a prisoner: if only you had done so before you were caught, you might still have been free."

      Precautions are useless after the event.

    


    
      
        The Cat And The Birds

      

      A Cat heard that the Birds in an aviary were ailing. So he got himself up as a doctor, and, taking with him a set of the instruments proper to his profession, presented himself at the door, and inquired after the health of the Birds. "We shall do very well," they replied, without letting him in, "when we've seen the last of you."

      A villain may disguise himself, but he will not deceive the wise.

      One swallow does not make summer.

    


    
      
        The Cat And The Cock

      

      A Cat pounced on a Cock, and cast about for some good excuse for making a meal off him, for Cats don't as a rule eat Cocks, and she knew she ought not to. At last she said, "You make a great nuisance of yourself at night by crowing and keeping people awake: so I am going to make an end of you." But the Cock defended himself by saying that he crowed in order that men might wake up and set about the day's work in good time, and that they really couldn't very well do without him. "That may be," said the Cat, "but whether they can or not, I'm not going without my dinner"; and she killed and ate him.

      The want of a good excuse never kept a villain from crime.

      Slow and steady wins the race.

    


    
      
        The Cat And The Mice

      

      There was once a house that was overrun with Mice. A Cat heard of this, and said to herself, "That's the place for me," and off she went and took up her quarters in the house, and caught the Mice one by one and ate them. At last the Mice could stand it no longer, and they determined to take to their holes and stay there. "That's awkward," said the Cat to herself: "the only thing to do is to coax them out by a trick." So she considered a while, and then climbed up the wall and let herself hang down by her hind legs from a peg, and pretended to be dead. By and by a Mouse peeped out and saw the Cat hanging there. "Aha!" it cried, "you're very clever, madam, no doubt: but you may turn yourself into a bag of meal hanging there, if you like, yet you won't catch us coming anywhere near you."

      If you are wise you won't be deceived by the innocent airs of those whom you have once found to be dangerous.

    


    
      
        The Charcoal-Burner And The Fuller

      

      There was once a Charcoal-burner who lived and worked by himself. A Fuller, however, happened to come and settle in the same neighbourhood; and the Charcoal-burner, having made his acquaintance and finding he was an agreeable sort of fellow, asked him if he would come and share his house: "We shall get to know one another better that way," he said, "and, beside, our household expenses will be diminished." The Fuller thanked him, but replied, "I couldn't think of it, sir: why, everything I take such pains to whiten would be blackened in no time by your charcoal."

    


    
      
        The Charger And The Miller

      

      A Horse, who had been used to carry his rider into battle, felt himself growing old and chose to work in a mill instead. He now no longer found himself stepping out proudly to the beating of the drums, but was compelled to slave away all day grinding the corn. Bewailing his hard lot, he said one day to the Miller, "Ah me! I was once a splendid war-horse, gaily caparisoned, and attended by a groom whose sole duty was to see to my wants. How different is my present condition! I wish I had never given up the battlefield for the mill." The Miller replied with asperity, "It's no use your regretting the past. Fortune has many ups and downs: you must just take them as they come."

    


    
      
        The Clown And The Countryman

      

      A Nobleman announced his intention of giving a public entertainment in the theatre, and offered splendid prizes to all who had any novelty to exhibit at the performance. The announcement attracted a crowd of conjurers, jugglers, and acrobats, and among the rest a Clown, very popular with the crowd, who let it be known that he was going to give an entirely new turn. When the day of the performance came, the theatre was filled from top to bottom some time before the entertainment began. Several performers exhibited their tricks, and then the popular favourite came on empty-handed and alone. At once there was a hush of expectation: and he, letting his head fall upon his breast, imitated the squeak of a pig to such perfection that the audience insisted on his producing the animal, which, they said, he must have somewhere concealed about his person. He, however, convinced them that there was no pig there, and then the applause was deafening. Among the spectators was a Countryman, who disparaged the Clown's performance and announced that he would give a much superior exhibition of the same trick on the following day. Again the theatre was filled to overflowing, and again the Clown gave his imitation amidst the cheers of the crowd. The Countryman, meanwhile, before going on the stage, had secreted a young porker under his smock; and when the spectators derisively bade him do better if he could, he gave it a pinch in the ear and made it squeal loudly. But they all with one voice shouted out that the Clown's imitation was much more true to life. Thereupon he produced the pig from under his smock and said sarcastically, "There, that shows what sort of judges you are!"

    


    
      
        The Cobbler Turned Doctor

      

      A very unskilful Cobbler, finding himself unable to make a living at his trade, gave up mending boots and took to doctoring instead. He gave out that he had the secret of a universal antidote against all poisons, and acquired no small reputation, thanks to his talent for puffing himself. One day, however, he fell very ill; and the King of the country bethought him that he would test the value of his remedy. Calling, therefore, for a cup, he poured out a dose of the antidote, and, under pretence of mixing poison with it, added a little water, and commanded him to drink it. Terrified by the fear of being poisoned, the Cobbler confessed that he knew nothing about medicine, and that his antidote was worthless. Then the King summoned his subjects and addressed them as follows: "What folly could be greater than yours? Here is this Cobbler to whom no one will send his boots to be mended, and yet you have not hesitated to entrust him with your lives!"

    


    
      
        The Crab And His Mother

      

      Example is better than precept.

    


    
      
        The Crab And The Fox

      

      A Crab once left the sea-shore and went and settled in a meadow some way inland, which looked very nice and green and seemed likely to be a good place to feed in. But a hungry Fox came along and spied the Crab and caught him. Just as he was going to be eaten up, the Crab said, "This is just what I deserve; for I had no business to leave my natural home by the sea and settle here as though I belonged to the land."

      Be content with your lot.

    


    
      
        The Crow And The Raven

      

      A Crow became very jealous of a Raven, because the latter was regarded by men as a bird of omen which foretold the future, and was accordingly held in great respect by them. She was very anxious to get the same sort of reputation herself; and, one day, seeing some travellers approaching, she flew on to a branch of a tree at the roadside and cawed as loud as she could. The travellers were in some dismay at the sound, for they feared it might be a bad omen; till one of them, spying the Crow, said to his companions, "It's all right, my friends, we can go on without fear, for it's only a crow and that means nothing."

      Those who pretend to be something they are not only make themselves ridiculous.

    


    
      
        The Debtor And His Sow

      

      A Man of Athens fell into debt and was pressed for the money by his creditor; but he had no means of paying at the time, so he begged for delay. But the creditor refused and said he must pay at once. Then the Debtor fetched a Sow-the only one he had-and took her to market to offer her for sale. It happened that his creditor was there too. Presently a buyer came along and asked if the Sow produced good litters. "Yes," said the Debtor, "very fine ones; and the remarkable thing is that she produces females at the Mysteries and males at the Panathenea." (Festivals these were: and the Athenians always sacrifice a sow at one, and a boar at the other; while at the Dionysia they sacrifice a kid.) At that the creditor, who was standing by, put in, "Don't be surprised, sir; why, still better, at the Dionysia this Sow has kids!"

    


    
      
        The Dog And The Cook

      

      A rich man once invited a number of his friends and acquaintances to a banquet. His dog thought it would be a good opportunity to invite another Dog, a friend of his; so he went to him and said, "My master is giving a feast: there'll be a fine spread, so come and dine with me to-night." The Dog thus invited came, and when he saw the preparations being made in the kitchen he said to himself, "My word, I'm in luck: I'll take care to eat enough to-night to last me two or three days." At the same time he wagged his tail briskly, by way of showing his friend how delighted he was to have been asked. But just then the Cook caught sight of him, and, in his annoyance at seeing a strange Dog in the kitchen, caught him up by the hind legs and threw him out of the window. He had a nasty fall, and limped away as quickly as he could, howling dismally. Presently some other dogs met him, and said, "Well, what sort of a dinner did you get?" To which he replied, "I had a splendid time: the wine was so good, and I drank so much of it, that I really don't remember how I got out of the house!"

      Be shy of favours bestowed at the expense of others.

    


    
      
        The Dog And The Shadow

      

      Greatness carries its own penalties.

    


    
      
        The Dog And The Sow

      

      A Dog and a Sow were arguing and each claimed that its own young ones were finer than those of any other animal. "Well," said the Sow at last, "mine can see, at any rate, when they come into the world: but yours are born blind."

    


    
      
        The Dog And The Wolf

      

      A Dog was lying in the sun before a farmyard gate when a Wolf pounced upon him and was just going to eat him up; but he begged for his life and said, "You see how thin I am and what a wretched meal I should make you now: but if you will only wait a few days my master is going to give a feast. All the rich scraps and pickings will fall to me and I shall get nice and fat: then will be the time for you to eat me." The Wolf thought this was a very good plan and went away. Some time afterwards he came to the farmyard again, and found the Dog lying out of reach on the stable roof. "Come down," he called, "and be eaten: you remember our agreement?" But the Dog said coolly, "My friend, if ever you catch me lying down by the gate there again, don't you wait for any feast."

      Once bitten, twice shy.

    


    
      
        The Dog Chasing A Wolf

      

      A Dog was chasing a Wolf, and as he ran he thought what a fine fellow he was, and what strong legs he had, and how quickly they covered the ground. "Now, there's this Wolf," he said to himself, "what a poor creature he is: he's no match for me, and he knows it and so he runs away." But the Wolf looked round just then and said, "Don't you imagine I'm running away from you, my friend: it's your master I'm afraid of."

    


    
      
        The Dog, The Cock, And The Fox

      

      A Dog and a Cock became great friends, and agreed to travel together. At nightfall the Cock flew up into the branches of a tree to roost, while the Dog curled himself up inside the trunk, which was hollow. At break of day the Cock woke up and crew, as usual. A Fox heard, and, wishing to make a breakfast of him, came and stood under the tree and begged him to come down. "I should so like," said he, "to make the acquaintance of one who has such a beautiful voice." The Cock replied, "Would you just wake my porter who sleeps at the foot of the tree? He'll open the door and let you in." The Fox accordingly rapped on the trunk, when out rushed the Dog and tore him in pieces.

    


    
      
        The Dogs And The Fox

      

      Some Dogs once found a lion's skin, and were worrying it with their teeth. Just then a Fox came by, and said, "You think yourselves very brave, no doubt; but if that were a live lion you'd find his claws a good deal sharper than your teeth."

    


    
      
        The Dogs And The Hides

      

      Once upon a time a number of Dogs, who were famished with hunger, saw some Hides steeping in a river, but couldn't get at them because the water was too deep. So they put their heads together, and decided to drink away at the river till it was shallow enough for them to reach the Hides. But long before that happened they burst themselves with drinking.

      Happy is he who learns from the misfortunes of others.

    


    
      
        The Dolphins, The Whales, And The Sprat

      

      The Dolphins quarrelled with the Whales, and before very long they began fighting with one another. The battle was very fierce, and had lasted some time without any sign of coming to an end, when a Sprat thought that perhaps he could stop it; so he stepped in and tried to persuade them to give up fighting and make friends. But one of the Dolphins said to him contemptuously, "We would rather go on fighting till we're all killed than be reconciled by a Sprat like you!"

    


    
      
        The Eagle And The Arrow

      

      An Eagle sat perched on a lofty rock, keeping a sharp look-out for prey. A huntsman, concealed in a cleft of the mountain and on the watch for game, spied him there and shot an Arrow at him. The shaft struck him full in the breast and pierced him through and through. As he lay in the agonies of death, he turned his eyes upon the Arrow. "Ah! cruel fate!" he cried, "that I should perish thus: but oh! fate more cruel still, that the Arrow which kills me should be winged with an Eagle's feathers!"

    


    
      
        The Eagle And The Beetle

      

      An Eagle was chasing a hare, which was running for dear life and was at her wits' end to know where to turn for help. Presently she espied a Beetle, and begged it to aid her. So when the Eagle came up the Beetle warned her not to touch the hare, which was under its protection. But the Eagle never noticed the Beetle because it was so small, seized the hare and ate her up. The Beetle never forgot this, and used to keep an eye on the Eagle's nest, and whenever the Eagle laid an egg it climbed up and rolled it out of the nest and broke it. At last the Eagle got so worried over the loss of her eggs that she went up to Jupiter, who is the special protector of Eagles, and begged him to give her a safe place to nest in: so he let her lay her eggs in his lap. But the Beetle noticed this and made a ball of dirt the size of an Eagle's egg, and flew up and deposited it in Jupiter's lap. When Jupiter saw the dirt, he stood up to shake it out of his robe, and, forgetting about the eggs, he shook them out too, and they were broken just as before. Ever since then, they say, Eagles never lay their eggs at the season when Beetles are about.

      The weak will sometimes find ways to avenge an insult, even upon the strong.

    


    
      
        The Eagle And The Cocks

      

      There were two Cocks in the same farmyard, and they fought to decide who should be master. When the fight was over, the beaten one went and hid himself in a dark corner; while the victor flew up on to the roof of the stables and crowed lustily. But an Eagle espied him from high up in the sky, and swooped down and carried him off. Forthwith the other Cock came out of his corner and ruled the roost without a rival.

      Pride comes before a fall.

    


    
      
        The Eagle And The Fox

      

      An Eagle and a Fox became great friends and determined to live near one another: they thought that the more they saw of each other the better friends they would be. So the Eagle built a nest at the top of a high tree, while the Fox settled in a thicket at the foot of it and produced a litter of cubs. One day the Fox went out foraging for food, and the Eagle, who also wanted food for her young, flew down into the thicket, caught up the Fox's cubs, and carried them up into the tree for a meal for herself and her family. When the Fox came back, and found out what had happened, she was not so much sorry for the loss of her cubs as furious because she couldn't get at the Eagle and pay her out for her treachery. So she sat down not far off and cursed her. But it wasn't long before she had her revenge. Some villagers happened to be sacrificing a goat on a neighbouring altar, and the Eagle flew down and carried off a piece of burning flesh to her nest. There was a strong wind blowing, and the nest caught fire, with the result that her fledglings fell half-roasted to the ground. Then the Fox ran to the spot and devoured them in full sight of the Eagle.

      False faith may escape human punishment, but cannot escape the divine.

    


    
      
        The Eagle, The Cat, And The Wild Sow

      

      An Eagle built her nest at the top of a high tree; a Cat with her family occupied a hollow in the trunk half-way down; and a Wild Sow and her young took up their quarters at the foot. They might have got on very well as neighbours had it not been for the evil cunning of the Cat. Climbing up to the Eagle's nest she said to the Eagle, "You and I are in the greatest possible danger. That dreadful creature, the Sow, who is always to be seen grubbing away at the foot of the tree, means to uproot it, that she may devour your family and mine at her ease." Having thus driven the Eagle almost out of her senses with terror, the Cat climbed down the tree, and said to the Sow, "I must warn you against that dreadful bird, the Eagle. She is only waiting her chance to fly down and carry off one of your little pigs when you take them out, to feed her brood with." She succeeded in frightening the Sow as much as the Eagle. Then she returned to her hole in the trunk, from which, feigning to be afraid, she never came forth by day. Only by night did she creep out unseen to procure food for her kittens. The Eagle, meanwhile was afraid to stir from her nest, and the Sow dared not leave her home among the roots: so that in time both they and their families perished of hunger, and their dead bodies supplied the Cat with ample food for her growing family.

    


    
      
        The Escaped Jackdaw

      

      A Man caught a Jackdaw and tied a piece of string to one of its legs, and then gave it to his children for a pet. But the Jackdaw didn't at all like having to live with people; so, after a while, when he seemed to have become fairly tame and they didn't watch him so closely, he slipped away and flew back to his old haunts. Unfortunately, the string was still on his leg, and before long it got entangled in the branches of a tree and the Jackdaw couldn't get free, try as he would. He saw it was all up with him, and cried in despair, "Alas, in gaining my freedom I have lost my life."

    


    
      
        The Farmer And His Sons

      

      A Farmer, being at death's door, and desiring to impart to his Sons a secret of much moment, called them round him and said, "My sons, I am shortly about to die; I would have you know, therefore, that in my vineyard there lies a hidden treasure. Dig, and you will find it." As soon as their father was dead, the Sons took spade and fork and turned up the soil of the vineyard over and over again, in their search for the treasure which they supposed to lie buried there. They found none, however: but the vines, after so thorough a digging, produced a crop such as had never before been seen.

    


    
      
        The Farmer And Fortune

      

      A Farmer was ploughing one day on his farm when he turned up a pot of golden coins with his plough. He was overjoyed at his discovery, and from that time forth made an offering daily at the shrine of the Goddess of the Earth. Fortune was displeased at this, and came to him and said, "My man, why do you give Earth the credit for the gift which I bestowed upon you? You never thought of thanking me for your good luck; but should you be unlucky enough to lose what you have gained I know very well that I, Fortune, should then come in for all the blame."

      Show gratitude where gratitude is due.

