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ERHAPS you may have 

heard of Elfin Falls. But 

why should you? It was 

only the people who lived 

in the quiet little hill village 

€ that knew there were any 

such Falls in existence. 

Elfin Falls! A very romantic name, surely. 

And: no wonder that their reputation was 

simply local; for there was no magnificent 

cascade or romantic waterfall supplied by 

broad river or placid lake; only a purling, 

brawling brook, ever hurrying onward and 

downward to the mighty river in the valley 

below.



The Falls were hardly worthy the name. 

There were a few gray rocks around which 

the water splashed with a great to-do, and 

there were other rocks less prominent over 

which the water tumbled in the most rapid 

and disorderly fashion. 

It was brown and sparkling water from the 

meadow beyond, and was said to be in great 

favor with certain elves and sprites which 

had their dwellings up among the great rocks 

on the mountain side. 

There were graceful silver birches bending 

over the brook and weaving golden shadows 

which danced in time with the flashing spray. 

There were alders, too, and witch hazels 

which put forth their weird and yellow blos- 

soms when the birches were bare and the 

brook lay sealed in ice. 

An old and gnarled cedar stump, gray with 

years and covered with hoary lichens, was 

all that remained of the forest which had 

fallen before the axe of the pioneer. 

There was cool, green moss everywhere 

beneath the trees; and feathery ferns, purple 

violets, orange jewel flowers and modest 
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gentians lent their decoration to the murmur- 

ing retreat. 

But the glory of the Falls was the clethra, 

the sweet pepperbush with its snowy blos- 

soms and its dainty perfume. 

It grew in such profusion that strangers 

passing along the neighboring road on a dewy 

evening wondered what it was that made the 

air so fragrant. 

But the villagers would have said : —‘‘ the 

fairies are out to-night ;” for they called the 

sweet odor ‘‘ the fairies perfume.” 

It was a very small copse which surrounded 

the Falls; but it was such a place as well 

disposed goblins and respectable fairies would 

select for their revels. 

I cannot say how much there is of truth in 

the statement, but I have been told by several 

persons of excellent reputation for veracity, 

that the little people from the unseen world 

came to the Falls at each new moon and there 

elected their elfin prime minister and the gob- 

lin guard of the fairy queen. 

Ihave never met or spoken to anyone who 

had seen this strange gathering; but many 

have said that they heard of it, and so I will 
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not dispute what is so thoroughly established 

in fact. 

What I have set out to do, is to teil you 

something of the strange adventures which 

befel three children— Mildred, Tom and 

Harry by name — who made the acquaintance 

of the elves and fairies that gathered at Elfin 

Falls. 

Mildred the youngest of the three, was just 

twelve years of age at the time this history 

begins. Tom was thirteen, and Harry was 

a few months older. 

Mildred was a sunny-haired and blue-eyed 

orphan who lived with her aunt, a practical 

woman of no sentiment at all, and who, with-_ 

out being positively harsh, managed to find 

enough of work for her little neice to do. 

But Mildred had a contented and cheerful 

disposition, and it never entered her mind to 

either grumble or rebel. Nor did she ever 

dream that her lot wasany harder than that of 

the other children in the village on the hillside. 

She had but little time for play, so that she 

always enjoyed the few hours which gave her 

opportunity to forget her tasks in the com- 

pany of her merry schoolmates. 

8



Tom was a light-hearted sturdy little fel- 

low, whose one ambition in life was to own 

a horse such as carried Mr. Chauncey every 

day to and from the railroad station. 

Harry was a more thoughtful boy. He 

was fond of drawing; and it was his hope 

that some day he might build a house as fine 

as that in which Mr. Chauncey lived among 

the trees at the top of the hill. 

They were both very gallant little fellows 

and were very proud when Mildred was at 

liberty to join them in their play.



 



THE MYSTERY OF ELFIN FALLS. 

One of their favorite resorts was Elfin 

Falls, and many happy hours had they spent 

together in the cool shades of the birches. 

Often had they wished that they might see 

some of the elves and goblins which gathered 

there; although they were not without a cer- 

tain sense of fear that their wishes would be 

gratified. 

On one particular summer afternoon, when 

the air was luminous with the golden sun- 

shine and fragrant with the perfume of the 

fields, they went to the Falls, and removing 

their shoes and stockings, sailed their boats 

of bark in the tumbling waters. 

How long they played I cannot say; but 

at last they grew weary of the sport and, 

each selecting a gray rock, lay down to rest 

and talk about the fairies. 
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And they were still talking when the sha- 

dows deepened and the soft twilight touched 

the grove with a mystic tenderness. 

A thrush burst into song among the trees ; 

and then the children ceased their talk and 

listened to the melody. 

And the longer they listened the less dis- 

posed were they to talk; for as the bird sang, 

a vapor arose from the water and clothed the 

trees and the rocks and the ferns with a purple 

veil. 

The perfume of the clethra was every- 

where; the crickets chirruped a merry chorus 

in the distant pasture, and the soft wind gently 

rustled among the leaves as if hushing the 

flowers to sleep. 

And still the children did not stir. 

The moon came over the hill and sent a 

few stray beams into the copse to make the 

purple misty veil a silvery one. 

It was then that Tom thought he saw the 

drollest little figure perched upon the stump 

of the old cedar tree; but he was much too 

lazy to say anything about it to his com- 

panions. 

At the same time Mildred saw, or thought 
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she saw, the loveliest and the tiniest little 

woman seated on a fern and surrounded by a 

troop of most graceful and fantastic dancers ; 

while Harry was dreamily conscious that a 

goblin in the most grotesque attire, was sit- 

ting on his foot, which hung over the rock 

and almost touched the water. 

But the children were under a spell; for 

though great was their surprise, they found 

themselves more clisposed to lie and watch 

than they were to talk of what they saw. 

And so they lay, a dreamy look in their 

eyes, until at last sleep closed them alto- 

gether. 

Then the vapor thickened into a fog, and 

the rocks upon which the sleepers were 

stretched sank slowly out of sight.



 



And now, if you please, we will follow 

these schoolmates, three, and discover, if we 

can, what befel them in the land of the water 

sprites ; for it is said that those little creatures 

were directly responsible for all that T am 

going to relate. 

And first we will learn of Tom’s adven- 

tures.



 



TOM’S INTRODUCTION TO THE 
GENIE.



 



    

OM awoke, to 

find himself in a 
strange place, indeed. It 

was a vast hall with walls 
of gray stone in huge 
blocks and a high arch- 

ing roof supported by 
great pillars of glittering 
ore. 

The light was dim and 
Tom’s first thought was 

that he had fallen into 

one of the natural caves 

he had read about in 

school. 