    


    
      
        The Farmer And The Fox

      

      A Farmer was greatly annoyed by a Fox, which came prowling about his yard at night and carried off his fowls. So he set a trap for him and caught him; and in order to be revenged upon him, he tied a bunch of tow to his tail and set fire to it and let him go. As ill-luck would have it, however, the Fox made straight for the fields where the corn was standing ripe and ready for cutting. It quickly caught fire and was all burnt up, and the Farmer lost all his harvest.

      Revenge is a two-edged sword.

    


    
      
        The Farmer And The Stork

      

      A Farmer set some traps in a field which he had lately sown with corn, in order to catch the cranes which came to pick up the seed. When he returned to look at his traps he found several cranes caught, and among them a Stork, which begged to be let go, and said, "You ought not to kill me: I am not a crane, but a Stork, as you can easily see by my feathers, and I am the most honest and harmless of birds." But the Farmer replied, "It's nothing to me what you are: I find you among these cranes, who ruin my crops, and, like them, you shall suffer."

      If you choose bad companions no one will believe that you are anything but bad yourself.

    


    
      
        The Farmer, His Boy, And The Rooks

      

      A Farmer had just sown a field of wheat, and was keeping a careful watch over it, for numbers of Rooks and starlings kept continually settling on it and eating up the grain. Along with him went his Boy, carrying a sling: and whenever the Farmer asked for the sling the starlings understood what he said and warned the Rooks and they were off in a moment. So the Farmer hit on a trick. "My lad," said he, "we must get the better of these birds somehow. After this, when I want the sling, I won't say 'sling,' but just 'humph!' and you must then hand me the sling quickly." Presently back came the whole flock. "Humph!" said the Farmer; but the starlings took no notice, and he had time to sling several stones among them, hitting one on the head, another in the legs, and another in the wing, before they got out of range. As they made all haste away they met some cranes, who asked them what the matter was. "Matter?" said one of the Rooks; "it's those rascals, men, that are the matter. Don't you go near them. They have a way of saying one thing and meaning another which has just been the death of several of our poor friends."

    


    
      
        The Father And His Daughters

      

      A Man had two Daughters, one of whom he gave in marriage to a gardener, and the other to a potter. After a time he thought he would go and see how they were getting on; and first he went to the gardener's wife. He asked her how she was, and how things were going with herself and her husband. She replied that on the whole they were doing very well: "But," she continued, "I do wish we could have some good heavy rain: the garden wants it badly." Then he went on to the potter's wife and made the same inquiries of her. She replied that she and her husband had nothing to complain of: "But," she went on, "I do wish we could have some nice dry weather, to dry the pottery." Her Father looked at her with a humorous expression on his face. "You want dry weather," he said, "and your sister wants rain. I was going to ask in my prayers that your wishes should be granted; but now it strikes me I had better not refer to the subject."

    


    
      
        The Fawn And His Mother

      

      A Hind said to her Fawn, who was now well grown and strong, "My son, Nature has given you a powerful body and a stout pair of horns, and I can't think why you are such a coward as to run away from the hounds." Just then they both heard the sound of a pack in full cry, but at a considerable distance. "You stay where you are," said the Hind; "never mind me": and with that she ran off as fast as her legs could carry her.

    


    
      
        The Fisherman And The Sprat

      

      A Fisherman cast his net into the sea, and when he drew it up again it contained nothing but a single Sprat that begged to be put back into the water. "I'm only a little fish now," it said, "but I shall grow big one day, and then if you come and catch me again I shall be of some use to you." But the Fisherman replied, "Oh, no, I shall keep you now I've got you: if I put you back, should I ever see you again? Not likely!"

    


    
      
        The Flea And The Man

      

      A Flea bit a Man, and bit him again, and again, till he could stand it no longer, but made a thorough search for it, and at last succeeded in catching it. Holding it between his finger and thumb, he said-or rather shouted, so angry was he-"Who are you, pray, you wretched little creature, that you make so free with my person?" The Flea, terrified, whimpered in a weak little voice, "Oh, sir! pray let me go; don't kill me! I am such a little thing that I can't do you much harm." But the Man laughed and said, "I am going to kill you now, at once: whatever is bad has got to be destroyed, no matter how slight the harm it does."

      Do not waste your pity on a scamp.

    


    
      
        The Fly And The Draught-Mule

      

      A Fly sat on one of the shafts of a cart and said to the Mule who was pulling it, "How slow you are! Do mend your pace, or I shall have to use my sting as a goad." The Mule was not in the least disturbed. "Behind me, in the cart," said he, "sits my master. He holds the reins, and flicks me with his whip, and him I obey, but I don't want any of your impertinence. I know when I may dawdle and when I may not."

    


    
      
        The Fowler And The Lark

      

      A Fowler was setting his nets for little birds when a Lark came up to him and asked him what he was doing. "I am engaged in founding a city," said he, and with that he withdrew to a short distance and concealed himself. The Lark examined the nets with great curiosity, and presently, catching sight of the bait, hopped on to them in order to secure it, and became entangled in the meshes. The Fowler then ran up quickly and captured her. "What a fool I was!" said she: "but at any rate, if that's the kind of city you are founding, it'll be a long time before you find fools enough to fill it."

    


    
      
        The Fowler, The Partridge, And The Cock

      

      One day, as a Fowler was sitting down to a scanty supper of herbs and bread, a friend dropped in unexpectedly. The larder was empty; so he went out and caught a tame Partridge, which he kept as a decoy, and was about to wring her neck when she cried, "Surely you won't kill me? Why, what will you do without me next time you go fowling? How will you get the birds to come to your nets?" He let her go at this, and went to his hen-house, where he had a plump young Cock. When the Cock saw what he was after, he too pleaded for his life, and said, "If you kill me, how will you know the time of night? and who will wake you up in the morning when it is time to get to work?" The Fowler, however, replied, "You are useful for telling the time, I know; but, for all that, I can't send my friend supperless to bed." And therewith he caught him and wrung his neck.

    


    
      
        The Fox And The Bramble

      

      In making his way through a hedge a Fox missed his footing and caught at a Bramble to save himself from falling. Naturally, he got badly scratched, and in disgust he cried to the Bramble, "It was your help I wanted, and see how you have treated me! I'd sooner have fallen outright." The Bramble, interrupting him, replied, "You must have lost your wits, my friend, to catch at me, who am myself always catching at others."

    


    
      
        The Fox And The Goat

      

      A Fox fell into a well and was unable to get out again. By and by a thirsty Goat came by, and seeing the Fox in the well asked him if the water was good. "Good?" said the Fox, "it's the best water I ever tasted in all my life. Come down and try it yourself." The Goat thought of nothing but the prospect of quenching his thirst, and jumped in at once. When he had had enough to drink, he looked about, like the Fox, for some way of getting out, but could find none. Presently the Fox said, "I have an idea. You stand on your hind legs, and plant your forelegs firmly against the side of the well, and then I'll climb on to your back, and, from there, by stepping on your horns, I can get out. And when I'm out, I'll help you out too." The Goat did as he was requested, and the Fox climbed on to his back and so out of the well; and then he coolly walked away. The Goat called loudly after him and reminded him of his promise to help him out: but the Fox merely turned and said, "If you had as much sense in your head as you have hair in your beard you wouldn't have got into the well without making certain that you could get out again."

      Look before your leap.

    


    
      
        The Fox And The Grasshopper

      

      A Grasshopper sat chirping in the branches of a tree. A Fox heard her, and, thinking what a dainty morsel she would make, he tried to get her down by a trick. Standing below in full view of her, he praised her song in the most flattering terms, and begged her to descend, saying he would like to make the acquaintance of the owner of so beautiful a voice. But she was not to be taken in, and replied, "You are very much mistaken, my dear sir, if you imagine I am going to come down: I keep well out of the way of you and your kind ever since the day when I saw numbers of grasshoppers' wings strewn about the entrance to a fox's earth."

    


    
      
        The Fox And The Hedgehog

      

      A Fox, in swimming across a rapid river, was swept away by the current and carried a long way downstream in spite of his struggles, until at last, bruised and exhausted, he managed to scramble on to dry ground from a backwater. As he lay there unable to move, a swarm of horseflies settled on him and sucked his blood undisturbed, for he was too weak even to shake them off. A Hedgehog saw him, and asked if he should brush away the flies that were tormenting him; but the Fox replied, "Oh, please, no, not on any account, for these flies have sucked their fill and are taking very little from me now; but, if you drive them off, another swarm of hungry ones will come and suck all the blood I have left, and leave me without a drop in my veins."

    


    
      
        The Fox And The Monkey

      

      A Fox and a Monkey were on the road together, and fell into a dispute as to which of the two was the better born. They kept it up for some time, till they came to a place where the road passed through a cemetery full of monuments, when the Monkey stopped and looked about him and gave a great sigh. "Why do you sigh?" said the Fox. The Monkey pointed to the tombs and replied, "All the monuments that you see here were put up in honour of my forefathers, who in their day were eminent men." The Fox was speechless for a moment, but quickly recovering he said, "Oh! don't stop at any lie, sir; you're quite safe: I'm sure none of your ancestors will rise up and expose you."

      Boasters brag most when they cannot be detected.

    


    
      
        The Fox And The Snake

      

      A Snake, in crossing a river, was carried away by the current, but managed to wriggle on to a bundle of thorns which was floating by, and was thus carried at a great rate down-stream. A Fox caught sight of it from the bank as it went whirling along, and called out, "Gad! the passenger fits the ship!"

    


    
      
        The Fox Who Served A Lion

      

      A Lion had a Fox to attend on him, and whenever they went hunting the Fox found the prey and the Lion fell upon it and killed it, and then they divided it between them in certain proportions. But the Lion always got a very large share, and the Fox a very small one, which didn't please the latter at all; so he determined to set up on his own account. He began by trying to steal a lamb from a flock of sheep: but the shepherd saw him and set his dogs on him. The hunter was now the hunted, and was very soon caught and despatched by the dogs.

      Better servitude with safety than freedom with danger.

    


    
      
        The Foxes And The River

      

      A number of Foxes assembled on the bank of a river and wanted to drink; but the current was so strong and the water looked so deep and dangerous that they didn't dare to do so, but stood near the edge encouraging one another not to be afraid. At last one of them, to shame the rest, and show how brave he was, said, "I am not a bit frightened! See, I'll step right into the water!" He had no sooner done so than the current swept him off his feet. When the others saw him being carried down-stream they cried, "Don't go and leave us! Come back and show us where we too can drink with safety." But he replied, "I'm afraid I can't yet: I want to go to the seaside, and this current will take me there nicely. When I come back I'll show you with pleasure."

    


    
      
        The Frogs And The Well

      

      Think twice before you act.

    


    
      
        The Frogs' Complaint Against The Sun

      

      Once upon a time the Sun was about to take to himself a wife. The Frogs in terror all raised their voices to the skies, and Jupiter, disturbed by the noise, asked them what they were croaking about. They replied, "The Sun is bad enough even while he is single, drying up our marshes with his heat as he does. But what will become of us if he marries and begets other Suns?"

    


    
      
        The Gardener And His Dog

      

      A Gardner's Dog fell into a deep well, from which his master used to draw water for the plants in his garden with a rope and a bucket. Failing to get the Dog out by means of these, the Gardener went down into the well himself in order to fetch him up. But the Dog thought he had come to make sure of drowning him; so he bit his master as soon as he came within reach, and hurt him a good deal, with the result that he left the Dog to his fate and climbed out of the well, remarking, "It serves me quite right for trying to save so determined a suicide."

    


    
      
        The Gnat And The Bull

      

      We may often be of more consequence in our own eyes than in the eyes of our neighbours.

    


    
      
        The Goatherd And The Goat

      

      It's no use trying to hide what can't be hidden.

    


    
      
        The Goatherd And The Wild Goats

      

      A Goatherd was tending his goats out at pasture when he saw a number of Wild Goats approach and mingle with his flock. At the end of the day he drove them home and put them all into the pen together. Next day the weather was so bad that he could not take them out as usual: so he kept them at home in the pen, and fed them there. He only gave his own goats enough food to keep them from starving, but he gave the Wild Goats as much as they could eat and more; for he was very anxious for them to stay, and he thought that if he fed them well they wouldn't want to leave him. When the weather improved, he took them all out to pasture again; but no sooner had they got near the hills than the Wild Goats broke away from the flock and scampered off. The Goatherd was very much disgusted at this, and roundly abused them for their ingratitude. "Rascals!" he cried, "to run away like that after the way I've treated you!" Hearing this, one of them turned round and said, "Oh, yes, you treated us all right-too well, in fact; it was just that that put us on our guard. If you treat newcomers like ourselves so much better than your own flock, it's more than likely that, if another lot of strange goats joined yours, we should then be neglected in favour of the last comers."

    


    
      
        The Goose That Laid The Golden Eggs

      

      A Man and his Wife had the good fortune to possess a Goose which laid a Golden Egg every day. Lucky though they were, they soon began to think they were not getting rich fast enough, and, imagining the bird must be made of gold inside, they decided to kill it in order to secure the whole store of precious metal at once. But when they cut it open they found it was just like any other goose. Thus, they neither got rich all at once, as they had hoped, nor enjoyed any longer the daily addition to their wealth.

      Much wants more and loses all.

    


    
      
        The Grasshopper And The Ants

      

      One fine day in winter some Ants were busy drying their store of corn, which had got rather damp during a long spell of rain. Presently up came a Grasshopper and begged them to spare her a few grains, "For," she said, "I'm simply starving." The Ants stopped work for a moment, though this was against their principles. "May we ask," said they, "what you were doing with yourself all last summer? Why didn't you collect a store of food for the winter?" "The fact is," replied the Grasshopper, "I was so busy singing that I hadn't the time." "If you spent the summer singing," replied the Ants, "you can't do better than spend the winter dancing." And they chuckled and went on with their work.

      Kindness is thrown away upon the evil.

    


    
      
        The Grasshopper And The Owl

      

      An Owl, who lived in a hollow tree, was in the habit of feeding by night and sleeping by day; but her slumbers were greatly disturbed by the chirping of a Grasshopper, who had taken up his abode in the branches. She begged him repeatedly to have some consideration for her comfort, but the Grasshopper, if anything, only chirped the louder. At last the Owl could stand it no longer, but determined to rid herself of the pest by means of a trick. Addressing herself to the Grasshopper, she said in her pleasantest manner, "As I cannot sleep for your song, which, believe me, is as sweet as the notes of Apollo's lyre, I have a mind to taste some nectar, which Minerva gave me the other day. Won't you come in and join me?" The Grasshopper was flattered by the praise of his song, and his mouth, too, watered at the mention of the delicious drink, so he said he would be delighted. No sooner had he got inside the hollow where the Owl was sitting than she pounced upon him and ate him up.

    


    
      
        The Hare And The Hound

      

      A Hound started a Hare from her form, and pursued her for some distance; but as she gradually gained upon him, he gave up the chase. A rustic who had seen the race met the Hound as he was returning, and taunted him with his defeat. "The little one was too much for you," said he. "Ah, well," said the Hound, "don't forget it's one thing to be running for your dinner, but quite another to be running for your life."

    


    
      
        The Hawk, The Kite, And The Pigeons

      

      The Pigeons in a certain dovecote were persecuted by a Kite, who every now and then swooped down and carried off one of their number. So they invited a Hawk into the dovecote to defend them against their enemy. But they soon repented of their folly: for the Hawk killed more of them in a day than the Kite had done in a year.

    


    
      
        The Heifer And The Ox

      

      A Heifer went up to an Ox, who was straining hard at the plough, and sympathised with him in a rather patronising sort of way on the necessity of his having to work so hard. Not long afterwards there was a festival in the village and every one kept holiday: but, whereas the Ox was turned loose into the pasture, the Heifer was seized and led off to sacrifice. "Ah," said the Ox, with a grim smile, "I see now why you were allowed to have such an idle time: it was because you were always intended for the altar."

    


    
      
        The Herdsman And The Lost Bull

      

      A Herdsman was tending his cattle when he missed a young Bull, one of the finest of the herd. He went at once to look for him, but, meeting with no success in his search, he made a vow that, if he should discover the thief, he would sacrifice a calf to Jupiter. Continuing his search, he entered a thicket, where he presently espied a lion devouring the lost Bull. Terrified with fear, he raised his hands to heaven and cried, "Great Jupiter, I vowed I would sacrifice a calf to thee if I should discover the thief: but now a full-grown Bull I promise thee if only I myself escape unhurt from his clutches."

    


    
      
        The Horse And The Groom

      

      There was once a Groom who used to spend long hours clipping and combing the Horse of which he had charge, but who daily stole a portion of his allowance of oats, and sold it for his own profit. The Horse gradually got into worse and worse condition, and at last cried to the Groom, "If you really want me to look sleek and well, you must comb me less and feed me more."

    


    
      
        The Horse And The Stag

      

      There was once a Horse who used to graze in a meadow which he had all to himself. But one day a Stag came into the meadow, and said he had as good a right to feed there as the Horse, and moreover chose all the best places for himself. The Horse, wishing to be revenged upon his unwelcome visitor, went to a man and asked if he would help him to turn out the Stag. "Yes," said the man, "I will by all means; but I can only do so if you let me put a bridle in your mouth and mount on your back." The Horse agreed to this, and the two together very soon turned the Stag out of the pasture: but when that was done, the Horse found to his dismay that in the man he had got a master for good.

    


    
      
        The Hunter And The Horseman

      

      A Hunter went out after game, and succeeded in catching a hare, which he was carrying home with him when he met a man on horseback, who said to him, "You have had some sport I see, sir," and offered to buy it. The Hunter readily agreed; but the Horseman had no sooner got the hare in his hands than he set spurs to his horse and went off at full gallop. The Hunter ran after him for some little distance; but it soon dawned upon him that he had been tricked, and he gave up trying to overtake the Horseman, and, to save his face, called after him as loud as he could, "All right, sir, all right, take your hare: it was meant all along as a present."

    


    
      
        The Impostor

      

      A certain man fell ill, and, being in a very bad way, he made a vow that he would sacrifice a hundred oxen to the gods if they would grant him a return to health. Wishing to see how he would keep his vow, they caused him to recover in a short time. Now, he hadn't an ox in the world, so he made a hundred little oxen out of tallow and offered them up on an altar, at the same time saying, "Ye gods, I call you to witness that I have discharged my vow." The gods determined to be even with him, so they sent him a dream, in which he was bidden to go to the sea-shore and fetch a hundred crowns which he was to find there. Hastening in great excitement to the shore, he fell in with a band of robbers, who seized him and carried him off to sell as a slave: and when they sold him a hundred crowns was the sum he fetched.

      Do not promise more than you can perform.

    


    
      
        The Jackdaw And The Pigeons

      

      A Jackdaw, watching some Pigeons in a farmyard, was filled with envy when he saw how well they were fed, and determined to disguise himself as one of them, in order to secure a share of the good things they enjoyed. So he painted himself white from head to foot and joined the flock; and, so long as he was silent, they never suspected that he was not a pigeon like themselves. But one day he was unwise enough to start chattering, when they at once saw through his disguise and pecked him so unmercifully that he was glad to escape and join his own kind again. But the other jackdaws did not recognise him in his white dress, and would not let him feed with them, but drove him away: and so he became a homeless wanderer for his pains.

    


    
      
        The Kid On The Housetop

      

      A Kid climbed up on to the roof of an outhouse, attracted by the grass and other things that grew in the thatch; and as he stood there browsing away, he caught sight of a Wolf passing below, and jeered at him because he couldn't reach him. The Wolf only looked up and said, "I hear you, my young friend; but it is not you who mock me, but the roof on which you are standing."

    


    
      
        The Kingdom Of The Lion

      

      When the Lion reigned over the beasts of the earth he was never cruel or tyrannical, but as gentle and just as a King ought to be. During his reign he called a general assembly of the beasts, and drew up a code of laws under which all were to live in perfect equality and harmony: the wolf and the lamb, the tiger and the stag, the leopard and the kid, the dog and the hare, all should dwell side by side in unbroken peace and friendship. The hare said, "Oh! how I have longed for this day when the weak take their place without fear by the side of the strong!"

    


    
      
        The Labourer And The Snake

      

      A Labourer's little son was bitten by a Snake and died of the wound. The father was beside himself with grief, and in his anger against the Snake he caught up an axe and went and stood close to the Snake's hole, and watched for a chance of killing it. Presently the Snake came out, and the man aimed a blow at it, but only succeeded in cutting off the tip of its tail before it wriggled in again. He then tried to get it to come out a second time, pretending that he wished to make up the quarrel. But the Snake said, "I can never be your friend because of my lost tail, nor you mine because of your lost child."

      Injuries are never forgotten in the presence of those who caused them.

    


    
      
        The Lamb Chased By A Wolf

      

      A Wolf was chasing a Lamb, which took refuge in a temple. The Wolf urged it to come out of the precincts, and said, "If you don't, the priest is sure to catch you and offer you up in sacrifice on the altar." To which the Lamb replied, "Thanks, I think I'll stay where I am: I'd rather be sacrificed any day than be eaten up by a Wolf."

    


    
      
        The Lamp

      

      A Lamp, well filled with oil, burned with a clear and steady light, and began to swell with pride and boast that it shone more brightly than the sun himself. Just then a puff of wind came and blew it out. Some one struck a match and lit it again, and said, "You just keep alight, and never mind the sun. Why, even the stars never need to be relit as you had to be just now."

    


    
      
        The Lark And The Farmer

      

      A Lark nested in a field of corn, and was rearing her brood under cover of the ripening grain. One day, before the young were fully fledged, the Farmer came to look at the crop, and, finding it yellowing fast, he said, "I must send round word to my neighbours to come and help me reap this field." One of the young Larks overheard him, and was very much frightened, and asked her mother whether they hadn't better move house at once. "There's no hurry," replied she; "a man who looks to his friends for help will take his time about a thing." In a few days the Farmer came by again, and saw that the grain was overripe and falling out of the ears upon the ground. "I must put it off no longer," he said; "This very day I'll hire the men and set them to work at once." The Lark heard him and said to her young, "Come, my children, we must be off: he talks no more of his friends now, but is going to take things in hand himself."

      Self-help is the best help.

    


    
      
        The Lion And The Ass

      

      A Lion and an Ass set up as partners and went a-hunting together. In course of time they came to a cave in which there were a number of wild goats. The Lion took up his stand at the mouth of the cave, and waited for them to come out; while the Ass went inside and brayed for all he was worth in order to frighten them out into the open. The Lion struck them down one by one as they appeared; and when the cave was empty the Ass came out and said, "Well, I scared them pretty well, didn't I?" "I should think you did," said the Lion: "why, if I hadn't known you were an Ass, I should have turned and run myself."

    


    
      
        The Lion And The Boar

      

      One hot and thirsty day in the height of summer a Lion and a Boar came down to a little spring at the same moment to drink. In a trice they were quarrelling as to who should drink first. The quarrel soon became a fight and they attacked one another with the utmost fury. Presently, stopping for a moment to take breath, they saw some vultures seated on a rock above evidently waiting for one of them to be killed, when they would fly down and feed upon the carcase. The sight sobered them at once, and they made up their quarrel, saying, "We had much better be friends than fight and be eaten by vultures."

    


    
      
        The Lion And The Bull

      

      A Lion saw a fine fat Bull pasturing among a herd of cattle and cast about for some means of getting him into his clutches; so he sent him word that he was sacrificing a sheep, and asked if he would do him the honour of dining with him. The Bull accepted the invitation, but, on arriving at the Lion's den, he saw a great array of saucepans and spits, but no sign of a sheep; so he turned on his heel and walked quietly away. The Lion called after him in an injured tone to ask the reason, and the Bull turned round and said, "I have reason enough. When I saw all your preparations it struck me at once that the victim was to be a Bull and not a sheep."

      The net is spread in vain in sight of the bird.

    


    
      
        The Lion And The Hare

      

      A Lion found a Hare sleeping in her form, and was just going to devour her when he caught sight of a passing stag. Dropping the Hare, he at once made for the bigger game; but finding, after a long chase, that he could not overtake the stag, he abandoned the attempt and came back for the Hare. When he reached the spot, however, he found she was nowhere to be seen, and he had to go without his dinner. "It serves me right," he said; "I should have been content with what I had got, instead of hankering after a better prize."

    


    
      
        The Lion And The Mouse

      

      A Lion asleep in his lair was waked up by a Mouse running over his face. Losing his temper he seized it with his paw and was about to kill it. The Mouse, terrified, piteously entreated him to spare its life. "Please let me go," it cried, "and one day I will repay you for your kindness." The idea of so insignificant a creature ever being able to do anything for him amused the Lion so much that he laughed aloud, and good-humouredly let it go. But the Mouse's chance came, after all. One day the Lion got entangled in a net which had been spread for game by some hunters, and the Mouse heard and recognised his roars of anger and ran to the spot. Without more ado it set to work to gnaw the ropes with its teeth, and succeeded before long in setting the Lion free. "There!" said the Mouse, "you laughed at me when I promised I would repay you: but now you see, even a Mouse can help a Lion."

    


    
      
        The Lion And The Wild Ass

      

      A Lion and a Wild Ass went out hunting together: the latter was to run down the prey by his superior speed, and the former would then come up and despatch it. They met with great success; and when it came to sharing the spoil the Lion divided it all into three equal portions. "I will take the first," said he, "because I am King of the beasts; I will also take the second, because, as your partner, I am entitled to half of what remains; and as for the third-well, unless you give it up to me and take yourself off pretty quick, the third, believe me, will make you feel very sorry for yourself!"

      Might makes right.

    


    
      
        The Lion In Love

      

      A Lion fell deeply in love with the daughter of a cottager and wanted to marry her; but her father was unwilling to give her to so fearsome a husband, and yet didn't want to offend the Lion; so he hit upon the following expedient. He went to the Lion and said, "I think you will make a very good husband for my daughter: but I cannot consent to your union unless you let me draw your teeth and pare your nails, for my daughter is terribly afraid of them." The Lion was so much in love that he readily agreed that this should be done. When once, however, he was thus disarmed, the Cottager was afraid of him no longer, but drove him away with his club.

    


    
      
        The Lion, The Bear, And The Fox

      

      A Lion and a Bear were fighting for possession of a kid, which they had both seized at the same moment. The battle was long and fierce, and at length both of them were exhausted, and lay upon the ground severely wounded and gasping for breath. A Fox had all the time been prowling round and watching the fight: and when he saw the combatants lying there too weak to move, he slipped in and seized the kid, and ran off with it. They looked on helplessly, and one said to the other, "Here we've been mauling each other all this while, and no one the better for it except the Fox!"

    


    
      
        The Lion, The Fox, And The Stag

      

      A Lion lay sick in his den, unable to provide himself with food. So he said to his friend the Fox, who came to ask how he did, "My good friend, I wish you would go to yonder wood and beguile the big Stag, who lives there, to come to my den: I have a fancy to make my dinner off a stag's heart and brains." The Fox went to the wood and found the Stag and said to him, "My dear sir, you're in luck. You know the Lion, our King: well, he's at the point of death, and has appointed you his successor to rule over the beasts. I hope you won't forget that I was the first to bring you the good news. And now I must be going back to him; and, if you take my advice, you'll come too and be with him at the last." The Stag was highly flattered, and followed the Fox to the Lion's den, suspecting nothing. No sooner had he got inside than the Lion sprang upon him, but he misjudged his spring, and the Stag got away with only his ears torn, and returned as fast as he could to the shelter of the wood. The Fox was much mortified, and the Lion, too, was dreadfully disappointed, for he was getting very hungry in spite of his illness. So he begged the Fox to have another try at coaxing the Stag to his den. "It'll be almost impossible this time," said the Fox, "but I'll try"; and off he went to the wood a second time, and found the Stag resting and trying to recover from his fright. As soon as he saw the Fox he cried, "You scoundrel, what do you mean by trying to lure me to my death like that? Take yourself off, or I'll do you to death with my horns." But the Fox was entirely shameless. "What a coward you were," said he; "surely you didn't think the Lion meant any harm? Why, he was only going to whisper some royal secrets into your ear when you went off like a scared rabbit. You have rather disgusted him, and I'm not sure he won't make the wolf King instead, unless you come back at once and show you've got some spirit. I promise you he won't hurt you, and I will be your faithful servant." The Stag was foolish enough to be persuaded to return, and this time the Lion made no mistake, but overpowered him, and feasted right royally upon his carcase. The Fox, meanwhile, watched his chance and, when the Lion wasn't looking, filched away the brains to reward him for his trouble. Presently the Lion began searching for them, of course without success: and the Fox, who was watching him, said, "I don't think it's much use your looking for the brains: a creature who twice walked into a Lion's den can't have got any."

    


    
      
        The Lion, The Mouse, And The Fox

      

      A Lion was lying asleep at the mouth of his den when a Mouse ran over his back and tickled him so that he woke up with a start and began looking about everywhere to see what it was that had disturbed him. A Fox, who was looking on, thought he would have a joke at the expense of the Lion; so he said, "Well, this is the first time I've seen a Lion afraid of a Mouse." "Afraid of a Mouse?" said the Lion testily: "not I! It's his bad manners I can't stand."

    


    
      
        The Lion, The Wolf, And The Fox

      

      A Lion, infirm with age, lay sick in his den, and all the beasts of the forest came to inquire after his health with the exception of the Fox. The Wolf thought this was a good opportunity for paying off old scores against the Fox, so he called the attention of the Lion to his absence, and said, "You see, sire, that we have all come to see how you are except the Fox, who hasn't come near you, and doesn't care whether you are well or ill." Just then the Fox came in and heard the last words of the Wolf. The Lion roared at him in deep displeasure, but he begged to be allowed to explain his absence, and said, "Not one of them cares for you so much as I, sire, for all the time I have been going round to the doctors and trying to find a cure for your illness." "And may I ask if you have found one?" said the Lion. "I have, sire," said the Fox, "and it is this: you must flay a Wolf and wrap yourself in his skin while it is still warm." The Lion accordingly turned to the Wolf and struck him dead with one blow of his paw, in order to try the Fox's prescription; but the Fox laughed and said to himself, "That's what comes of stirring up ill-will."

    


    
      
        The Man And His Two Sweethearts

      

      A Man of middle age, whose hair was turning grey, had two Sweethearts, an old woman and a young one. The elder of the two didn't like having a lover who looked so much younger than herself; so, whenever he came to see her, she used to pull the dark hairs out of his head to make him look old. The younger, on the other hand, didn't like him to look so much older than herself, and took every opportunity of pulling out the grey hairs, to make him look young. Between them, they left not a hair in his head, and he became perfectly bald.

    


    
      
        The Man And The Image

      

      A poor Man had a wooden Image of a god, to which he used to pray daily for riches. He did this for a long time, but remained as poor as ever, till one day he caught up the Image in disgust and hurled it with all his strength against the wall. The force of the blow split open the head and a quantity of gold coins fell out upon the floor. The Man gathered them up greedily, and said, "O you old fraud, you! When I honoured you, you did me no good whatever: but no sooner do I treat you to insults and violence than you make a rich man of me!"

    


    
      
        The Man And The Lion

      

      A Man and a Lion were companions on a journey, and in the course of conversation they began to boast about their prowess, and each claimed to be superior to the other in strength and courage. They were still arguing with some heat when they came to a cross-road where there was a statue of a Man strangling a Lion. "There!" said the Man triumphantly, "look at that! Doesn't that prove to you that we are stronger than you?" "Not so fast, my friend," said the Lion: "that is only your view of the case. If we Lions could make statues, you may be sure that in most of them you would see the Man underneath."

      There are two sides to every question.

    


    
      
        The Man Who Lost His Spade

      

      A Man was engaged in digging over his vineyard, and one day on coming to work he missed his Spade. Thinking it may have been stolen by one of his labourers, he questioned them closely, but they one and all denied any knowledge of it. He was not convinced by their denials, and insisted that they should all go to the town and take oath in a temple that they were not guilty of the theft. This was because he had no great opinion of the simple country deities, but thought that the thief would not pass undetected by the shrewder gods of the town. When they got inside the gates the first thing they heard was the town crier proclaiming a reward for information about a thief who had stolen something from the city temple. "Well," said the Man to himself, "it strikes me I had better go back home again. If these town gods can't detect the thieves who steal from their own temples, it's scarcely likely they can tell me who stole my Spade."

    


    
      
        The Man, The Horse, The Ox, And The Dog

      

      One winter's day, during a severe storm, a Horse, an Ox, and a Dog came and begged for shelter in the house of a Man. He readily admitted them, and, as they were cold and wet, he lit a fire for their comfort: and he put oats before the Horse, and hay before the Ox, while he fed the Dog with the remains of his own dinner. When the storm abated, and they were about to depart, they determined to show their gratitude in the following way. They divided the life of Man among them, and each endowed one part of it with the qualities which were peculiarly his own. The Horse took youth, and hence young men are high-mettled and impatient of restraint; the Ox took middle age, and accordingly men in middle life are steady and hard-working; while the Dog took old age, which is the reason why old men are so often peevish and ill-tempered, and, like dogs, attached chiefly to those who look to their comfort, while they are disposed to snap at those who are unfamiliar or distasteful to them.