But as his eyes became 

accustomed to the half gloom, he saw a 
gigantic figure seated in a massive chair of 

19



        

   

      

   

        

It was that 

of a man of 

venerable ap- 

pearance,  at- 

tired in a long 

robe, and on 

his head was a 

most peculiar 

cover- 

ing which = 

heightened the natural 

dignity of his features. 

His beard was white, 

and as he sat up there 

with his hands upon his 

knees, Tom thought he looked for all the 
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world like the pictures of the statues of the 

kings who had ruled in Egypt many cen- 

turies ago. 

Tom was rather startled when the figure 

moved; for he had thought it to be a monu- 

ment of some kind. But he was a courageous 

little fellow, and putting his hands into his 

trouser’s pockets he boldly said: ‘* Good day, 

sir! 

‘¢ Good day,” the figure replied in a voice 

which rang through the hall like the tone of 

a mellow bell; ‘¢ you are welcome here. 

‘* Behold in me the Genie of this place. 

Say what you most desire in life and that 

desire will I gratify.” 

Tom thought for a moment, and then he 

said: ‘*V’d like to have a horse and to be 

able to ride like Mr. Chauncey.” 

‘6 Think well,” said the Genie, ‘‘ for if this 

is your desire a horseman shall you be when 

you return to the mortal world.” 

“Tl risk it,” cried Tom, his curiosity all 

aroused. : 

‘+ It will be as you have chosen,” the Genie 

said, and taking a silver key from his girdle 

he gave it to Tom and directed him to open 
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and pass threugh a great door, studded with 

bolts of brass, at the further end of the hall. 

**Go, and at the end of thirty days return 

to me here in this hall,” the Genie said; and 

when Tom looked up to thank his venerable 

patron, behold the figure and the chair had 

both disappeared. 

Full of wonderment, Tom went down the 

vast hall, and although the door was larger 

than any he had ever seen, he had no diffi- 

ty to open it. 
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WHAT TOM FOUND IN ELFIN 

LAND.



 



HAT a scene was 

that which met 

Tom’s gaze when he 

stepped upon the 

threshold of the great 
doorway. Before 

him lay a_ broad 

  

   plain. The green sward extended far as the 

eye could reach, as level as a lawn, but 

broken in many places by clumps of trees 

and shrubs, and spreading beds of the most 

gorgeous flowers. 

There were also miniature lakes scattered 

here and there; and rockeries where foun- 

tains and tiny cascades merrily splashed in 

the rosy light. 

For the light was not like the light of the 

sun. Nor was there any sky at all. In its 

place was a great pink dome from which the 

light streamed in radiating rosy rays. 
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Tom was filled with admiring astonish- 

ment. He had never dreamed of anything 

like it; it was so beautiful and yet so un- 

earthly. 

As he walked down the broad steps toward 

one of the lakes, quite near the gray castle 

of the Genie, he gave a passing thought to 

his companions, and he wondered where 

they were and what they were doing, but 

had no desire whatsoever to look for them. 

There was a sparkling cascade tumbling in 

a creamy turmoil over a vine-covered bowlder 

into this particular lake; and seeing a golden 

cup at hand Tom filled it and quenched his 

thirst. 

As he drained the cup he read on the in- 

side: ‘+The Fountain of Knowledge is 

Sweet,” and he was quite ready to -endorse 

the inscription; for never had he drank a 

beverage so delicious. 

But great as was his delight, it was nothing 

compared with the joy he felt when, lifting 

his eyes from the lake, he saw standing close 

by, a troop of the most beautiful ponies he 

had ever seen. 

There were six handsome heads erected 
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and twelve bright eyes flashed the query: 

‘© Who are you?” And every pony was as 

black as ebony. 

Tom approached them very carefully ; but 

the ponies were not at all afraid of him, and 

they stood and sniffed at his clothes while 

they permitted him to smooth and pat their 

glossy sides. 

Each one was bridled with a silver rein; 

and their saddles were trimmed with the same 

precious metal. 

Tom lost no time in selecting one which 

seemed to be the most docile of the troop, 

and when he had mounted its back somewhat 

awkwardly, it sped away at a rattling gallop 

across the grassy plain. 

It was a rare ride; and Tom, who had 

never ridden anything but the old mare in 

the pasture, was fairly wild with excited 

delight. 

But he was strange to the saddle, and by 

and by he turned the pony toward the great 

gray castle and retraced his way at a more 

moderate pace. 

As he passed The Fountain of Knowledge 

he stopped to let the pony drink. But the 

27



pony had no relish for water of that kind ; it 

was accustomed to drink at quite another 

fountain, and so it shook its head and started 

off to join its fellows. 

Now, Tom, with all his good qualities, was 

a little stubborn, and he was determined that 

the pony should drink. 

But the pony was no less stubborn; and 

it wheeled about and pranced in such re- 

monstrance that its rider found it a difficult 

thing to retain his seat. 

Finally Tom lost his temper and struck the 

pony a sharp blow with his hand. 

That was more than the pony could en- 

dure; so down went its head, up went its 

heels and Tom went flying through the air to 

fall plump into the middle of the lake from 

which he emerged a very wet and sorry boy. 

As for the pony it wheeled about and 

trotted back to its companions, who tossed 

their heads as if they all understood and en- 

joyed the joke. 

Very much discomfited Tom returned to 

the castle of the Genie. But the door was 

locked and knock as loud as he would he 

could not arouse a respénse. 

28



And then it came to him that he was alone 

in this strange place. 

  

Across the plain, embowered in a magnolia 

grove was a pavilion of pink transparent 

quartz. Toward this Tom made his way, 

wondering the while if he should find anyone 
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at home; for he was quite hungry and very 

wet and weary. 

The crystal door of the beautiful pavilion 
stood wide in open welcome, and there in the 

middle of aroom, most luxuriantly furnished, 

Tom saw a table spread with most tempting 

fare. 

A silk embroidered robe hung over a screen 

of peacock’s feathers. This Tom exchanged 
for his sodden clothes, and, when he had 

eaten, he flung himself upon a soft and 

inviting couch and fell fast asleep. 
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TOM’S NEW QUARTERS. 

When Tom awoke next morning there was 

a touch of gold in the rosy light which filtered 

through the tapestry with which the walls of 

the crystal chamber were hung; and when 

he had bathed in a pool of sweet-scented 

water that stood in the centre of the room, 

he donned his clothes, now quite dry, and 

set out to see what manner of house it was 

that sheltered him. 

He had never even read of anything so 

magnificent. There were two chambers. The 

ceiling of one was arched and decorated with 

mosaics in colored quartz. The walls were 

iridescent and hung with rich stuffs in all 

varieties of soft colors. The floors were of 

exquisite marble, covered with thick and 

heavy rugs, and the furniture was massive, 

of quaint design and wonderfully carved. 
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There were no pictures anywhere; but in 
their place were tall vases of jasper and 
other precious stones, filled with the 
most beautiful flowers. 

If Tom loved horses he also loved 

  

   

   
   

   

     

flowers; and he went from vase 

to vase and inhaled their per- 

fume with a keen delight. 

Ona peculiar green table with 

curving legs, Tom found 
a book bound in silver 

with his name written 

in blue enamel across the 

cover, 
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He hurridly opened it and found upon the 

title page, the single inscription: ‘* To the 

Lover of Horses.” 

‘© Ah,” he said, ‘*now [ will learn how to 

manage the ponies.” 

And indeed it was to him a most interest- 

ing book; and so absorbed did he become in 

its contents, that he quite forgot where he 

was and how he ever got there. 

When he had looked at all the pictures and 

read several chapters, it occurred to Tom 

that he had better take his lessons in sections ; 

and so putting his book under his arm he 

drew aside the curtains, which hung before 

an archway, and entered the next apartment. 

It was somewhat smaller than the one he 

had just left; but it was, if anything, more 

beautiful; and what delighted him most was 

to find in the centre a great jar filled with 

the fragrant pepperbush he had_ so_ often 

gathered at Elfin Falls. 

In an alcove, behind a crimson curtain, Tom 

found ever so many suits of clothes. Some 

were of velvet, some of silk and others of 

soft and pliant leather. 

He selected one of the latter and putting 
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it on surveyed himself with no little pride in 

one of the tall mirrors with which the cham- 

ber was lined. 

It was certainly a tidy and becoming suit ; 

and the leggings, and the jaunty cap and all 

that made Tom look quite smart and natty. 

And when he had turned about and looked 

on all sides; when he had walked from one 

end of the crystal pavilion to the other; 

when he had sat inall the chairs, and thrown 

himself upon all the couches, Tom pinched 

his arms and pulled his ears to make quite 

sure that he was really ‘Tom the blacksmith’s 

son, and that he was not dreaming. 

He had never known any luxury. A scanty 
living and shelter had been his only experi- 

ence. He had indulged in boyish dreams 
and cherished hopes of future fortune; these 

had been his only riches, the treasures of 

youth which not even adversity can steal 

away. 

But, now, here was realization beyond his 

most Javish expectations, and he wondered 

that he could be so calm and so much at 

home. 

There was no excitement in his pleasure; 
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indeed it was so rational that Tom very soon 

remembered he was hungry, and went to see 

what he could find of the meal he had eaten 

before he fell asleep. 

But the remains had been removed and in 

their place was a repast even more generous 

than the other, to which the hungry boy ap- 

plied himself with a vigorous relish. 

35



 



TRAINING THE PONIES. 

When Tom had finished his breakfast he 

went out to look for the ponies. He found 

them peacefully standing in a_ paddock; 

their saddles and bridles hanging on the 

wall of a long, low building which, on ex- 

amination, Tom found to be a stable fitted 

with marble stalls. 

Tom’s first duty was to groom the ponies, 

so the book had toid him. This he did in a 

clumsy way; and the ponies were rather in- 

clined to resent the rough application of the 

curry comb and brush. 

But they were finally groomed and fed, 

and, then, selecting that which stood next to 

the one which had pitched him into the lake, 

Tom saddled it and mounting its back, set 

- off for a ride. 

They cantered far across the plain until 
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they came to a lake of black and turbulent 

water, from the depths of which proceeded 

a murmuring noise very much like the rush 

of the waters at Elfin Falls. 

Tom was impelled to advance and to dis- 

cover, if he could, the cause of the noise; 

but the pony, with a snort, wheeled about 

and started off in the other direction. 

Nor could Tom, by pulling on the bridle, 

induce the animal to approach within a hun- 

dred yards of the lake. 

The pony’s obstinacy provoked the boy, 

and he was about to strike it when he re- 

membered the sousing he got on the previous 

day. So he wisely let the pony have its own 

way; and it lost no time in speeding back to 

its companions. 

That afternoon Tom thought he would try 

his hand at teaching the ponies to perform 

certain movements. He was quite confident 

of his ability to do so; and he felt that his 

pupils would be intelligent ones. 

He began with the pony that had thrown 

him into the lake. He had read in the book 

with the silver cover, that patience and kind- 

ness would overcome all things, and even 
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subdue the spirits of the horses ; so he decided 

to be both kind and patient. 

Taking the 

pony, which he 

had named Mil- 

  

ly, in honor of his sepa- 

rated playmate, he led it 

~ slowly around in a circle, 

led it until he himself grew dizzy. 

Every time he stopped he called out ‘+ stop !” 

in a low, clear voice; and before he started 

he always cried ‘* go!” 

By and by, the pony began to comprehend 

that there was an action suited to the word, 
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and soon Tom had the pleasure of seeing his 

patience rewarded ; for the pony stopped and 

started when told to do so. 

It was slow work; but it interested Tom 

and the pony seemed to like it; for it pricked 

up its ears, and its eyes plainly showed that 

it was making an effort to distinguish between 

the words and the actions they represented. 

Before he had finished Tom had the pony 

so far under his control that it galloped around 

a circle of which Tom was the centre, and 

stopped at the word of command. 

Tom had once admired the man who, in a 

gorgeous coat and shining top boots, had 

managed the performing horses in the circus, 

and he was quite proud to find himself ina 

position of similar, if more limited power. 

The golden tint had all gone out of the 

rosy light when Tom, somewhat reluctantly 

gave up his fascinating occupation and walked 

toward the pavilion where he was very sure 

to find supper awaiting him. 

And it was such a supper as he had never 

seen; and the occupations of the day having 

sharpened his appetite he ate with a hearty 

and boyish relish. 
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But after supper it was rather lonely there 
in the midst of all the grandeur and luxury, 
and Tom found himself wishing that he could 
see Mildred and Harry, and even longing for 
the sweet scented dampness of Elfin Falls. 

And as he sat buried among the silken 
cushions in a porphery chair, he became 
conscious that there was a bright green light 

playing in a panel above the entrance to the 

chamber of the mirrors. 

And as he looked with keen curiosity at 

the illumination, the light formed these words : 

“The weary find relief in pleasure! 

Say, what shall your pleasure be?”’ 

Now, Tom had once heard an orchestra 

play on the lawn when Mr. Chauncey’s 

daughter was matvried, and he had never 

heard anything so delightful. So, when he 

had made out the nature of the luminous 

invitation, he cried out: ‘¢I’d like to hear 

that band again.” 

Then the green light faded and disappeared, 

and instantly the pavilion was flooded with 

the most heavenly music. 

Tom was entranced, and lay quite still 
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among the cushions and listened with all his 
soul. 