    


    
      
        The Mice In Council

      

      Once upon a time all the Mice met together in Council, and discussed the best means of securing themselves against the attacks of the cat. After several suggestions had been debated, a Mouse of some standing and experience got up and said, "I think I have hit upon a plan which will ensure our safety in the future, provided you approve and carry it out. It is that we should fasten a bell round the neck of our enemy the cat, which will by its tinkling warn us of her approach." This proposal was warmly applauded, and it had been already decided to adopt it, when an old Mouse got upon his feet and said, "I agree with you all that the plan before us is an admirable one: but may I ask who is going to bell the cat?"

    


    
      
        The Milkmaid And Her Pail

      

      A farmer's daughter had been out to milk the cows, and was returning to the dairy carrying her pail of milk upon her head. As she walked along, she fell a-musing after this fashion: "The milk in this pail will provide me with cream, which I will make into butter and take to market to sell. With the money I will buy a number of eggs, and these, when hatched, will produce chickens, and by and by I shall have quite a large poultry-yard. Then I shall sell some of my fowls, and with the money which they will bring in I will buy myself a new gown, which I shall wear when I go to the fair; and all the young fellows will admire it, and come and make love to me, but I shall toss my head and have nothing to say to them." Forgetting all about the pail, and suiting the action to the word, she tossed her head. Down went the pail, all the milk was spilled, and all her fine castles in the air vanished in a moment!

      Do not count your chickens before they are hatched.

    


    
      
        The Mischievous Dog

      

      There was once a Dog who used to snap at people and bite them without any provocation, and who was a great nuisance to every one who came to his master's house. So his master fastened a bell round his neck to warn people of his presence. The Dog was very proud of the bell, and strutted about tinkling it with immense satisfaction. But an old dog came up to him and said, "The fewer airs you give yourself the better, my friend. You don't think, do you, that your bell was given you as a reward of merit? On the contrary, it is a badge of disgrace."

      Notoriety is often mistaken for fame.

    


    
      
        The Monkey As King

      

      At a gathering of all the animals the Monkey danced and delighted them so much that they made him their King. The Fox, however, was very much disgusted at the promotion of the Monkey: so having one day found a trap with a piece of meat in it, he took the Monkey there and said to him, "Here is a dainty morsel I have found, sire; I did not take it myself, because I thought it ought to be reserved for you, our King. Will you be pleased to accept it?" The Monkey made at once for the meat and got caught in the trap. Then he bitterly reproached the Fox for leading him into danger; but the Fox only laughed and said, "O Monkey, you call yourself King of the Beasts and haven't more sense than to be taken in like that!"

    


    
      
        The Mouse And The Bull

      

      A Bull gave chase to a Mouse which had bitten him in the nose: but the Mouse was too quick for him and slipped into a hole in a wall. The Bull charged furiously into the wall again and again until he was tired out, and sank down on the ground exhausted with his efforts. When all was quiet, the Mouse darted out and bit him again. Beside himself with rage he started to his feet, but by that time the Mouse was back in his hole again, and he could do nothing but bellow and fume in helpless anger. Presently he heard a shrill little voice say from inside the wall, "You big fellows don't always have it your own way, you see: sometimes we little ones come off best."

      The battle is not always to the strong.

    


    
      
        The Mouse, The Frog, And The Hawk

      

      A Mouse and a Frog struck up a friendship; they were not well mated, for the Mouse lived entirely on land, while the Frog was equally at home on land or in the water. In order that they might never be separated, the Frog tied himself and the Mouse together by the leg with a piece of thread. As long as they kept on dry land all went fairly well; but, coming to the edge of a pool, the Frog jumped in, taking the Mouse with him, and began swimming about and croaking with pleasure. The unhappy Mouse, however, was soon drowned, and floated about on the surface in the wake of the Frog. There he was spied by a Hawk, who pounced down on him and seized him in his talons. The Frog was unable to loose the knot which bound him to the Mouse, and thus was carried off along with him and eaten by the Hawk.

    


    
      
        The Nightingale And The Hawk

      

      A Nightingale was sitting on a bough of an oak and singing, as her custom was. A hungry Hawk presently spied her, and darting to the spot seized her in his talons. He was just about to tear her in pieces when she begged him to spare her life: "I'm not big enough," she pleaded, "to make you a good meal: you ought to seek your prey among the bigger birds." The Hawk eyed her with some contempt. "You must think me very simple," said he, "if you suppose I am going to give up a certain prize on the chance of a better of which I see at present no signs."

    


    
      
        The Nightingale And The Swallow

      

      A Swallow, conversing with a Nightingale, advised her to quit the leafy coverts where she made her home, and to come and live with men, like herself, and nest under the shelter of their roofs. But the Nightingale replied, "Time was when I too, like yourself, lived among men: but the memory of the cruel wrongs I then suffered makes them hateful to me, and never again will I approach their dwellings."

      The scene of past sufferings revives painful memories.

    


    
      
        The North Wind And The Sun

      

      A dispute arose between the North Wind and the Sun, each claiming that he was stronger than the other. At last they agreed to try their powers upon a traveller, to see which could soonest strip him of his cloak. The North Wind had the first try; and, gathering up all his force for the attack, he came whirling furiously down upon the man, and caught up his cloak as though he would wrest it from him by one single effort: but the harder he blew, the more closely the man wrapped it round himself. Then came the turn of the Sun. At first he beamed gently upon the traveller, who soon unclasped his cloak and walked on with it hanging loosely about his shoulders: then he shone forth in his full strength, and the man, before he had gone many steps, was glad to throw his cloak right off and complete his journey more lightly clad.

      Persuasion is better than force.

    


    
      
        The Old Hound

      

      A Hound who had served his master well for years, and had run down many a quarry in his time, began to lose his strength and speed owing to age. One day, when out hunting, his master started a powerful wild boar and set the Hound at him. The latter seized the beast by the ear, but his teeth were gone and he could not retain his hold; so the boar escaped. His master began to scold him severely, but the Hound interrupted him with these words: "My will is as strong as ever, master, but my body is old and feeble. You ought to honour me for what I have been instead of abusing me for what I am."

    


    
      
        The Old Lion

      

      A Lion, enfeebled by age and no longer able to procure food for himself by force, determined to do so by cunning. Betaking himself to a cave, he lay down inside and feigned to be sick: and whenever any of the other animals entered to inquire after his health, he sprang upon them and devoured them. Many lost their lives in this way, till one day a Fox called at the cave, and, having a suspicion of the truth, addressed the Lion from outside instead of going in, and asked him how he did. He replied that he was in a very bad way: "But," said he, "why do you stand outside? Pray come in." "I should have done so," answered the Fox, "if I hadn't noticed that all the footprints point towards the cave and none the other way."

    


    
      
        The Old Man And Death

      

      An Old Man cut himself a bundle of faggots in a wood and started to carry them home. He had a long way to go, and was tired out before he had got much more than half-way. Casting his burden on the ground, he called upon Death to come and release him from his life of toil. The words were scarcely out of his mouth when, much to his dismay, Death stood before him and professed his readiness to serve him. He was almost frightened out of his wits, but he had enough presence of mind to stammer out, "Good sir, if you'd be so kind, pray help me up with my burden again."

    


    
      
        The Old Woman And The Doctor

      

      An Old Woman became almost totally blind from a disease of the eyes, and, after consulting a Doctor, made an agreement with him in the presence of witnesses that she should pay him a high fee if he cured her, while if he failed he was to receive nothing. The Doctor accordingly prescribed a course of treatment, and every time he paid her a visit he took away with him some article out of the house, until at last, when he visited her for the last time, and the cure was complete, there was nothing left. When the Old Woman saw that the house was empty she refused to pay him his fee; and, after repeated refusals on her part, he sued her before the magistrates for payment of her debt. On being brought into court she was ready with her defence. "The claimant," said she, "has stated the facts about our agreement correctly. I undertook to pay him a fee if he cured me, and he, on his part, promised to charge nothing if he failed. Now, he says I am cured; but I say that I am blinder than ever, and I can prove what I say. When my eyes were bad I could at any rate see well enough to be aware that my house contained a certain amount of furniture and other things; but now, when according to him I am cured, I am entirely unable to see anything there at all."

    


    
      
        The Old Woman And The Wine-Jar

      

      An old Woman picked up an empty Wine-jar which had once contained a rare and costly wine, and which still retained some traces of its exquisite bouquet. She raised it to her nose and sniffed at it again and again. "Ah," she cried, "how delicious must have been the liquid which has left behind so ravishing a smell."

      Quality, not quantity.

    


    
      
        The Oxen And The Axletrees

      

      A pair of Oxen were drawing a heavily loaded waggon along the highway, and, as they tugged and strained at the yoke, the Axletrees creaked and groaned terribly. This was too much for the Oxen, who turned round indignantly and said, "Hullo, you there! Why do you make such a noise when we do all the work?"

      They complain most who suffer least.

    


    
      
        The Oxen And The Butchers

      

      Once upon a time the Oxen determined to be revenged upon the Butchers for the havoc they wrought in their ranks, and plotted to put them to death on a given day. They were all gathered together discussing how best to carry out the plan, and the more violent of them were engaged in sharpening their horns for the fray, when an old Ox got up upon his feet and said, "My brothers, you have good reason, I know, to hate these Butchers, but, at any rate, they understand their trade and do what they have to do without causing unnecessary pain. But if we kill them, others, who have no experience, will be set to slaughter us, and will by their bungling inflict great sufferings upon us. For you may be sure that, even though all the Butchers perish, mankind will never go without their beef."

    


    
      
        The Pack-Ass And The Wild Ass

      

      A Wild Ass, who was wandering idly about, one day came upon a Pack-Ass lying at full length in a sunny spot and thoroughly enjoying himself. Going up to him, he said, "What a lucky beast you are! Your sleek coat shows how well you live: how I envy you!" Not long after the Wild Ass saw his acquaintance again, but this time he was carrying a heavy load, and his driver was following behind and beating him with a thick stick. "Ah, my friend," said the Wild Ass, "I don't envy you any more: for I see you pay dear for your comforts."

      Advantages that are dearly bought are doubtful blessings.

    


    
      
        The Pack-Ass, The Wild Ass, And The Lion

      

      A Wild Ass saw a Pack-Ass jogging along under a heavy load, and taunted him with the condition of slavery in which he lived, in these words: "What a vile lot is yours compared with mine! I am free as the air, and never do a stroke of work; and, as for fodder, I have only to go to the hills and there I find far more than enough for my needs. But you! you depend on your master for food, and he makes you carry heavy loads every day and beats you unmercifully." At that moment a Lion appeared on the scene, and made no attempt to molest the Pack-Ass owing to the presence of the driver; but he fell upon the Wild Ass, who had no one to protect him, and without more ado made a meal of him.

      It is no use being your own master unless you can stand up for yourself.

    


    
      
        The Parrot And The Cat

      

      A Man once bought a Parrot and gave it the run of his house. It revelled in its liberty, and presently flew up on to the mantelpiece and screamed away to its heart's content. The noise disturbed the Cat, who was asleep on the hearthrug. Looking up at the intruder, she said, "Who may you be, and where have you come from?" The Parrot replied, "Your master has just bought me and brought me home with him." "You impudent bird," said the Cat, "how dare you, a newcomer, make a noise like that? Why, I was born here, and have lived here all my life, and yet, if I venture to mew, they throw things at me and chase me all over the place." "Look here, mistress," said the Parrot, "you just hold your tongue. My voice they delight in; but yours-yours is a perfect nuisance."

    


    
      
        The Partridge And The Fowler

      

      A Fowler caught a Partridge in his nets, and was just about to wring its neck when it made a piteous appeal to him to spare its life and said, "Do not kill me, but let me live and I will repay you for your kindness by decoying other partridges into your nets." "No," said the Fowler, "I will not spare you. I was going to kill you anyhow, and after that treacherous speech you thoroughly deserve your fate."

    


    
      
        The Peacock And Juno

      

      The Peacock was greatly discontented because he had not a beautiful voice like the nightingale, and he went and complained to Juno about it. "The nightingale's song," said he, "is the envy of all the birds; but whenever I utter a sound I become a laughing-stock." The goddess tried to console him by saying, "You have not, it is true, the power of song, but then you far excel all the rest in beauty: your neck flashes like the emerald and your splendid tail is a marvel of gorgeous colour." But the Peacock was not appeased. "What is the use," said he, "of being beautiful, with a voice like mine?" Then Juno replied, with a shade of sternness in her tones, "Fate has allotted to all their destined gifts: to yourself beauty, to the eagle strength, to the nightingale song, and so on to all the rest in their degree; but you alone are dissatisfied with your portion. Make, then, no more complaints. For, if your present wish were granted, you would quickly find cause for fresh discontent."

    


    
      
        The Peacock And The Crane

      

      A Peacock taunted a Crane with the dullness of her plumage. "Look at my brilliant colours," said she, "and see how much finer they are than your poor feathers." "I am not denying," replied the Crane, "that yours are far gayer than mine; but when it comes to flying I can soar into the clouds, whereas you are confined to the earth like any dunghill cock."

    


    
      
        The Peasant And The Apple-Tree

      

      A Peasant had an Apple-tree growing in his garden, which bore no fruit, but merely served to provide a shelter from the heat for the sparrows and grasshoppers which sat and chirped in its branches. Disappointed at its barrenness he determined to cut it down, and went and fetched his axe for the purpose. But when the sparrows and the grasshoppers saw what he was about to do, they begged him to spare it, and said to him, "If you destroy the tree we shall have to seek shelter elsewhere, and you will no longer have our merry chirping to enliven your work in the garden." He, however, refused to listen to them, and set to work with a will to cut through the trunk. A few strokes showed that it was hollow inside and contained a swarm of bees and a large store of honey. Delighted with his find he threw down his axe, saying, "The old tree is worth keeping after all."

      Utility is most men's test of worth.

    


    
      
        The Pig And The Sheep

      

      A Pig found his way into a meadow where a flock of Sheep were grazing. The shepherd caught him, and was proceeding to carry him off to the butcher's when he set up a loud squealing and struggled to get free. The Sheep rebuked him for making such a to-do, and said to him, "The shepherd catches us regularly and drags us off just like that, and we don't make any fuss." "No, I dare say not," replied the Pig, "but my case and yours are altogether different: he only wants you for wool, but he wants me for bacon."

    


    
      
        The Ploughman And The Wolf

      

      A Ploughman loosed his oxen from the plough, and led them away to the water to drink. While he was absent a half-starved Wolf appeared on the scene, and went up to the plough and began chewing the leather straps attached to the yoke. As he gnawed away desperately in the hope of satisfying his craving for food, he somehow got entangled in the harness, and, taking fright, struggled to get free, tugging at the traces as if he would drag the plough along with him. Just then the Ploughman came back, and seeing what was happening, he cried, "Ah, you old rascal, I wish you would give up thieving for good and take to honest work instead."

    


    
      
        The Ploughman, The Ass, And The Ox

      

      A Ploughman yoked his Ox and his Ass together, and set to work to plough his field. It was a poor makeshift of a team, but it was the best he could do, as he had but a single Ox. At the end of the day, when the beasts were loosed from the yoke, the Ass said to the Ox, "Well, we've had a hard day: which of us is to carry the master home?" The Ox looked surprised at the question. "Why," said he, "you, to be sure, as usual."

    


    
      
        The Pomegranate, The Apple-Tree, And The Bramble

      

      A Pomegranate and an Apple-tree were disputing about the quality of their fruits, and each claimed that its own was the better of the two. High words passed between them, and a violent quarrel was imminent, when a Bramble impudently poked its head out of a neighbouring hedge and said, "There, that's enough, my friends; don't let us quarrel."

    


    
      
        The Prophet

      

      A Prophet sat in the market-place and told the fortunes of all who cared to engage his services. Suddenly there came running up one who told him that his house had been broken into by thieves, and that they had made off with everything they could lay hands on. He was up in a moment, and rushed off, tearing his hair and calling down curses on the miscreants. The bystanders were much amused, and one of them said, "Our friend professes to know what is going to happen to others, but it seems he's not clever enough to perceive what's in store for himself."

      He is no friend who plays double.

    


    
      
        The Quack Doctor

      

      A certain man fell sick and took to his bed. He consulted a number of doctors from time to time, and they all, with one exception, told him that his life was in no immediate danger, but that his illness would probably last a considerable time. The one who took a different view of his case, who was also the last to be consulted, bade him prepare for the worst: "You have not twenty-four hours to live," said he, "and I fear I can do nothing." As it turned out, however, he was quite wrong; for at the end of a few days the sick man quitted his bed and took a walk abroad, looking, it is true, as pale as a ghost. In the course of his walk he met the Doctor who had prophesied his death. "Dear me," said the latter, "how do you do? You are fresh from the other world, no doubt. Pray, how are our departed friends getting on there?" "Most comfortably," replied the other, "for they have drunk the water of oblivion, and have forgotten all the troubles of life. By the way, just before I left, the authorities were making arrangements to prosecute all the doctors, because they won't let sick men die in the course of nature, but use their arts to keep them alive. They were going to charge you along with the rest, till I assured them that you were no doctor, but a mere impostor."