The harmony, loud at first, gradually he- 

came softer and softer until it sounded like 

the music of another sphere. And, Tom, 

lulled by the soothing sounds, fell fast asleep. 

And 
such 

  

   

  

   

  

was 

‘Tom’s 

experi-     
ence for several days, training the ponies 

to come and go, and listening to the music 

which came from nowhere and yet was every- 

where. 

At the end of the first week all the ponies 

42



were subject to the word of command, and 

then Tom began to give them instruction in 

more difficult performances. 

By patient effort he succeeded in making 

Milly stand on its hind legs; while all six 

would canter around the ring, stop and turn 

and do ever so many clever things when told 
to do so, 
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TOM HAS AN EXPERIENCE. 

One day a strange thing happened. Tom 

had been teaching his ponies to stand on their 

hind legs, and selecting one he had named 

Harry, a bright eyed little creature, Tom 

mounted its back and set off to explore this 

strange land of the beautiful flowers and the 

rosy light. 

He had ridden for a long time through 

groves of trees ladened with the most tempt- 

ing fruits, and great beds of flowers, when 

he suddenly remembered that he had_ not 

heard a bird sing since he came to this land 

of mystery. Not a bird; nor had he seen 

anything at all resembling one. And yet he 

had partridges and quail for dinner very 

frequently. 

And when he realized that there were no 

birds there, when he counted up and found 
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that he and the six ponies were the only 

living visible things in this beautiful place, 

he for the first time experienced a pang of 

loneliness. 

While he had been thinking of this, the 

pony kept on its way unguided, along a 

smooth white path which wound in and out 

among the great trees of a mighty forest, and 

when it suddenly stopped Tom was recalled 

to himself, and very much surprised was he. 

Before him rose a gigantic gateway set ina 

massive arch guarded by two mighty figures 

in bronze. 

The gate was also of bronze, and between 

it and the place where the pony stood with 

Tom on its back, was a broad stream over 

which. hung a drawbridge. 

The drawbridge was up, however, so that 

Tom was unable to cross; but as there was a 

gray stone house beside the gateway he hol- 

loed in the hope that he might attract the 

attention of some one inside. 

But the echo of his own voice was the only 

response ; and with his curiosity more keenly 

aroused by disappointment, Tom turned and 
rode away. 
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At last he came to the murmuring lake; 

and as he sat on the pony’s back looking at 

the swirling water, he wondered if it were 

possible to teach the ponies to swim. He 

had read in the book that all horses could 

swim; but.that it was necessary to train them 

to swim with a rider on their backs. 

So, being in the mood for a new experi- 
ment, he urged the pony forward toward the 

border of the lake. But nothing he could do 

would make the pony enter the water. The 

more Tom urged the more the pony resisted ; 

and at last the impatient rider lost his temper 

and struck the animal a sharp blow on the 

neck with the silver rein. 

And it was lucky for Tom that this: pony 

did not do as that other one had done and 

throw him into the water. But, instead of 

doing anything of the kind, it wheeled about 

and started at a mad galop for the stables. 

And a very ndignified figure did Tom 

present as he lay, for all the world like a 

frog, sprawling on the pony’s back, his arms 

around its neck and his eyes big and distended 

with fear. 

But there was no one to see or laugh at his 
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ridiculous plight, and when he finally stood 

on the stable floor he was very much ashamed 

that he should have forgotten all that he had 

read in the book about kindness. 

When he had quenched his thirst at the 

Fountain of Knowledge, he had no trouble 

at all to devise a way to accomplish his 

end. 

And it was always so. Whenever he was 

verplexed or at a loss what to do, he would 

drink from the golden cup, and then every- 

thing he sought to know came into his mind 

just as if he had thought it all out himself. 

After he had drank he went into the pavil- 

ion and filled one of his pockets with sugar. 

‘¢ We'll see,” said he to himself, ‘¢if sugar 

won't make you swim my beauty.” 

So he mounted Harry’s back again and 

rode away to the edge. of the murmuring 

lake. There the pony stopped, as before, 

and planting its fore feet in the sand refused 

to move another step. 

But Tom did not lose his temper this 

time. Dismounting, he gently patted the 

timid animal, and after a while he gave it a 

lump of sugar. This the pony seemed to 
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relish very much; and it poked its nose into 

Tom’s pocket and followed him all round the 

lake very much as a favorite dog would have 

done. 

After a while Tom succeeded in making 

the pony wet its feet, and then he mounted 

its back and waited to see what it would do 

next. It sniffed the water, but it did not 

drink ; and by and by, of its own accord, it 

waded further out until the water touched 

the soles of Tom’s feet as they hung in the 

stirrups. 

That was doing very well; and Tom was 

congratulating himself upon the results of 

his experiment when — souse! the pony 

and its rider went down over their heads into 

the water, very much as if the bottom had 

dropped out of the lake, so sudden was the 

plunge. 

When they came to the surface Tom was 

still on the pony’s back, and the animal was 

swimming as if it had never done anything 

else. Tom was delighted, as the pony, 

seeming to enjoy the situation, swam round 

and round the lake. 

But as it swam, the water in the centre 
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swirled and foamed like a great whirlpool. 

The murmuring sound grew into a roar which 

completely    

  

    
   

        

        

   

  

| drowned Tom’s 

voice as he tried 

to speak en- 

couragement to 

Herry. 

Tom was 

_really alarmed. 

>, He expected 
- that both he and 

~ the pony 

é would sure- 

ly be drawn 

down into the — 
hole about 

which the se 
water swirled —the ~- 

vortex — but pull as : 

he would on the reins he could ~ 

not guide the pony away from 
the yawning danger. 

Round and round they went, the uproar 

ever increasing and just when it seemed that 
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nothing could save them, the noise ceased, 
the water was still and the pony and its rider 
reached the shore. 

The latter was glad to have come so safely 
out of such an exciting experience; and I 

have no doubt but that if the pony could 
have expressed its feelings it would have 
said it was equally pleased. 

And as Tom listened to the murmuring 

sound which had succeeded the roar he 

fancied he heard a voice saying: 

“ Here in the swirling water, 

Here in the Joud uproar, 

Timid hearts are strengthened 

With courage to the core.” 

And Tom thought of that as he rode toward 
the pavilion and supper, and determined that 

some day he would take all six ponies for a 

swim in the Lake of Courage.



 



STRANGE DEPARTURE OF THE 

PONIES. 

The thirty days were almost completed 

when Tom decided one morning that he 

would take all six ponies to the Lake of 

Courage for a swim in its turbulent waters. 

He had taken them one by one into the lake 

and had learned that it was much better to 

let a horse have its own way while swim- 

ming than it was to attempt to guide it. 

Indeed, Tom had learned a great deal since 

he came into the strange land. He had read 

the book very thoroughly, and had found it 

to contain a vast amount of information re- 

garding the horse and other things. In fact, 

the little fellow became quite a philosopher, 

and vowed that when he returned to the 

upper world he would tell the people there 

that kindness was ever so much better than 
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force; and.that patience would accomplish 

more than haste could possibly do. 

He had also learned that perseverance al- 

ways brought a satisfactory reward. 

On this particular morning he rode Harry ; 

and all the rest followed in procession. When 

they came to the lake it was with the utmost 

difficulty that Tom could restrain the animals, 

so eager were they to plunge into the water. 

But he succeeded at last in forming them 

into line; and then, standing with a foot on 

the back of Milly and another foot on the 

back of Harry, he gave the word and off 
they went swimming around the lake like so 

many seals. For they were wonderfully ex- 

pert; and although the water swirled and 

boiled and the murmuring grew into a 
roar, they were not the least alarmed; nor 

did they once break the compact line they 
formed. 

It was great sport; and Tom laughed and 

shouted in his glee and never once thought 

of the vortex. And why should he have 

thought of it? For would it not always at the 

very moment when it seemed as if the ponies 
and their rider would have been engulphed, 
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suddenly close and permit them to reach the 

shore in safety? 

But the vortex did not close that day. On 

the contrary, it expanded and was much 

larger than it ever was before, and if Tom 

had not made so much noise himself, he would 

have noticed that the roar was intensified and 

almost deafening. 

And so the ponies swam round and round ; 

and when they had reached the centre a huge 

column of glittering water shot out of the 

vortex and lifted the animals and their rider 

into the air. 

Tom lost his footing upon the ponies’ backs 

and fell into the water. When he came to 

the surface again the colunin had disappeared 

and overhead was a vapory mass in which 

the swimming boy discovered the dainty forms 

of laughing and vanishing fairies. 

A few strokes brought him to the shore, 

and then Tom realized that his ponies had 

not been ponies at all; but only fairies that 

had masqueraded as ponies to afford him 

pleasure and teach him to have respect for 

intelligence, whether in man or in beast. 

And Tom, though grieved to lose his beauti- 
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ful black companions, was glad that he had 

treated them so kindly. 

It was very lonely that night in the pavil- 

ion, even though the music was more lively 

than usual; and Iam afraid that Tom cried 

himself to sleep among the silken cushions of 
the great porphery chair.



TOM RETURNS TO EARTH.



 



OON after Tom awoke next 
morning he was startled by the 

sounding boom of a great gong 

in the gray castle of the Genie. 

Quickly, he ran to the calendar 

in the Chamber of Mirrors, and 

there he learned what he had 

quite forgotten, that it was the 

thirtieth day and the day upon 

which he was to appear before 

the great figure in the stone 

chair. : 

He did not stop to think of 

what he would say to the Genie, so anxious 

  

was he to learn what was next to befall him. 

But his heart thumped quite loudly as he 

mounted the broad stairs and put his shoulder 

to the great door. 
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There was the hall, gray as before; and at 

the further end, in his massive chair, the 

robed and bearded Genie himself. 

He greeted Tom with a kindly smile and 

beckoned him to approach. Tom’s courage 

was strengthened by the Genie’s reassuring 

manner, and doffing his cap he said quite 

cheerily : ‘* Good morning, sir! Here I am.” 

‘‘ Good morning!” said the Genie. ‘‘ And 

now, will you tell me all you have done since 

you came into Elfin Land! Have you been 

happy; have you been contented; have you 

wished for anything that was not yours? 

Answer me these things and answer me truly 

and then you shall have greater pleasure 

than has yet been yours.” 

‘*T have been very happy,” said Tom, 

‘¢more happy, I guess, than I ever was be- 

fore. V’ve had a most delightful time, ?m 

sure; and I’m very much obliged to you. 

I’m sorry, though, I lost the dear ponies ; but 

now that I know they were only make-believe 

ponies and really fairies, I don’t think I could 

ride and teach them as I used to do. I’ve 

been very contented ; for that was a splendid 

book; and the music every night was just 
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lovely. I’ve had about everything I wished 

for, but”? —and here Tom’s voice quavered 
and the tears stood in his eyes. 

*¢ But what?” asked the Genie in a gentle 

voice. 

“¢ But Pd like to see my mother again, and 

Harry and Mildred. If they were here I 

wouldn’t mind staying; but if you’ve no 

objections, Mr. Genie, perhaps you will let 

me go home.” 

“And if I let you go, what will you do?” 

asked the Genie. 

‘©Oh, Pil train horses and make a lot of 

money; and build mother a nice house, and 

buy her a carriage and a pony that she can 

drive herself.” 

‘* And will you teach your fellow mortals 

to be kind to the horses that serve them so 

faithfully? You have scen that the ponies 

you rode and trained had gentle spirits within 

them; and so have the horses in your world 

—gentle spirits that are obedient, gentle 

spirits, that are sensible to kindness and sensi- 

tive to pain.” 

And Tom said he would tell everybody to 

be kind; and as he thought of the way Farmer 
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Grigson used to beat his horses with a thick 

stick, he grew valiantly zealous and said he’d 

*¢ punch his head” if he ever saw him doing 
it again. 

The Genie looked very much as if he might 

have laughed outright at Tom’s valor: but 

then that would never have done; for genies, 

you know, are always very grave and reserved 

personages. So he smothered the laugh with 

a little cough behind his hand, and nodded 

his approval. 

Then, taking a very small golden key from 

the ring on his belt, he gave it to Tom, say- 

ing: ‘*‘Lhis is the key to your reward. You 

have been a very patient and a very diligent 

pupil, and you deserve all that it will open to 
you. Remember the Jesson you have learned ; 
and farewell!” 

As he uttered the last word there was a 
crash as of thunder, and a bright light flashed 
through the hall and dazzled Tom’s eyes so 
that he covered them with his hands. 

When at last he ventured to peep between 

his fingers, Tom was amazed. And no 
wonder ; for the Genie and his castle had dis- 

appeared; and there in front of the bewil- 

62



dered boy, was the great gate between the 
sculptured figures, 

and the drawbridge 

he had seen that 

day he rode Milly 

4 out through the 

>» forest. 

' But now the 

          

   

   

  

    

      down; and with 

hurrying feet and 
a beating heart b 

Tom ran across 

and up the steps 

to the gate with 

the golden bolts. 
It was a very 

small keyhole 

Tom found; but A 

it was fitted by 
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the golden key; and then Tom pushed with 

all his might and slowly and noiselessly the 

gate swung open its hinges and disclosed a 

wonderous sight. 

A plain studded with trees that bore most 

tempting fruits in red and golden hues. 