    


    
      
        The Rich Man And The Tanner

      

      A Rich Man took up his residence next door to a Tanner, and found the smell of the tan-yard so extremely unpleasant that he told him he must go. The Tanner delayed his departure, and the Rich Man had to speak to him several times about it; and every time the Tanner said he was making arrangements to move very shortly. This went on for some time, till at last the Rich Man got so used to the smell that he ceased to mind it, and troubled the Tanner with his objections no more.

    


    
      
        The Rivers And The Sea

      

      Once upon a time all the Rivers combined to protest against the action of the Sea in making their waters salt. "When we come to you," said they to the Sea, "we are sweet and drinkable: but when once we have mingled with you, our waters become as briny and unpalatable as your own." The Sea replied shortly, "Keep away from me and you'll remain sweet."

    


    
      
        The Rogue And The Oracle

      

      A Rogue laid a wager that he would prove the Oracle at Delphi to be untrustworthy by procuring from it a false reply to an inquiry by himself. So he went to the temple on the appointed day with a small bird in his hand, which he concealed under the folds of his cloak, and asked whether what he held in his hand were alive or dead. If the Oracle said "dead," he meant to produce the bird alive: if the reply was "alive," he intended to wring its neck and show it to be dead. But the Oracle was one too many for him, for the answer he got was this: "Stranger, whether the thing that you hold in your hand be alive or dead is a matter that depends entirely on your own will."

    


    
      
        The Rose And The Amaranth

      

      A Rose and an Amaranth blossomed side by side in a garden, and the Amaranth said to her neighbour, "How I envy you your beauty and your sweet scent! No wonder you are such a universal favourite." But the Rose replied with a shade of sadness in her voice, "Ah, my dear friend, I bloom but for a time: my petals soon wither and fall, and then I die. But your flowers never fade, even if they are cut; for they are everlasting."

    


    
      
        The Runaway Slave

      

      A Slave, being discontented with his lot, ran away from his master. He was soon missed by the latter, who lost no time in mounting his horse and setting out in pursuit of the fugitive. He presently came up with him, and the Slave, in the hope of avoiding capture, slipped into a treadmill and hid himself there. "Aha," said his master, "that's the very place for you, my man!"

    


    
      
        The Serpent And The Eagle

      

      An Eagle swooped down upon a Serpent and seized it in his talons with the intention of carrying it off and devouring it. But the Serpent was too quick for him and had its coils round him in a moment; and then there ensued a life-and-death struggle between the two. A countryman, who was a witness of the encounter, came to the assistance of the Eagle, and succeeded in freeing him from the Serpent and enabling him to escape. In revenge the Serpent spat some of his poison into the man's drinking-horn. Heated with his exertions, the man was about to slake his thirst with a draught from the horn, when the Eagle knocked it out of his hand, and spilled its contents upon the ground.

      One good turn deserves another.

    


    
      
        The Sheep And The Dog

      

      Once upon a time the Sheep complained to the shepherd about the difference in his treatment of themselves and his Dog. "Your conduct," said they, "is very strange and, we think, very unfair. We provide you with wool and lambs and milk and you give us nothing but grass, and even that we have to find for ourselves: but you get nothing at all from the Dog, and yet you feed him with tit-bits from your own table." Their remarks were overheard by the Dog, who spoke up at once and said, "Yes, and quite right, too: where would you be if it wasn't for me? Thieves would steal you! Wolves would eat you! Indeed, if I didn't keep constant watch over you, you would be too terrified even to graze!" The Sheep were obliged to acknowledge that he spoke the truth, and never again made a grievance of the regard in which he was held by his master.

    


    
      
        The She-Goats And Their Beards

      

      Jupiter granted beards to the She-Goats at their own request, much to the disgust of the he-Goats, who considered this to be an unwarrantable invasion of their rights and dignities. So they sent a deputation to him to protest against his action. He, however, advised them not to raise any objections. "What's in a tuft of hair?" said he. "Let them have it if they want it. They can never be a match for you in strength."

    


    
      
        The Shepherd And The Wolf

      

      A Shepherd found a Wolf's Cub straying in the pastures, and took him home and reared him along with his dogs. When the Cub grew to his full size, if ever a wolf stole a sheep from the flock, he used to join the dogs in hunting him down. It sometimes happened that the dogs failed to come up with the thief, and, abandoning the pursuit, returned home. The Wolf would on such occasions continue the chase by himself, and when he overtook the culprit, would stop and share the feast with him, and then return to the Shepherd. But if some time passed without a sheep being carried off by the wolves, he would steal one himself and share his plunder with the dogs. The Shepherd's suspicions were aroused, and one day he caught him in the act; and, fastening a rope round his neck, hung him on the nearest tree.

      What's bred in the bone is sure to come out in the flesh.

    


    
      
        The Shipwrecked Man And The Sea

      

      A Shipwrecked Man cast up on the beach fell asleep after his struggle with the waves. When he woke up, he bitterly reproached the Sea for its treachery in enticing men with its smooth and smiling surface, and then, when they were well embarked, turning in fury upon them and sending both ship and sailors to destruction. The Sea arose in the form of a woman, and replied, "Lay not the blame on me, O sailor, but on the Winds. By nature I am as calm and safe as the land itself: but the Winds fall upon me with their gusts and gales, and lash me into a fury that is not natural to me."

    


    
      
        The Slave And The Lion

      

      A Slave ran away from his master, by whom he had been most cruelly treated, and, in order to avoid capture, betook himself into the desert. As he wandered about in search of food and shelter, he came to a cave, which he entered and found to be unoccupied. Really, however, it was a Lion's den, and almost immediately, to the horror of the wretched fugitive, the Lion himself appeared. The man gave himself up for lost: but, to his utter astonishment, the Lion, instead of springing upon him and devouring him, came and fawned upon him, at the same time whining and lifting up his paw. Observing it to be much swollen and inflamed, he examined it and found a large thorn embedded in the ball of the foot. He accordingly removed it and dressed the wound as well as he could: and in course of time it healed up completely. The Lion's gratitude was unbounded; he looked upon the man as his friend, and they shared the cave for some time together. A day came, however, when the Slave began to long for the society of his fellow-men, and he bade farewell to the Lion and returned to the town. Here he was presently recognised and carried off in chains to his former master, who resolved to make an example of him, and ordered that he should be thrown to the beasts at the next public spectacle in the theatre. On the fatal day the beasts were loosed into the arena, and among the rest a Lion of huge bulk and ferocious aspect; and then the wretched Slave was cast in among them. What was the amazement of the spectators, when the Lion after one glance bounded up to him and lay down at his feet with every expression of affection and delight! It was his old friend of the cave! The audience clamoured that the Slave's life should be spared: and the governor of the town, marvelling at such gratitude and fidelity in a beast, decreed that both should receive their liberty.

    


    
      
        The Snake And Jupiter

      

      A Snake suffered a good deal from being constantly trodden upon by man and beast, owing partly to the length of his body and partly to his being unable to raise himself above the surface of the ground: so he went and complained to Jupiter about the risks to which he was exposed. But Jupiter had little sympathy for him. "I dare say," said he, "that if you had bitten the first that trod on you, the others would have taken more trouble to look where they put their feet."

    


    
      
        The Soldier And His Horse

      

      A Soldier gave his Horse a plentiful supply of oats in time of war, and tended him with the utmost care, for he wished him to be strong to endure the hardships of the field, and swift to bear his master, when need arose, out of the reach of danger. But when the war was over he employed him on all sorts of drudgery, bestowing but little attention upon him, and giving him, moreover, nothing but chaff to eat. The time came when war broke out again, and the Soldier saddled and bridled his Horse, and, having put on his heavy coat of mail, mounted him to ride off and take the field. But the poor half-starved beast sank down under his weight, and said to his rider, "You will have to go into battle on foot this time. Thanks to hard work and bad food, you have turned me from a Horse into an ass; and you cannot in a moment turn me back again into a Horse."

    


    
      
        The Stag And The Lion

      

      A Stag was chased by the hounds, and took refuge in a cave, where he hoped to be safe from his pursuers. Unfortunately the cave contained a Lion, to whom he fell an easy prey. "Unhappy that I am," he cried, "I am saved from the power of the dogs only to fall into the clutches of a Lion."

      Out of the frying-pan into the fire.

    


    
      
        The Stag At The Pool

      

      A thirsty Stag went down to a pool to drink. As he bent over the surface he saw his own reflection in the water, and was struck with admiration for his fine spreading antlers, but at the same time he felt nothing but disgust for the weakness and slenderness of his legs. While he stood there looking at himself, he was seen and attacked by a Lion; but in the chase which ensued, he soon drew away from his pursuer, and kept his lead as long as the ground over which he ran was open and free of trees. But coming presently to a wood, he was caught by his antlers in the branches, and fell a victim to the teeth and claws of his enemy. "Woe is me!" he cried with his last breath; "I despised my legs, which might have saved my life: but I gloried in my horns, and they have proved my ruin."

      What is worth most is often valued least.

    


    
      
        The Swallow And The Crow

      

      A Swallow was once boasting to a Crow about her birth. "I was once a princess," said she, "the daughter of a King of Athens, but my husband used me cruelly, and cut out my tongue for a slight fault. Then, to protect me from further injury, I was turned by Juno into a bird." "You chatter quite enough as it is," said the Crow. "What you would have been like if you hadn't lost your tongue, I can't think."

    


    
      
        The Swan

      

      The Swan is said to sing but once in its life-when it knows that it is about to die. A certain man, who had heard of the song of the Swan, one day saw one of these birds for sale in the market, and bought it and took it home with him. A few days later he had some friends to dinner, and produced the Swan, and bade it sing for their entertainment: but the Swan remained silent. In course of time, when it was growing old, it became aware of its approaching end and broke into a sweet, sad song. When its owner heard it, he said angrily, "If the creature only sings when it is about to die, what a fool I was that day I wanted to hear its song! I ought to have wrung its neck instead of merely inviting it to sing."

    


    
      
        The Swollen Fox

      

      A hungry Fox found in a hollow tree a quantity of bread and meat, which some shepherds had placed there against their return. Delighted with his find he slipped in through the narrow aperture and greedily devoured it all. But when he tried to get out again he found himself so swollen after his big meal that he could not squeeze through the hole, and fell to whining and groaning over his misfortune. Another Fox, happening to pass that way, came and asked him what the matter was; and, on learning the state of the case, said, "Well, my friend, I see nothing for it but for you to stay where you are till you shrink to your former size; you'll get out then easily enough."

    


    
      
        The Thief And The Innkeeper

      

      A Thief hired a room at an inn, and stayed there some days on the look-out for something to steal. No opportunity, however, presented itself, till one day, when there was a festival to be celebrated, the Innkeeper appeared in a fine new coat and sat down before the door of the inn for an airing. The Thief no sooner set eyes upon the coat than he longed to get possession of it. There was no business doing, so he went and took a seat by the side of the Innkeeper, and began talking to him. They conversed together for some time, and then the Thief suddenly yawned and howled like a wolf. The Innkeeper asked him in some concern what ailed him. The Thief replied, "I will tell you about myself, sir, but first I must beg you to take charge of my clothes for me, for I intend to leave them with you. Why I have these fits of yawning I cannot tell: maybe they are sent as a punishment for my misdeeds; but, whatever the reason, the facts are that when I have yawned three times I become a ravening wolf and fly at men's throats." As he finished speaking he yawned a second time and howled again as before. The Innkeeper, believing every word he said, and terrified at the prospect of being confronted with a wolf, got up hastily and started to run indoors; but the Thief caught him by the coat and tried to stop him, crying, "Stay, sir, stay, and take charge of my clothes, or else I shall never see them again." As he spoke he opened his mouth and began to yawn for the third time. The Innkeeper, mad with the fear of being eaten by a wolf, slipped out of his coat, which remained in the other's hands, and bolted into the inn and locked the door behind him; and the Thief then quietly stole off with his spoil.

    


    
      
        The Three Tradesmen

      

      The citizens of a certain city were debating about the best material to use in the fortifications which were about to be erected for the greater security of the town. A Carpenter got up and advised the use of wood, which he said was readily procurable and easily worked. A Stone-mason objected to wood on the ground that it was so inflammable, and recommended stones instead. Then a Tanner got on his legs and said, "In my opinion there's nothing like leather."

      Every man for himself.

    


    
      
        The Tortoise And The Eagle

      

      A Tortoise, discontented with his lowly life, and envious of the birds he saw disporting themselves in the air, begged an Eagle to teach him to fly. The Eagle protested that it was idle for him to try, as nature had not provided him with wings; but the Tortoise pressed him with entreaties and promises of treasure, insisting that it could only be a question of learning the craft of the air. So at length the Eagle consented to do the best he could for him, and picked him up in his talons. Soaring with him to a great height in the sky he then let him go, and the wretched Tortoise fell headlong and was dashed to pieces on a rock.

    


    
      
        The Traveller And Fortune

      

      A Traveller, exhausted with fatigue after a long journey, sank down at the very brink of a deep well and presently fell asleep. He was within an ace of falling in, when Dame Fortune appeared to him and touched him on the shoulder, cautioning him to move further away. "Wake up, good sir, I pray you," she said; "had you fallen into the well, the blame would have been thrown not on your own folly but on me, Fortune."

    


    
      
        The Traveller And His Dog

      

      A Traveller was about to start on a journey, and said to his Dog, who was stretching himself by the door, "Come, what are you yawning for? Hurry up and get ready: I mean you to go with me." But the Dog merely wagged his tail and said quietly, "I'm ready, master: it's you I'm waiting for."

    


    
      
        The Travellers And The Plane-Tree

      

      Two Travellers were walking along a bare and dusty road in the heat of a summer's day. Coming presently to a Plane-tree, they joyfully turned aside to shelter from the burning rays of the sun in the deep shade of its spreading branches. As they rested, looking up into the tree, one of them remarked to his companion, "What a useless tree the Plane is! It bears no fruit and is of no service to man at all." The Plane-tree interrupted him with indignation. "You ungrateful creature!" it cried: "you come and take shelter under me from the scorching sun, and then, in the very act of enjoying the cool shade of my foliage, you abuse me and call me good for nothing!"

      Many a service is met with ingratitude.

    


    
      
        The Trees And The Axe

      

      A Woodman went into the forest and begged of the Trees the favour of a handle for his Axe. The principal Trees at once agreed to so modest a request, and unhesitatingly gave him a young ash sapling, out of which he fashioned the handle he desired. No sooner had he done so than he set to work to fell the noblest Trees in the wood. When they saw the use to which he was putting their gift, they cried, "Alas! alas! We are undone, but we are ourselves to blame. The little we gave has cost us all: had we not sacrificed the rights of the ash, we might ourselves have stood for ages."

    


    
      
        The Trumpeter Taken Prisoner

      

      A Trumpeter marched into battle in the van of the army and put courage into his comrades by his warlike tunes. Being captured by the enemy, he begged for his life, and said, "Do not put me to death; I have killed no one: indeed, I have no weapons, but carry with me only my trumpet here." But his captors replied, "That is only the more reason why we should take your life; for, though you do not fight yourself, you stir up others to do so."

    


    
      
        The Tunny-Fish And The Dolphin

      

      A Tunny-fish was chased by a Dolphin and splashed through the water at a great rate, but the Dolphin gradually gained upon him, and was just about to seize him when the force of his flight carried the Tunny on to a sandbank. In the heat of the chase the Dolphin followed him, and there they both lay out of the water, gasping for dear life. When the Tunny saw that his enemy was doomed like himself, he said, "I don't mind having to die now: for I see that he who is the cause of my death is about to share the same fate."

    


    
      
        The Two Bags

      

      Every man carries Two Bags about with him, one in front and one behind, and both are packed full of faults. The Bag in front contains his neighbours' faults, the one behind his own. Hence it is that men do not see their own faults, but never fail to see those of others.

    


    
      
        The Two Frogs

      

      Two Frogs were neighbours. One lived in a marsh, where there was plenty of water, which frogs love: the other in a lane some distance away, where all the water to be had was that which lay in the ruts after rain. The Marsh Frog warned his friend and pressed him to come and live with him in the marsh, for he would find his quarters there far more comfortable and-what was still more important-more safe. But the other refused, saying that he could not bring himself to move from a place to which he had become accustomed. A few days afterwards a heavy waggon came down the lane, and he was crushed to death under the wheels.

    


    
      
        The Two Pots

      

      Equals make the best friends.