Arbors covered with vines on which the 

purple grapes hung in large and luscious 

bunches. Fountains there were that spouted 

sparkling waters, and birds of brilliant plum- 

age that filled the perfumed air with their 

melody. 

Under the trees were troops of the most 

beautiful creatures weaving garlands of flow- 

ers or dancing to the music of the pipe. It 

was surely a fairy scene, the most beautiful 

that fancy could picture; and Tom looked on 

_ with open mouth and wondered again if he 

were asleep. : 

But no; he was very wide awake; for be- 

fore he had recovered from his astonishment 

he found himself wound round about with gar- 

lands of flowers. The fairies had laughingly 

made him their prisoner, and with merry glee 

they dragged him to a mossy bank where their 

dainty Queen sat holding her gracious court. 
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She welcomed Tom to her kingdom, which 
she said was much more pleasant than the 

kingdom of the Genie, and indeed, Tom did 

not need to be told that, for he could see that 

it was quite a different place. 

But when the Queen said he could stay 

there and be a fairy like those around him, 

Tom laughed at the idea and said he guessed 

‘he was too big and too rough to be much of 

a fairy. At which they all laughed; and one 

‘funny little gnome laughed so hard that he 

doubled up into a ball and went bounding 

across the plain as lightly as a thistle down. 

Then the little Queen became serious and 

said: 

‘Of all in this domain [ am the Queen, 

Although a simple fairy I have been; 
And simple fairy I again will be 
When flowers begin to bud on yonder tree : — 

For you must understand 
That queens-elected: are in Elfin Land. 

Since then in Elfin Land yon will not stay, 
To bask in pleasure ’neath my gentle sway, 
The Genie, whom I serve, he doth command 
That you returned be to Mortal Land: — 

For you must understand 
That mortals do not live in Elfin Land. 

She had scarcely ceased speaking when 

Tom saw approaching, a pair of snow-white 
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horses with waving manes and flying tails. 

They were magnificent creatures, and they 

pranced as proudly and as daintily as if they 

‘knew very well that they were being admired 

by this mortal. 

They were harnessed with slender chains 

and bands of gold to a chariot of the most 

exquisite description. It was oval in shape, 

and over it was a canopy which looked very 

much like a rose-tinted Jack-in-the-pulpit, 

and the body of the chariot was like mother- 

of-pearl. The spokes of the wheels might 

have been cat-tails of silver, and above the 

canopy was a star which shed a white and 

searching light. 

There was nobody in the chariot and no- 

body driving or leading the horses; but they 

stopped and impatiently pawed the ground 

. when they reached the Queen’s mossy throne. 

Tom had no sooner seen the Queen wave 

her hand and bow her head than he jumped 

into the chariot, and gathering the white reins 

shook them once over the horses’ backs, and 

away they went like the wind. 

And so they rode out of sight and Tom no 
more was seen in Elfin Land. 

66



HARRY’S ASTONISHING DOINGS.



 



   

  

ARRY never knew how 

it happened ; but when he 

‘awoke he found he was 

AU ne Se lying in an arbor on the 

iN AY \ \ terrace of a great building. 

It was such a building as he had never seen. 

He had often seen pictures of the capitol 

at Washington with its great dome; but this 

building was grander than the picture of the 

capitol. At least, so Harry thought. It was 

more like a castle than a capitol; for there 

69



were turrets with pointed roofs and narrow 

windows, and it was built of blocks of 

polished stone that glistened in the sunlight. 

I say sunlight—for of course there was no 

sunlight there such as Harry had seen on the 

earth—but instead, a mellow light which 

came from a great globe high up in the 

arching dome which was all the sky there 

was in this subterranean land. 

And there was a great statue in a niche 

over the porch of the door; and the floor of 

the terrace was inlaid with red and black and 

yellow marbles. 

Near the arbor in which Harry awoke was 

a fountain, in the basin of which gold and 

silver fish disported themselves; and around 

the terrace was a railing of onyx, over which 

clambered a vine covered with white and 

yellow flowers. It was a beautiful place, and 

Harry lay half awake and felt very sure that 

he was at home in bed and only dreaming. 

But the splash of the water in the fountain 

was too distinct to be the splash in a dream ; 

and when a bird began to sing such a song as 

he had never heard, Harry, wondering, real- 

ized that he was awake. 
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And when he arose and looked over the 

vine clad railing, he gazed upon a country 

fair to see. 

There was a garden with shaded walks and 

flowers of the most gorgeous hue ; and beyond 

the wall which enclosed the garden there 

were hills and lakes and brooks and then a 

forest which encircled everything. Beyond 

the forest there was nothing to see. 

When he had recovered from his surprise 

Harry thought he would discover if he could, 

where he was. But there was no one in 

sight, not a living creature save the fish and 

the birds and himself. 

That was very strange, and still wondering, 

Harry crossed the terrace and went up the 

steps to the great door beneath the statue. 

It was a grim statue with a globe on its 

knee and a pair of compasses in its hand. 

It might have been the statue of Christopher 

Columbus for all Harry knew, had it not 

happened that as he was looking for the 

bell he felt something touch his head, and 

glancing up he saw the statue drawing back 

the hand which held the compasses. 

Then surely Harry was frightened; nor 
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was he at all reassured when the statue opened 

its bronze lips and said : — 

‘‘T am the guardian of the Palace of In- 

dustry. You have come into Elfin Land 

‘where your every wish will be gratified if 

your wishes are good. You are young and 

you are ambitious. To be an architect and a 

builder of structures is your desire. You 

shall have every opportunity to be both.” 

Harry was dumb. To think that this statue 

should know what he only knew, and that it 

should tell him he would have opportunity to 

do what he most desired to do, was enough 

to make him speechless with surprise. 

He tried to thank the statue; but his tongue 

refused to express his thoughts, and the statue 

was so silent and so fixed. that Harry really 

began to question if it had ever moved or 

spoken. 

He waited quite a while, but there was no 

movement on the part of the figure; so he 

laid his hand upon the door, and lo! it opened 

at his touch.



THE PALACE AND IVS KEEPER. 

There was a great hall inside. and many 

pillars of green stone. The walls were 

paneled in yellow marble, and over the arches 

were statuettes and busts most exquisitely 

carved. 

‘¢ Well,” said Harry to himself, ‘this is 

the strangest and the grandest place I’ve ever 

seen. I wonder where it is and who owns 

<i 

But there was nobody there to answer his 

questions, and so he set out to see what there 

was to see, and who. 

There were many rooms leading from the 

beautiful hall, each differing in form and 

furniture from the other, and when. he had 

visited all but one, the door of which was 

locked, Harry went up the wide and winding 

stairs to the second floor. 
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Here was a hall finished in wood of a rich 

color. The columns were chastely carved, 

and in the ceiling were great beams which 

were also carved. 

In the panels made by the beams which 

crossed and recrossed each other was a series 

of beautiful paintings. 

Here, in the rooms, there were drawings of 

_every kind and models of every conceivable 

description. 

But there was still another flight, and Harry 

was delighted to find that it led to a great 
workshop where there were implements of 

all kinds and machinery and an engine too. 

But still was-there nobody visible, and 

Harry was so anxious to find someone to tell 

him what to do and when to do it. 

So down he went to the lower hall again, 

and walking directly to the door he had found 

locked, he rapped upon it with his knuckles 

as loudly as he could. 

The door was instantly opened and Harry 

found himself in a sort of ante-chamber. 

Through an open door of that he could see 

a vista of roonts beyond. 

But still there was no-one visible. 
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So he passed into another room, and 

there he found a table set with sparkling 

crystal and shining silver on a cloth as white 

as any he had ever seen in Mr. Chauncey’s 

dining room. For Harry had been at the 

squire’s house more than once to carry mes- 

sages; and the squire’s wife had. given him 

grapes and apples from a great silver dish on 

the dining room table. 

There was only one plate on the table and. 

— could he believe his eyes — there was some- 

thing living and moving in the room besides 

himself. 

It was evidently a human being although 

it looked for all the world like a monkey. It 

was small and it had a peculiar face and most 

peculiar clothes. On its head was a yellow 

cap through which protruded two locks of 

stiff black hair, very much like a pair of 

horns. | 

Its face was the color of mahogany and its 

features looked as if they might have been 

hewn out of that wood. But its eyes were 

black and twinkling and were the eyes of in- 

telligence and kindness. 

Its stubby figure was clothed in a russet 
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leather jerkin and as Ka Waa, : 

upon its crooked Y)y QiNQRe 
little legs were 

hose of scarlet hue. 

A long white apron coast 

descending from 

its chin to its toes, 

completed the attire of this strange 

being. 

  

      

              

   

It neither moved nor spoke, but 

held the chair as if inviting Harry to 

sitdown. So Harry sat and wondered 

   
i . 

of waiter 

| | ‘ es 
af it was 

i that brought 

“Win all the 

{ dainties with 

which the 

table was 

speedily cov- 

ered. 

But before



i f 

he began to eat Harry said: —‘‘Is all this 

supper for me?” The dwarf did not seem 

to comprehend, so Harry added: — I’m much . 

obliged to you, I’m sure, for Pm_ pretty 

hungry.” 

And the way he did eat showed that his 

strange experiences had not disturbed his 

appetite. 
“1
 

“
I



 



OUR FRIEND, HORNS. 

During the dessert, which included a great 

many dainty fruits of which Harry did not 

know the names, he tried to engage his 

attendant in conversation, but without suc- 

cess. The little black eyes twinkled in an 

intelligent way; but otherwise, there was 

nothing to show that the dwarf understood 

what Harry was trying to make him under- 

stand. A 

So, in despair, the wondering boy con- 

~ cluded that his attendant was deaf and dumb, 

and he said: ‘I will teach him by signs 

after a while.” : 

Having finished his meal without in the 

' least knowing what he had eaten, but feeling 

very sure that he had never eaten anything 

-so good, Harry walked about the room with 

_ its, richly inlaid amber walls, its long pointed 

windows filled with colored glass, the high 
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arched ceiling with its beautiful paintings, 

the inlaid floor, the massive and antique 

furniture, the tall sideboards and closets filled 

with all manner of curious dishes wrought in 

gold and silver and fragile glass, and while 
he admired he wondered to whom it all 

belonged, and wondered what sort of man 

it was that lived amid all this splendor. 
Harry, a poor boy, reared in the humblest 

way, had no idea of luxury such as he found 

in this place; and it was all so like a story 

book or something he had dreamed one night 

so long ago, that he quite expected to see 

the room and the castle disappear and to find 

himself lying again on the rock at Elfin 

Falls. ; 

But as he heard his footsteps ring upon the 

floor he was reassured; and then his thoughts 

took a new turn. . 

He had read some fairy tales, but had never 

believed there was anything real about them. 

They were written to please children and 

that was all. But now that he found him- 

self so suddenly transported into another 

world, a world so unlike the world he had 

lived in, he began to think there must have 
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been some truth in what he read, and that 

he was one of the favored mortals whose 

ambitions and desires the fairies so much 

delight to foster. 

And he came to this conclusion as he sat 

in a chair before an open window and looked 

out upon the marvellous scene. And it was 

marvellous in the twilight, a peculiar light 

which gave the flowers a new beauty and 

filled the shadows with a mystery. 

The fountain made soft music on the ter- 

race below, and a gentle breeze ladened with 

the exquisite perfume of a hundred flowers 

stole into the room and filled the boy with a’ 

sense of most delightful repose. 

And there were birds singing in a grove in 

the garden, singing so sweetly that Harry, in 

a dreamy way, thought they must be the 

nightingales he had read about, but which 

he had never heard. 

And so he sat quietly enjoying the scene 

and the sounds; and it was no wonder that 

he was startled when he felt a touch at his 

elbow and, turning hastily about, found his 

little attendant standing by his chair with a 

silver candlestick in his hand. 
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‘¢Oh, it’s you, Horns!” said Harry in a 

relieved sort of way. You see, he did not 

know just what to call the little attendant; 

so for lack of a better name he thought 

‘¢ Horns” would do very well until he found 

out what the creature’s name really was. 

Now, ‘‘ Horns” is not a very elegant name ; 

but as places and animals are often named 

because of some peculiarity they possess, 

the tufts of hair which stuck up through the 

dwart’s yellow cap suggested that name to 

Harry. 

And ‘‘ Horns” it was so long as Harry 

‘remained in this land of wonders. 

The little fellow bowed as Harry left his 

chair and pointing across the room to the 

door, laid his cheek upon one hand and closed 

his eyes. 

‘¢] see,” said Harry, ‘it’s time to go to 

bed, eh? Well, I’m ready if you ’ll lead the 

way.” 

With this, the dwarf trotted on before and 

led Harry out of the room and into the cor- 

ridor, the great pillars of which threw many 

flickering shadows across the floor. Horns 
mounted the stairs with. Harry at. his heels, 
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and entered a chamber more beautiful than 
the one they had left below. en 

It was an oriental chamber, and in XY, i 

one corner was a bed with a silken 

    

  

    

  

   

      

coverlet and.cur- 

tains of the same — 

material... There 

were soft rugs on 
the floor, Zs 

=== 

  

      

    

  

stools and 
tables. all 

carved and 

inlaid with 

mother-of- 

pearl, and in 

=e the centre 
hung a golden lamp shedding 
a soft light over everything. 