    


    
      
        The Vain Jackdaw

      

      Jupiter announced that he intended to appoint a king over the birds, and named a day on which they were to appear before his throne, when he would select the most beautiful of them all to be their ruler. Wishing to look their best on the occasion they repaired to the banks of a stream, where they busied themselves in washing and preening their feathers. The Jackdaw was there along with the rest, and realised that, with his ugly plumage, he would have no chance of being chosen as he was: so he waited till they were all gone, and then picked up the most gaudy of the feathers they had dropped, and fastened them about his own body, with the result that he looked gayer than any of them. When the appointed day came, the birds assembled before Jupiter's throne; and, after passing them in review, he was about to make the Jackdaw king, when all the rest set upon the king-elect, stripped him of his borrowed plumes, and exposed him for the Jackdaw that he was.

    


    
      
        The Viper And The File

      

      A Viper entered a carpenter's shop, and went from one to another of the tools, begging for something to eat. Among the rest, he addressed himself to the File, and asked for the favour of a meal. The File replied in a tone of pitying contempt, "What a simpleton you must be if you imagine you will get anything from me, who invariably take from every one and never give anything in return."

      The covetous are poor givers.

    


    
      
        The Walnut-Tree

      

      A Walnut-tree, which grew by the roadside, bore every year a plentiful crop of nuts. Every one who passed by pelted its branches with sticks and stones, in order to bring down the fruit, and the tree suffered severely. "It is hard," it cried, "that the very persons who enjoy my fruit should thus reward me with insults and blows."

    


    
      
        The Wasp And The Snake

      

      A Wasp settled on the head of a Snake, and not only stung him several times, but clung obstinately to the head of his victim. Maddened with pain the Snake tried every means he could think of to get rid of the creature, but without success. At last he became desperate, and crying, "Kill you I will, even at the cost of my own life," he laid his head with the Wasp on it under the wheel of a passing waggon, and they both perished together.

    


    
      
        The Weasel And The Man

      

      A Man once caught a Weasel, which was always sneaking about the house, and was just going to drown it in a tub of water, when it begged hard for its life, and said to him, "Surely you haven't the heart to put me to death? Think how useful I have been in clearing your house of the mice and lizards which used to infest it, and show your gratitude by sparing my life." "You have not been altogether useless, I grant you," said the Man: "but who killed the fowls? Who stole the meat? No, no! You do much more harm than good, and die you shall."

    


    
      
        The Wily Lion

      

      A Lion watched a fat Bull feeding in a meadow, and his mouth watered when he thought of the royal feast he would make, but he did not dare to attack him, for he was afraid of his sharp horns. Hunger, however, presently compelled him to do something: and as the use of force did not promise success, he determined to resort to artifice. Going up to the Bull in friendly fashion, he said to him, "I cannot help saying how much I admire your magnificent figure. What a fine head! What powerful shoulders and thighs! But, my dear friend, what in the world makes you wear those ugly horns? You must find them as awkward as they are unsightly. Believe me, you would do much better without them." The Bull was foolish enough to be persuaded by this flattery to have his horns cut off; and, having now lost his only means of defence, fell an easy prey to the Lion.

    


    
      
        The Witch

      

      A Witch professed to be able to avert the anger of the gods by means of charms, of which she alone possessed the secret; and she drove a brisk trade, and made a fat livelihood out of it. But certain persons accused her of black magic and carried her before the judges, and demanded that she should be put to death for dealings with the Devil. She was found guilty and condemned to death: and one of the judges said to her as she was leaving the dock, "You say you can avert the anger of the gods. How comes it, then, that you have failed to disarm the enmity of men?"

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Boy

      

      A Wolf, who had just enjoyed a good meal and was in a playful mood, caught sight of a Boy lying flat upon the ground, and, realising that he was trying to hide, and that it was fear of himself that made him do this, he went up to him and said, "Aha, I've found you, you see; but if you can say three things to me, the truth of which cannot be disputed, I will spare your life." The Boy plucked up courage and thought for a moment, and then he said, "First, it is a pity you saw me; secondly, I was a fool to let myself be seen; and thirdly, we all hate wolves because they are always making unprovoked attacks upon our flocks." The Wolf replied, "Well, what you say is true enough from your point of view; so you may go."

      Ingratitude sometimes brings its own punishment.

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Goat

      

      A Wolf caught sight of a Goat browsing above him on the scanty herbage that grew on the top of a steep rock; and being unable to get at her, tried to induce her to come lower down. "You are risking your life up there, madam, indeed you are," he called out: "pray take my advice and come down here, where you will find plenty of better food." The Goat turned a knowing eye upon him. "It's little you care whether I get good grass or bad," said she: "what you want is to eat me."

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Horse

      

      There is no virtue in giving to others what is useless to oneself.

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Lamb

      

      A Wolf came upon a Lamb straying from the flock, and felt some compunction about taking the life of so helpless a creature without some plausible excuse; so he cast about for a grievance and said at last, "Last year, sirrah, you grossly insulted me." "That is impossible, sir," bleated the Lamb, "for I wasn't born then." "Well," retorted the Wolf, "you feed in my pastures." "That cannot be," replied the Lamb, "for I have never yet tasted grass." "You drink from my spring, then," continued the Wolf. "Indeed, sir," said the poor Lamb, "I have never yet drunk anything but my mother's milk." "Well, anyhow," said the Wolf, "I'm not going without my dinner": and he sprang upon the Lamb and devoured it without more ado.

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Lion

      

      A wolf stole a lamb from the flock, and was carrying it off to devour it at his leisure when he met a Lion, who took his prey away from him and walked off with it. He dared not resist, but when the Lion had gone some distance he said, "It is most unjust of you to take what's mine away from me like that." The Lion laughed and called out in reply, "It was justly yours, no doubt! The gift of a friend, perhaps, eh?"

      Two blacks do not make a white.

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Sheep

      

      A Wolf was worried and badly bitten by dogs, and lay a long time for dead. By and by he began to revive, and, feeling very hungry, called out to a passing Sheep and said, "Would you kindly bring me some water from the stream close by? I can manage about meat, if only I could get something to drink." But this Sheep was no fool. "I can quite understand", said he, "that if I brought you the water, you would have no difficulty about the meat. Good-morning."

    


    
      
        The Wolf And The Shepherd

      

      A Wolf hung about near a flock of sheep for a long time, but made no attempt to molest them. The Shepherd at first kept a sharp eye on him, for he naturally thought he meant mischief: but as time went by and the Wolf showed no inclination to meddle with the flock, he began to look upon him more as a protector than as an enemy: and when one day some errand took him to the city, he felt no uneasiness at leaving the Wolf with the sheep. But as soon as his back was turned the Wolf attacked them and killed the greater number. When the Shepherd returned and saw the havoc he had wrought, he cried, "It serves me right for trusting my flock to a Wolf."

    


    
      
        The Wolf, The Fox, And The Ape

      

      The dishonest get no credit, even if they act honestly.

    


    
      
        The Wolf, The Mother, And Her Child

      

      A hungry Wolf was prowling about in search of food. By and by, attracted by the cries of a Child, he came to a cottage. As he crouched beneath the window, he heard the Mother say to the Child, "Stop crying, do! or I'll throw you to the Wolf." Thinking she really meant what she said, he waited there a long time in the expectation of satisfying his hunger. In the evening he heard the Mother fondling her Child and saying, "If the naughty Wolf comes, he shan't get my little one: Daddy will kill him." The Wolf got up in much disgust and walked away: "As for the people in that house," said he to himself, "you can't believe a word they say."

    


    
      
        The Wolves And The Dogs

      

      Once upon a time the Wolves said to the Dogs, "Why should we continue to be enemies any longer? You are very like us in most ways: the main difference between us is one of training only. We live a life of freedom; but you are enslaved to mankind, who beat you, and put heavy collars round your necks, and compel you to keep watch over their flocks and herds for them, and, to crown all, they give you nothing but bones to eat. Don't put up with it any longer, but hand over the flocks to us, and we will all live on the fat of the land and feast together." The Dogs allowed themselves to be persuaded by these words, and accompanied the Wolves into their den. But no sooner were they well inside than the Wolves set upon them and tore them to pieces.

      Traitors richly deserve their fate.

    


    
      
        The Wolves, The Sheep, And The Ram

      

      The Wolves sent a deputation to the Sheep with proposals for a lasting peace between them, on condition of their giving up the sheep-dogs to instant death. The foolish Sheep agreed to the terms; but an old Ram, whose years had brought him wisdom, interfered and said, "How can we expect to live at peace with you? Why, even with the dogs at hand to protect us, we are never secure from your murderous attacks!"

    


    
      
        The Woman And The Farmer

      

      A Woman, who had lately lost her husband, used to go every day to his grave and lament her loss. A Farmer, who was engaged in ploughing not far from the spot, set eyes upon the Woman and desired to have her for his wife: so he left his plough and came and sat by her side, and began to shed tears himself. She asked him why he wept; and he replied, "I have lately lost my wife, who was very dear to me, and tears ease my grief." "And I," said she, "have lost my husband." And so for a while they mourned in silence. Then he said, "Since you and I are in like case, shall we not do well to marry and live together? I shall take the place of your dead husband, and you, that of my dead wife." The Woman consented to the plan, which indeed seemed reasonable enough: and they dried their tears. Meanwhile, a thief had come and stolen the oxen which the Farmer had left with his plough. On discovering the theft, he beat his breast and loudly bewailed his loss. When the Woman heard his cries, she came and said, "Why, are you weeping still?" To which he replied, "Yes, and I mean it this time."

    


    
      
        Venus And The Cat

      

      A Cat fell in love with a handsome young man, and begged the goddess Venus to change her into a woman. Venus was very gracious about it, and changed her at once into a beautiful maiden, whom the young man fell in love with at first sight and shortly afterwards married. One day Venus thought she would like to see whether the Cat had changed her habits as well as her form; so she let a mouse run loose in the room where they were. Forgetting everything, the young woman had no sooner seen the mouse than up she jumped and was after it like a shot: at which the goddess was so disgusted that she changed her back again into a Cat.

      Misfortune often assails us from an unexpected quarter.

    


    
      
        ‎Robert Louis Stevenson

      

    


    
      
        To Alison Cunningham From Her Boy

      

      For the long nights you lay awake

      And watched for my unworthy sake:

      For your most comfortable hand

      That led me through the uneven land:

      For all the story-books you read:

      For all the pains you comforted:

      For all you pitied, all you bore,

      In sad and happy days of yore:-

      My second Mother, my first Wife,

      The angel of my infant life-

      From the sick child, now well and old,

      Take, nurse, the little book you hold!

      And grant it, Heaven, that all who read

      May find as dear a nurse at need,

      And every child who lists my rhyme,

      In the bright, fireside, nursery clime,

      May hear it in as kind a voice

      As made my childish days rejoice!

    


    
      
        Bed in Summer

      

      In winter I get up at night

      And dress by yellow candle-light.

      In summer, quite the other way,

      I have to go to bed by day.

      I have to go to bed and see

      The birds still hopping on the tree,

      Or hear the grown-up people's feet

      Still going past me in the street.

      And does it not seem hard to you,

      When all the sky is clear and blue,

      And I should like so much to play,

      To have to go to bed by day?

    


    
      
        A Thought

      

      It is very nice to think

      The world is full of meat and drink,

      With little children saying grace

      In every Christian kind of place.

    


    
      
        At the Sea-side

      

      When I was down beside the sea

      A wooden spade they gave to me

      To dig the sandy shore.

       

      My holes were empty like a cup.

      In every hole the sea came up,

      Till it could come no more.

    


    
      
        Young Night-Thought

      

      All night long and every night,

      When my mama puts out the light,

      I see the people marching by,

      As plain as day before my eye.

       

      Armies and emperor and kings,

      All carrying different kinds of things,

      And marching in so grand a way,

      You never saw the like by day.

       

      So fine a show was never seen

      At the great circus on the green;

      For every kind of beast and man

      Is marching in that caravan.

       

      As first they move a little slow,

      But still the faster on they go,

      And still beside me close I keep

      Until we reach the town of Sleep.

    


    
      
        Whole Duty of Children

      

      A child should always say what's true

      And speak when he is spoken to,

      And behave mannerly at table;

      At least as far as he is able.

    


    
      
        Rain

      

      The rain is falling all around,

      It falls on field and tree,

      It rains on the umbrellas here,

      And on the ships at sea.

    


    
      
        Pirate Story

      

      Three of us afloat in the meadow by the swing,

      Three of us abroad in the basket on the lea.

      Winds are in the air, they are blowing in the spring,

      And waves are on the meadow like the waves there are at sea.

       

      Where shall we adventure, to-day that we're afloat,

      Wary of the weather and steering by a star?

      Shall it be to Africa, a-steering of the boat,

      To Providence, or Babylon or off to Malabar?

       

      Hi! but here's a squadron a-rowing on the sea-

      Cattle on the meadow a-charging with a roar!

      Quick, and we'll escape them, they're as mad as they can be,

      The wicket is the harbour and the garden is the shore.

    


    
      
        Foreign Lands

      

      Up into the cherry tree

      Who should climb but little me?

      I held the trunk with both my hands

      And looked abroad in foreign lands.

       

      I saw the next door garden lie,

      Adorned with flowers, before my eye,

      And many pleasant places more

      That I had never seen before.

       

      I saw the dimpling river pass

      And be the sky's blue looking-glass;

      The dusty roads go up and down

      With people tramping in to town.

       

      If I could find a higher tree

      Farther and farther I should see,

      To where the grown-up river slips

      Into the sea among the ships,

       

      To where the road on either hand

      Lead onward into fairy land,

      Where all the children dine at five,

      And all the playthings come alive.

    


    
      
        Windy Nights

      

      Whenever the moon and stars are set,

      Whenever the wind is high,

      All night long in the dark and wet,

      A man goes riding by.

      Late in the night when the fires are out,

      Why does he gallop and gallop about?

       

      Whenever the trees are crying aloud,

      And ships are tossed at sea,

      By, on the highway, low and loud,

      By at the gallop goes he.

      By at the gallop he goes, and then

      By he comes back at the gallop again.

    


    
      
        Travel

      

      I should like to rise and go

      Where the golden apples grow;-

      Where below another sky

      Parrot islands anchored lie,

      And, watched by cockatoos and goats,

      Lonely Crusoes building boats;-

      Where in sunshine reaching out

      Eastern cities, miles about,

      Are with mosque and minaret

      Among sandy gardens set,

      And the rich goods from near and far

      Hang for sale in the bazaar;-

      Where the Great Wall round China goes,

      And on one side the desert blows,

      And with the voice and bell and drum,

      Cities on the other hum;-

      Where are forests hot as fire,

      Wide as England, tall as a spire,

      Full of apes and cocoa-nuts

      And the negro hunters' huts;-

      Where the knotty crocodile

      Lies and blinks in the Nile,

      And the red flamingo flies

      Hunting fish before his eyes;-

      Where in jungles near and far,

      Man-devouring tigers are,

      Lying close and giving ear

      Lest the hunt be drawing near,

      Or a comer-by be seen

      Swinging in the palanquin;-

      Where among the desert sands

      Some deserted city stands,

      All its children, sweep and prince,

      Grown to manhood ages since,

      Not a foot in street or house,

      Not a stir of child or mouse,

      And when kindly falls the night,

      In all the town no spark of light.

      There I'll come when I'm a man

      With a camel caravan;

      Light a fire in the gloom

      Of some dusty dining-room;

      See the pictures on the walls,

      Heroes fights and festivals;

      And in a corner find the toys

      Of the old Egyptian boys.

    


    
      
        Singing

      

      Of speckled eggs the birdie sings

      And nests among the trees;

      The sailor sings of ropes and things

      In ships upon the seas.

       

      The children sing in far Japan,

      The children sing in Spain;

      The organ with the organ man

      Is singing in the rain.

    


    
      
        Looking Forward

      

      When I am grown to man's estate

      I shall be very proud and great,

      And tell the other girls and boys

      Not to meddle with my toys

    


    
      
        A Good Play

      

      We built a ship upon the stairs

      All made of the back-bedroom chairs,

      And filled it full of soft pillows

      To go a-sailing on the billows.

       

      We took a saw and several nails,

      And water in the nursery pails;

      And Tom said, "Let us also take

      An apple and a slice of cake;"-

      Which was enough for Tom and me

      To go a-sailing on, till tea.

       

      We sailed along for days and days,

      And had the very best of plays;

      But Tom fell out and hurt his knee,

      So there was no one left but me.

    


    
      
        Where Go the Boats?

      

      Dark brown is the river,

      Golden is the sand.

      It flows along for ever,

      With trees on either hand.

       

      Green leaves a-floating,

      Castles of the foam,

      Boats of mine a-boating-

      Where will all come home?

       

      On goes the river

      And out past the mill,

      Away down the valley,

      Away down the hill.

       

      Away down the river,

      A hundred miles or more,

      Other little children

      Shall bring my boats ashore.

    


    
      
        Auntie's Skirts

      

      Whenever Auntie moves around,

      Her dresses make a curious sound,

      They trail behind her up the floor,

      And trundle after through the door.

    


    
      
        The Land of Counterpane

      

      When I was sick and lay a-bed,

      I had two pillows at my head,

      And all my toys beside me lay,

      To keep me happy all the day.

       

      And sometimes for an hour or so

      I watched my leaden soldiers go,

      With different uniforms and drills,

      Among the bed-clothes, through the hills;

       

      And sometimes sent my ships in fleets

      All up and down among the sheets;

      Or brought my trees and houses out,

      And planted cities all about.

       

      I was the giant great and still

      That sits upon the pillow-hill,

      And sees before him, dale and plain,

      The pleasant land of counterpane.

    


    
      
        The Land of Nod

      

      From breakfast on through all the day

      At home among my friends I stay,

      But every night I go abroad

      Afar into the land of Nod.

       

      All by myself I have to go,

      With none to tell me what to do-

      All alone beside the streams

      And up the mountain-sides of dreams.

       

      The strangest things are these for me,

      Both things to eat and things to see,

      And many frightening sights abroad

      Till morning in the land of Nod.

       

      Try as I like to find the way,

      I never can get back by day,

      Nor can remember plain and clear

      The curious music that I hear.

    


    
      
        My Shadow

      

      I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me,

      And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.

      He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head;

      And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed.

       

      The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow-

      Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;

      For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball,

      And he sometimes goes so little that there's none of him at all.

       

      He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play,

      And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.

      He stays so close behind me, he's a coward you can see;

      I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!

       

      One morning, very early, before the sun was up,

      I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup;

      But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head,

      Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed.

    


    
      
        System

      

      Every night my prayers I say,

      And get my dinner every day;

      And every day that I've been good,

      I get an orange after food.

       

      The child that is not clean and neat,

      With lots of toys and things to eat,

      He is a naughty child, I'm sure-

      Or else his dear papa is poor.

    


    
      
        A Good Boy

      

      I woke before the morning, I was happy all the day,

      I never said an ugly word, but smiled and stuck to play.

       

      And now at last the sun is going down behind the wood,

      And I am very happy, for I know that I've been good.

       

      My bed is waiting cool and fresh, with linen smooth and fair,

      And I must be off to sleepsin-by, and not forget my prayer.

       

      I know that, till to-morrow I shall see the sun arise,

      No ugly dream shall fright my mind, no ugly sight my eyes.

       

      But slumber hold me tightly till I waken in the dawn,

      And hear the thrushes singing in the lilacs round the lawn.

    


    
      
        Escape at Bedtime

      

      The lights from the parlour and kitchen shone out

      Through the blinds and the windows and bars;

      And high overhead and all moving about,

      There were thousands of millions of stars.

      There ne'er were such thousands of leaves on a tree,

      Nor of people in church or the Park,

      As the crowds of the stars that looked down upon me,

      And that glittered and winked in the dark.

       

      The Dog, and the Plough, and the Hunter, and all,

      And the star of the sailor, and Mars,

      These shown in the sky, and the pail by the wall

      Would be half full of water and stars.

      They saw me at last, and they chased me with cries,

      And they soon had me packed into bed;

      But the glory kept shining and bright in my eyes,

      And the stars going round in my head.

    


    
      
        Marching Song

      

      Bring the comb and play upon it!

      Marching, here we come!

      Willie cocks his highland bonnet,

      Johnnie beats the drum.

       

      Mary Jane commands the party,

      Peter leads the rear;

      Feet in time, alert and hearty,

      Each a Grenadier!

       

      All in the most martial manner

      Marching double-quick;

      While the napkin, like a banner,

      Waves upon the stick!

       

      Here's enough of fame and pillage,

      Great commander Jane!

      Now that we've been round the village,

      Let's go home again.

    


    
      
        The Cow

      

      The friendly cow all red and white,

      I love with all my heart:

      She gives me cream with all her might,

      To eat with apple-tart.

       

      She wanders lowing here and there,

      And yet she cannot stray,

      All in the pleasant open air,

      The pleasant light of day;

       

      And blown by all the winds that pass

      And wet with all the showers,

      She walks among the meadow grass

      And eats the meadow flowers.

    


    
      
        The Wind

      

      I saw you toss the kites on high

      And blow the birds about the sky;

      And all around I heard you pass,

      Like ladies' skirts across the grass-

      O wind, a-blowing all day long,

      O wind, that sings so loud a song!

       

      I saw the different things you did,

      But always you yourself you hid.

      I felt you push, I heard you call,

      I could not see yourself at all-

      O wind, a-blowing all day long,

      O wind, that sings so loud a song!

       

      O you that are so strong and cold,

      O blower, are you young or old?

      Are you a beast of field and tree,

      Or just a stronger child than me?

      O wind, a-blowing all day long,

      O wind, that sings so loud a song!

    


    
      
        Keepsake Mill

      

      Over the borders, a sin without pardon,

      Breaking the branches and crawling below,

      Out through the breach in the wall of the garden,

      Down by the banks of the river we go.

       

      Here is a mill with the humming of thunder,

      Here is the weir with the wonder of foam,

      Here is the sluice with the race running under-

      Marvellous places, though handy to home!

       

      Sounds of the village grow stiller and stiller,

      Stiller the note of the birds on the hill;

      Dusty and dim are the eyes of the miller,

      Deaf are his ears with the moil of the mill.

       

      Years may go by, and the wheel in the river

      Wheel as it wheels for us, children, to-day,

      Wheel and keep roaring and foaming for ever

      Long after all of the boys are away.

       

      Home for the Indies and home from the ocean,

      Heroes and soldiers we all will come home;

      Still we shall find the old mill wheel in motion,

      Turning and churning that river to foam.

       

      You with the bean that I gave when we quarrelled,

      I with your marble of Saturday last,

      Honoured and old and all gaily apparelled,

      Here we shall meet and remember the past.

    


    
      
        Good and Bad Children

      

      Children, you are very little,

      And your bones are very brittle;

      If you would grow great and stately,

      You must try to walk sedately.

       

      You must still be bright and quiet,

      And content with simple diet;

      And remain, through all bewild'ring,

      Innocent and honest children.

       

      Happy hearts and happy faces,

      Happy play in grassy places-

      That was how in ancient ages,

      Children grew to kings and sages.

       

      But the unkind and the unruly,

      And the sort who eat unduly,

      They must never hope for glory-

      Theirs is quite a different story!

       

      Cruel children, crying babies,

      All grow up as geese and gabies,

      Hated, as their age increases,

      By their nephews and their nieces.

    


    
      
        Foreign Children

      

      Little Indian, Sioux, or Crow,

      Little frosty Eskimo,

      Little Turk or Japanee,

      Oh! don't you wish that you were me?

       

      You have seen the scarlet trees

      And the lions over seas;

      You have eaten ostrich eggs,

      And turned the turtle off their legs.

       

      Such a life is very fine,

      But it's not so nice as mine:

      You must often as you trod,

      Have wearied NOT to be abroad.

       

      You have curious things to eat,

      I am fed on proper meat;

      You must dwell upon the foam,

      But I am safe and live at home.

      Little Indian, Sioux or Crow,

      Little frosty Eskimo,

      Little Turk or Japanee,

      Oh! don't you wish that you were me?

    


    
      
        The Sun's Travels

      

      The sun is not a-bed, when I

      At night upon my pillow lie;

      Still round the earth his way he takes,

      And morning after morning makes.

       

      While here at home, in shining day,

      We round the sunny garden play,

      Each little Indian sleepy-head

      Is being kissed and put to bed.

       

      And when at eve I rise form tea,

      Day dawns beyond the Atlantic Sea;

      And all the children in the west

      Are getting up and being dressed.

    


    
      
        The Lamplighter

      

      My tea is nearly ready and the sun has left the sky.

      It's time to take the window to see Leerie going by;

      For every night at teatime and before you take your seat,

      With lantern and with ladder he comes posting up the street.

       

      Now Tom would be a driver and Maria go to sea,

      And my papa's a banker and as rich as he can be;

      But I, when I am stronger and can choose what I'm to do,

      O Leerie, I'll go round at night and light the lamps with you!

       

      For we are very lucky, with a lamp before the door,

      And Leerie stops to light it as he lights so many more;

      And oh! before you hurry by with ladder and with light;

      O Leerie, see a little child and nod to him to-night!

    


    
      
        My Bed is a Boat

      

      My bed is like a little boat;

      Nurse helps me in when I embark;

      She girds me in my sailor's coat

      And starts me in the dark.

       

      At night I go on board and say

      Good-night to all my friends on shore;

      I shut my eyes and sail away

      And see and hear no more.

       

      And sometimes things to bed I take,

      As prudent sailors have to do;

      Perhaps a slice of wedding-cake,

      Perhaps a toy or two.

       

      All night across the dark we steer;

      But when the day returns at last,

      Safe in my room beside the pier,

      I find my vessel fast.

    


    
      
        The Moon

      

      The moon has a face like the clock in the hall;

      She shines on thieves on the garden wall,

      On streets and fields and harbour quays,

      And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.

       

      The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse,

      The howling dog by the door of the house,

      The bat that lies in bed at noon,

      All love to be out by the light of the moon.

       

      But all of the things that belong to the day

      Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way;

      And flowers and children close their eyes

      Till up in the morning the sun shall arise.

    


    
      
        The Swing

      

      How do you like to go up in a swing,

      Up in the air so blue?

      Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing

      Ever a child can do!

       

      Up in the air and over the wall,

      Till I can see so wide,

      River and trees and cattle and all

      Over the countryside-

       

      Till I look down on the garden green,

      Down on the roof so brown-

      Up in the air I go flying again,

      Up in the air and down!

    


    
      
        Time to Rise

      

      A birdie with a yellow bill

      Hopped upon my window sill,

      Cocked his shining eye and said:

      "Ain't you 'shamed, you sleepy-head!"

    


    
      
        Looking-glass River

      

      Smooth it glides upon its travel,

      Here a wimple, there a gleam-

      O the clean gravel!

      O the smooth stream!

       

      Sailing blossoms, silver fishes,

      Pave pools as clear as air-

      How a child wishes

      To live down there!

       

      We can see our colored faces

      Floating on the shaken pool

      Down in cool places,

      Dim and very cool;

       

      Till a wind or water wrinkle,

      Dipping marten, plumping trout,

      Spreads in a twinkle

      And blots all out.

       

      See the rings pursue each other;

      All below grows black as night,

      Just as if mother

      Had blown out the light!

       

      Patience, children, just a minute-

      See the spreading circles die;

      The stream and all in it

      Will clear by-and-by.

    


    
      
        Fairy Bread

      

      Come up here, O dusty feet!

      Here is fairy bread to eat.

      Here in my retiring room,

      Children, you may dine

      On the golden smell of broom

      And the shade of pine;

      And when you have eaten well,

      Fairy stories hear and tell.

    


    
      
        From a Railway Carriage

      

      Faster than fairies, faster than witches,

      Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches;

      And charging along like troops in a battle

      All through the meadows the horses and cattle:

      All of the sights of the hill and the plain

      Fly as thick as driving rain;

      And ever again, in the wink of an eye,

      Painted stations whistle by.

      Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,

      All by himself and gathering brambles;

      Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;

      And here is the green for stringing the daisies!

      Here is a cart runaway in the road

      Lumping along with man and load;

      And here is a mill, and there is a river:

      Each a glimpse and gone forever!

    


    
      
        Winter-Time

      

      Late lies the wintry sun a-bed,

      A frosty, fiery sleepy-head;

      Blinks but an hour or two; and then,

      A blood-red orange, sets again.

       

      Before the stars have left the skies,

      At morning in the dark I rise;

      And shivering in my nakedness,

      By the cold candle, bathe and dress.

       

      Close by the jolly fire I sit

      To warm my frozen bones a bit;

      Or with a reindeer-sled, explore

      The colder countries round the door.

       

      When to go out, my nurse doth wrap

      Me in my comforter and cap;

      The cold wind burns my face, and blows

      Its frosty pepper up my nose.

       

      Black are my steps on silver sod;

      Thick blows my frosty breath abroad;

      And tree and house, and hill and lake,

      Are frosted like a wedding cake.

    


    
      
        The Hayloft

      

      Through all the pleasant meadow-side

      The grass grew shoulder-high,

      Till the shining scythes went far and wide

      And cut it down to dry.

       

      Those green and sweetly smelling crops

      They led the waggons home;

      And they piled them here in mountain tops

      For mountaineers to roam.

       

      Here is Mount Clear, Mount Rusty-Nail,

      Mount Eagle and Mount High;-

      The mice that in these mountains dwell,

      No happier are than I!

       

      Oh, what a joy to clamber there,

      Oh, what a place for play,

      With the sweet, the dim, the dusty air,

      The happy hills of hay!

    


    
      
        Farewell to the Farm

      

      The coach is at the door at last;

      The eager children, mounting fast

      And kissing hands, in chorus sing:

      Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

       

      To house and garden, field and lawn,

      The meadow-gates we swang upon,

      To pump and stable, tree and swing,

      Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

       

      And fare you well for evermore,

      O ladder at the hayloft door,

      O hayloft where the cobwebs cling,

      Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

       

      Crack goes the whip, and off we go;

      The trees and houses smaller grow;

      Last, round the woody turn we sing:

      Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!

    


    
      
        The Unseen Playmate

      

      When children are playing alone on the green,

      In comes the playmate that never was seen.

      When children are happy and lonely and good,

      The Friend of the Children comes out of the wood.

       

      Nobody heard him, and nobody saw,

      His is a picture you never could draw,

      But he's sure to be present, abroad or at home,

      When children are happy and playing alone.

       

      He lies in the laurels, he runs on the grass,

      He sings when you tinkle the musical glass;

      Whene'er you are happy and cannot tell why,

      The Friend of the Children is sure to be by!

       

      He loves to be little, he hates to be big,

      'T is he that inhabits the caves that you dig;

      'T is he when you play with your soldiers of tin

      That sides with the Frenchmen and never can win.

       

      'T is he, when at night you go off to your bed,

      Bids you go to sleep and not trouble your head;

      For wherever they're lying, in cupboard or shelf,

      'T is he will take care of your playthings himself!

    


    
      
        My Ship and I

      

      O it's I that am the captain of a tiny little ship,

      Of a ship that goes a sailing on the pond;

      And my ship it keeps a-turning all around and all about;

      But when I'm a little older, I shall find the secret out

      How to send my vessel sailing on beyond.

       

      For I mean to grow a little as the dolly at the helm,

      And the dolly I intend to come alive;

      And with him beside to help me, it's a-sailing I shall go,

      It's a-sailing on the water, when the jolly breezes blow

      And the vessel goes a dive-dive-dive.

       

      O it's then you'll see me sailing through the rushes and the reeds,

      And you'll hear the water singing at the prow;

      For beside the dolly sailor, I'm to voyage and explore,

      To land upon the island where no dolly was before,

      And to fire the penny cannon in the bow.

    


    
      
        My Kingdom

      

      Down by a shining water well

      I found a very little dell,

      No higher than my head.

      The heather and the gorse about

      In summer bloom were coming out,

      Some yellow and some red.

       

      I called the little pool a sea;

      The little hills were big to me;

      For I am very small.

      I made a boat, I made a town,

      I searched the caverns up and down,

      And named them one and all.

       

      And all about was mine, I said,

      The little sparrows overhead,

      The little minnows too.

      This was the world and I was king;

      For me the bees came by to sing,

      For me the swallows flew.

       

      I played there were no deeper seas,

      Nor any wider plains than these,

      Nor other kings than me.

      At last I heard my mother call

      Out from the house at evenfall,

      To call me home to tea.

       

      And I must rise and leave my dell,

      And leave my dimpled water well,

      And leave my heather blooms.

      Alas! and as my home I neared,

      How very big my nurse appeared.

      How great and cool the rooms!

    


    
      
        Picture-books in Winter

      

      Summer fading, winter comes-

      Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs,

      Window robins, winter rooks,

      And the picture story-books.

       

      Water now is turned to stone

      Nurse and I can walk upon;

      Still we find the flowing brooks

      In the picture story-books.

       

      All the pretty things put by,

      Wait upon the children's eye,

      Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks,

      In the picture story-books.

       

      We may see how all things are

      Seas and cities, near and far,

      And the flying fairies' looks,

      In the picture story-books.

       

      How am I to sing your praise,

      Happy chimney-corner days,

      Sitting safe in nursery nooks,

      Reading picture story-books?

    


    
      
        My Treasures

      

      These nuts, that I keep in the back of the nest,

      Where all my tin soldiers are lying at rest,

      Were gathered in Autumn by nursie and me

      In a wood with a well by the side of the sea.

       

      This whistle we made (and how clearly it sounds!)

      By the side of a field at the end of the grounds.

      Of a branch of a plane, with a knife of my own,

      It was nursie who made it, and nursie alone!

       

      The stone, with the white and the yellow and grey,

      We discovered I cannot tell HOW far away;

      And I carried it back although weary and cold,

      For though father denies it, I'm sure it is gold.

       

      But of all my treasures the last is the king,

      For there's very few children possess such a thing;

      And that is a chisel, both handle and blade,

      Which a man who was really a carpenter made.

    


    
      
        Block City

      

      What are you able to build with your blocks?

      Castles and palaces, temples and docks.

      Rain may keep raining, and others go roam,

      But I can be happy and building at home.

       

      Let the sofa be mountains, the carpet be sea,

      There I'll establish a city for me:

      A kirk and a mill and a palace beside,

      And a harbour as well where my vessels may ride.

       

      Great is the palace with pillar and wall,

      A sort of a tower on the top of it all,

      And steps coming down in an orderly way

      To where my toy vessels lie safe in the bay.

       

      This one is sailing and that one is moored:

      Hark to the song of the sailors aboard!

      And see, on the steps of my palace, the kings

      Coming and going with presents and things!

       

      Yet as I saw it, I see it again,

      The kirk and the palace, the ships and the men,

      And as long as I live and where'er I may be,

      I'll always remember my town by the sea.

    


    
      
        The Land of Story-Books

      

      At evening when the lamp is lit,

      Around the fire my parents sit;

      They sit at home and talk and sing,

      And do not play at anything.

       

      Now, with my little gun, I crawl

      All in the dark along the wall,

      And follow round the forest track

      Away behind the sofa back.

       

      There, in the night, where none can spy,

      All in my hunter's camp I lie,

      And play at books that I have read

      Till it is time to go to bed.

       

      These are the hills, these are the woods,

      These are my starry solitudes;

      And there the river by whose brink

      The roaring lions come to drink.

       

      I see the others far away

      As if in firelit camp they lay,

      And I, like to an Indian scout,

      Around their party prowled about.

       

      So when my nurse comes in for me,

      Home I return across the sea,

      And go to bed with backward looks

      At my dear land of Story-books.

    


    
      
        Armies in the Fire

      

      The lamps now glitter down the street;

      Faintly sound the falling feet;

      And the blue even slowly falls

      About the garden trees and walls.

       

      Now in the falling of the gloom

      The red fire paints the empty room:

      And warmly on the roof it looks,

      And flickers on the back of books.

       

      Armies march by tower and spire

      Of cities blazing, in the fire;-

      Till as I gaze with staring eyes,

      The armies fall, the lustre dies.

       

      Then once again the glow returns;

      Again the phantom city burns;

      And down the red-hot valley, lo!

      The phantom armies marching go!

       

      Blinking embers, tell me true

      Where are those armies marching to,

      And what the burning city is

      That crumbles in your furnaces!

    


    
      
        The Little Land

      

      When at home alone I sit

      And am very tired of it,

      I have just to shut my eyes

      To go sailing through the skies-

      To go sailing far away

      To the pleasant Land of Play;

      To the fairy land afar

      Where the Little People are;

      Where the clover-tops are trees,

      And the rain-pools are the seas,

      And the leaves, like little ships,

      Sail about on tiny trips;

      And above the Daisy tree

      Through the grasses,

      High o'erhead the Bumble Bee

      Hums and passes.

       

      In that forest to and fro

      I can wander, I can go;

      See the spider and the fly,

      And the ants go marching by,

      Carrying parcels with their feet

      Down the green and grassy street.

      I can in the sorrel sit

      Where the ladybird alit.

      I can climb the jointed grass

      And on high

      See the greater swallows pass

      In the sky,

      And the round sun rolling by

      Heeding no such things as I.

       

      Through that forest I can pass

      Till, as in a looking-glass,

      Humming fly and daisy tree

      And my tiny self I see,

      Painted very clear and neat

      On the rain-pool at my feet.

      Should a leaflet come to land

      Drifting near to where I stand,

      Straight I'll board that tiny boat

      Round the rain-pool sea to float.

       

      Little thoughtful creatures sit

      On the grassy coasts of it;

      Little things with lovely eyes

      See me sailing with surprise.

      Some are clad in armour green-

      (These have sure to battle been!)-

      Some are pied with ev'ry hue,

      Black and crimson, gold and blue;

      Some have wings and swift are gone;-

      But they all look kindly on.

       

      When my eyes I once again

      Open, and see all things plain:

      High bare walls, great bare floor;

      Great big knobs on drawer and door;

      Great big people perched on chairs,

      Stitching tucks and mending tears,

      Each a hill that I could climb,

      And talking nonsense all the time-

      O dear me,

      That I could be

      A sailor on a the rain-pool sea,

      A climber in the clover tree,

      And just come back a sleepy-head,

      Late at night to go to bed.

    


    
      
        Night and Day

      

      When the golden day is done,

      Through the closing portal,

      Child and garden, Flower and sun,

      Vanish all things mortal.

       

      As the blinding shadows fall

      As the rays diminish,

      Under evening's cloak they all

      Roll away and vanish.

       

      Garden darkened, daisy shut,

      Child in bed, they slumber-

      Glow-worm in the hallway rut,

      Mice among the lumber.

       

      In the darkness houses shine,

      Parents move the candles;

      Till on all the night divine

      Turns the bedroom handles.

       

      Till at last the day begins

      In the east a-breaking,

      In the hedges and the whins

      Sleeping birds a-waking.

       

      In the darkness shapes of things,

      Houses, trees and hedges,

      Clearer grow; and sparrow's wings

      Beat on window ledges.

       

      These shall wake the yawning maid;

      She the door shall open-

      Finding dew on garden glade

      And the morning broken.

       

      There my garden grows again

      Green and rosy painted,

      As at eve behind the pane

      From my eyes it fainted.

       

      Just as it was shut away,

      Toy-like, in the even,

      Here I see it glow with day

      Under glowing heaven.

       

      Every path and every plot,

      Every blush of roses,

      Every blue forget-me-not

      Where the dew reposes,

       

      "Up!" they cry, "the day is come

      On the smiling valleys:

      We have beat the morning drum;

      Playmate, join your allies!"

    


    
      
        Nest Eggs

      

      Birds all the summer day

      Flutter and quarrel

      Here in the arbour-like

      Tent of the laurel.

       

      Here in the fork

      The brown nest is seated;

      For little blue eggs

      The mother keeps heated.

       

      While we stand watching her

      Staring like gabies,

      Safe in each egg are the

      Bird's little babies.

       

      Soon the frail eggs they shall

      Chip, and upspringing

      Make all the April woods

      Merry with singing.

       

      Younger than we are,

      O children, and frailer,

      Soon in the blue air they'll be,

      Singer and sailor.

       

      We, so much older,

      Taller and stronger,

      We shall look down on the

      Birdies no longer.

       

      They shall go flying

      With musical speeches

      High overhead in the

      Tops of the beeches.

       

      In spite of our wisdom

      And sensible talking,

      We on our feet must go

      Plodding and walking.

    


    
      
        The Flowers

      

      All the names I know from nurse:

      Gardener's garters, Shepherd's purse,

      Bachelor's buttons, Lady's smock,

      And the Lady Hollyhock.

       

      Fairy places, fairy things,

      Fairy woods where the wild bee wings,

      Tiny trees for tiny dames-

      These must all be fairy names!

       

      Tiny woods below whose boughs

      Shady fairies weave a house;

      Tiny tree-tops, rose or thyme,

      Where the braver fairies climb!

       

      Fair are grown-up people's trees,

      But the fairest woods are these;

      Where, if I were not so tall,

      I should live for good and all.

    


    
      
        Summer Sun

      

      Great is the sun, and wide he goes

      Through empty heaven with repose;

      And in the blue and glowing days

      More thick than rain he showers his rays.

       

      Though closer still the blinds we pull

      To keep the shady parlour cool,

      Yet he will find a chink or two

      To slip his golden fingers through.

       

      The dusty attic spider-clad

      He, through the keyhole, maketh glad;

      And through the broken edge of tiles

      Into the laddered hay-loft smiles.

       

      Meantime his golden face around

      He bares to all the garden ground,

      And sheds a warm and glittering look

      Among the ivy's inmost nook.

       

      Above the hills, along the blue,

      Round the bright air with footing true,

      To please the child, to paint the rose,

      The gardener of the World, he goes.

    


    
      
        The Dumb Soldier

      

      When the grass was closely mown,

      Walking on the lawn alone,

      In the turf a hole I found,

      And hid a soldier underground.

       

      Spring and daisies came apace;

      Grasses hid my hiding place;

      Grasses run like a green sea

      O'er the lawn up to my knee.

       

      Under grass alone he lies,

      Looking up with leaden eyes,

      Scarlet coat and pointed gun,

      To the stars and to the sun.

       

      When the grass is ripe like grain,

      When the scythe is stoned again,

      When the lawn is shaven clear,

      Then my hole shall reappear.

       

      I shall find him, never fear,

      I shall find my grenadier;

      But for all that's gone and come,

      I shall find my soldier dumb.

       

      He has lived, a little thing,

      In the grassy woods of spring;

      Done, if he could tell me true,

      Just as I should like to do.

       

      He has seen the starry hours

      And the springing of the flowers;

      And the fairy things that pass

      In the forests of the grass.

       

      In the silence he has heard

      Talking bee and ladybird,

      And the butterfly has flown

      O'er him as he lay alone.

       

      Not a word will he disclose,

      Not a word of all he knows.

      I must lay him on the shelf,

      And make up the tale myself.

    


    
      
        Autumn Fires

      

      In the other gardens

      And all up the vale,

      From the autumn bonfires

      See the smoke trail!

       

      Pleasant summer over

      And all the summer flowers,

      The red fire blazes,

      The grey smoke towers.

       

      Sing a song of seasons!

      Something bright in all!

      Flowers in the summer,

      Fires in the fall!

    


    
      
        The Gardener

      

      The gardener does not love to talk.

      He makes me keep the gravel walk;

      And when he puts his tools away,

      He locks the door and takes the key.

       

      Away behind the currant row,

      Where no one else but cook may go,

      Far in the plots, I see him dig,

      Old and serious, brown and big.

       

      He digs the flowers, green, red, and blue,

      Nor wishes to be spoken to.

      He digs the flowers and cuts the hay,

      And never seems to want to play.

       

      Silly gardener! summer goes,

      And winter comes with pinching toes,

      When in the garden bare and brown

      You must lay your barrow down.

       

      Well now, and while the summer stays,

      To profit by these garden days

      O how much wiser you would be

      To play at Indian wars with me!

    


    
      
        Historical Associations

      

      Dear Uncle Jim. this garden ground

      That now you smoke your pipe around,

      has seen immortal actions done

      And valiant battles lost and won.

       

      Here we had best on tip-toe tread,

      While I for safety march ahead,

      For this is that enchanted ground

      Where all who loiter slumber sound.

       

      Here is the sea, here is the sand,

      Here is the simple Shepherd's Land,

      Here are the fairy hollyhocks,

      And there are Ali Baba's rocks.

      But yonder, see! apart and high,

      Frozen Siberia lies; where I,

      With Robert Bruce William Tell,

      Was bound by an enchanter's spell.

    


    
      
        To Willie and Henrietta

      

      If two may read aright

      These rhymes of old delight

      And house and garden play,

      You too, my cousins, and you only, may.

       

      You in a garden green

      With me were king and queen,

      Were hunter, soldier, tar,

      And all the thousand things that children are.

       

      Now in the elders' seat

      We rest with quiet feet,

      And from the window-bay

      We watch the children, our successors, play.

       

      "Time was," the golden head

      Irrevocably said;

      But time which one can bind,

      While flowing fast away, leaves love behind.

    


    
      
        To My Mother

      

      You too, my mother, read my rhymes

      For love of unforgotten times,

      And you may chance to hear once more

      The little feet along the floor.

    


    
      
        To Auntie

      

      "Chief of our aunts"-not only I,

      But all your dozen of nurselings cry-

      "What did the other children do?

      And what were childhood, wanting you?"

    


    
      
        To Minnie

      

      The red room with the giant bed

      Where none but elders laid their head;

      The little room where you and I

      Did for awhile together lie

      And, simple, suitor, I your hand

      In decent marriage did demand;

      The great day nursery, best of all,

      With pictures pasted on the wall

      And leaves upon the blind-

      A pleasant room wherein to wake

      And hear the leafy garden shake

      And rustle in the wind-

      And pleasant there to lie in bed

      And see the pictures overhead-

      The wars about Sebastopol,

      The grinning guns along the wall,

      The daring escalade,

      The plunging ships, the bleating sheep,

      The happy children ankle-deep

      And laughing as they wade:

      All these are vanished clean away,

      And the old manse is changed to-day;

      It wears an altered face

      And shields a stranger race.

      The river, on from mill to mill,

      Flows past our childhood's garden still;

      But ah! we children never more

      Shall watch it from the water-door!

      Below the yew-it still is there-

      Our phantom voices haunt the air

      As we were still at play,

      And I can hear them call and say:

      "How far is it to Babylon?"

       

      Ah, far enough, my dear,

      Far, far enough from here-

      Smiling and kind, you grace a shelf

      Too high for me to reach myself.

      Reach down a hand, my dear, and take

      These rhymes for old acquaintance' sake!

      Yet you have farther gone!

      "Can I get there by candlelight?"

      So goes the old refrain.

      I do not know-perchance you might-

      But only, children, hear it right,

      Ah, never to return again!

      The eternal dawn, beyond a doubt,

      Shall break on hill and plain,

      And put all stars and candles out

      Ere we be young again.

       

      To you in distant India, these

      I send across the seas,

      Nor count it far across.

      For which of us forget

      The Indian cabinets,

      The bones of antelope, the wings of albatross,

      The pied and painted birds and beans,

      The junks and bangles, beads and screens,

      The gods and sacred bells,

      And the load-humming, twisted shells!

      The level of the parlour floor

      Was honest, homely, Scottish shore;

      But when we climbed upon a chair,

      Behold the gorgeous East was there!

      Be this a fable; and behold

      Me in the parlour as of old,

      And Minnie just above me set

      In the quaint Indian cabinet!

    


    
      
        To My Name-Child

      

      1

       

      Some day soon this rhyming volume, if you learn with proper speed,

      Little Louis Sanchez, will be given you to read.

      Then you shall discover, that your name was printed down

      By the English printers, long before, in London town.

       

      In the great and busy city where the East and West are met,

      All the little letters did the English printer set;

      While you thought of nothing, and were still too young to play,

      Foreign people thought of you in places far away.

       

      Ay, and when you slept, a baby, over all the English lands

      Other little children took the volume in their hands;

      Other children questioned, in their homes across the seas:

      Who was little Louis, won't you tell us, mother, please?

       

      2

       

      Now that you have spelt your lesson, lay it down and go and play,

      Seeking shells and seaweed on the sands of Monterey,

      Watching all the mighty whalebones, lying buried by the breeze,

      Tiny sandpipers, and the huge Pacific seas.

       

      And remember in your playing, as the sea-fog rolls to you,

      Long ere you could read it, how I told you what to do;

      And that while you thought of no one, nearly half the world away

      Some one thought of Louis on the beach of Monterey!

    


    
      
        To Any Reader

      

      As from the house your mother sees

      You playing round the garden trees,

      So you may see, if you will look

      Through the windows of this book,

      Another child, far, far away,

      And in another garden, play.

      But do not think you can at all,

      By knocking on the window, call

      That child to hear you. He intent

      Is all on his play-business bent.

      He does not hear, he will not look,

      Nor yet be lured out of this book.

      For, long ago, the truth to say,

      He has grown up and gone away,

      And it is but a child of air

      That lingers in the garden there.

       

      
        [image: ]
      

       

    


    
      
        Notes

      

    


    
      
        1

      

      'Pinners' were coifs with two long side-flaps pinned on. 'Double-pinners'-with two side-flaps on each side-accurately translates the French cornettes à deux rangs.

      

      (<< back)  
    


    
      
        2

      

      In Perrault's tale: pantoufles de verre. There is no doubt that in the medieval versions of this ancient tale Cinderilla was given pantoufles de vair-i.e., of a grey, or grey and white, fur, the exact nature of which has been a matter of controversy, but which was probably a grey squirrel. Long before the seventeenth century the word vair had passed out of use, except as a heraldic term, and had ceased to convey any meaning to the people. Thus the pantoufles de vair of the fairy tale became, in the oral tradition, the homonymous pantoufles de verre, or glass slippers, a delightful improvement on the earlier version.

      

      (<< back)  
    


    
      
        3

      

      Ogre is a giant, with long teeth and claws, with a raw head and bloody-bones, who runs away with naughty little boys and girls, and eats them up.

      

      (<< back)  
    


    
      
        4

      

      This is a French sauce, made with onions shredded and boiled tender in butter, to which is added vinegar, mustard, salt, pepper, and a little wine.

      

      (<< back)  
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