Harry. had been amazed 
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when he saw the splendor of the dining room ; 

but now he was more than amazed; he was 

almost frightened. Was he a prince without 

knowing it? What had he ever done to 

deserve all this? Or was it a punishment 
for some boyish offence? Tle had often 

wished to be rich; he had often envied the 

squire ; and now here was luxury such as the 

squire had never known; but -there was 

nobody to enjoy it, nobody but himself. 

Could it be that he was to have all his 
envious wishes gratified and to lose the com- 

panionship of his dear playmates for ever? 

And there were tears in Harry’s eyes when 
‘he turned to the dwarf, who stood motionless 

by the door and said: —‘* Horns, why am I 

here? There must be some mistake. This 
is no place for me. Look at my clothes. I’m 

like an ugly toad in a beautiful flower bed.” 

The bead-like eyes glittered, but Horns simply 

bowed and pointed to the bed. 

‘Yes, go to bed! is what you want to 
say,” said Harry, with a sigh. ‘* Well, Pll 
go, no matter what 1 am or what happens. 

Good night Horns !” 

And the dwarf bowed himself out, and 

Harry went to bed and soon fell asleep. 
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A YOUNG MAN OF MUSCLE.



 



O sound disturbed 

the sleeper under the 

silken coverlet. He 
slept a -dreamless 

sleep all night until 

the light from the 

great globe in the 

sculptured sky outside renewed itself, and 

the deep boom of a great bell echoed through 

the halls and corridors of the palace. Then 

Harry awoke, and rubbing his eyes. remem- 

bered where he was and all that had per 

the night before. 

As he sprang out of bed he found his faith- 

ful Horns standing by a curtain and beckoning 

him to enter an ante-chamber. It was a 
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_ dressing room 
with a marble 

bath, a great 

mirror, and 

everything that 

was necessary 
AN to the toilet. 

Harry bathed 
i in the perfumed 

2] i \ water and when 

\\\ \\\ \ hecameto dress 
ANY SHAAN i he found a suit 

\er new clothes 

\in the place of 

  

       his old one, an easy 
fitting suit suchasone ! 
would wear who had | 
active business to 
perform: 

It became him very well; and 
as he stood surveying himself 
in the mirror, he thought :— 
‘* What a big fellow I am, and 
what a muscle I’ve got. 
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“Tf I only get a chance I’ll go to work and 
learn something; for the statue said if my 
desires were good they would be gratified. 
And Id like to know if there is anything 

better than desiring to learn something? And 
Harry whistled a merry tune as he left the 

dressing room and went out to look for 

Horns. But Horns had gone; so still whistl- 
ing, Harry went down stairs and into one of © 

the rooms where he had seen the drawings 

and models the night before. 

Here he found a row of books numbered 

in their order, and taking number 1 from the 

shelf, what was his delight to find that it 

contained minute and simple instructions for 

a beginner in architecture. 

On the other side of the room were a 

number of other books which contained in- 

structions for the practical builder. These 
were the very books that Harry would have 

wished for, and he was so delighted to find 
them that he sat down at once and began to 

read. 

He was very much engrossed in an explan- 
ation of the effect of curved lines, when 

Horns made his appearance and beckoned 
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him to the dining room where breakfast was ~ 

served. And such a breakfast! eggs and 

chops and coffee and toast. It was a simple 

meal and Harry enjoyed it, as he also enjoyed 

the view from the windows and the singing 

of the birds. 

When he had finished, he arose and said: 

—‘* Horns, I’m .going to work, and hope to 

‘be able to do all I try to do as well as you 
can do it.” And Horns bowed and looked 

pleased; and Harry, whistling again, went 

down the corridor and opening the great 

door, stepped out upon the terrace. 
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ALL IN A BOAT. 

It was a sweet air that greeted him, an air 

which refreshed and stimulated, and made 

him feel that there was not anything that he 

could not do that could be done. He went 

down the marble steps two at a time and ran 
into the garden where there were roses in the 

loveliest profusion, and such roses as never 

before were seen. They were so large and 
of such glorious color. 

Out of the garden Harry went into a park 
under the spreading trees of which were 
herds of mottled deer, so tame that they came 
and sniffed the hand he held out to them. 

Then there were peacocks there with their 
dazzling tails, and the trees were full of birds 

of the most brilliant plumage. 
In a small lake black and white swans 
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sailed majestically about, and they, too, were 

tame and readily ate the berries Harry plucked 

for them. There was a boat at one end of 

this lake, but there were no oars in it; and 

Harry was thinking what a pity it was, when 

a little fellow that might have been brother 

to Horns, made his appearance and by signs 

invited Harry to take a seat in the boat. 

This little fellow was clothed entirely in 

scarlet, and he had no horns nor anything 

that looked like them. He had a merry face 

and large blue eyes that fairly danced in his 

head, they were so full of fun. 

Harry, wondering what would hapnere 

stepped into the boat and took his seat in the 

stern. It was a beautiful boat with an awn- 

ing overhead and what Harry had not noticed 

before, a little copper box in the bottom. 

As soon as Harry was seated among the 

cushions, the little red man jumped aboard 

and touching a spring in the copper box, 

away they went through the water at a 

great speed. There was no noise and so 

far as Harry could make out, there was no 

machinery of any kind propelling the boat. 

That something moved it was evident; but 
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what it was only the little man in red could 

tell. 

But he was quite as mute as Horns was, 

and never answered a single one of Harry’s 

questions. 
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THE BLACK JOURNEY. 

When they reached the other side of the 

lake, the boat entered a sort of canal over 

which the trees bent like an arch, and darting 

around its many curves and winding turns 

its course was suddenly and to all appearances 

stopped by a great frowning cliff that rose 

sheer out of the water. 

When his eves had become accustomed to 

the gloom of the shadow at the base of this 

great barrier, Harry discovered an opening 

that looked like the entrance to a cave; and 

while he was wondering if the little craft 

would. go any further, his eye fell on this 

inscription : 

Let not my dark forbidding mouth, 

Possess your mortal heart in fear; 

Tho’ black without I’m gay within: 

With safety you may enter here. 

When Harry had read he looked at the 
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elf, for that was what the little man really 

was, and the elf nodded his head as if he 

were waiting for instructions. So Harry, 

“with some misgiving said: ‘' Go ahead.” 

In an instant the boat was out of the light 

and in the midst of the blackest darkness 

Harry had ever seen. It was so dark that 

try as he would he could not see his hand 
before his face. 

And the boat was going at a furious rate. 
Harry, poor boy, clung to its sides, for in 

spite of what the inscription said, he fully 

expected that every moment they would run 

into something and be smashed to pieces. 

But: there was no danger of anything of the 

kind; for if Harry couldn’t see, the elf 

could; as Harry might have known had he 

but thought that elves are never supposed to 

visit the-earth except-at.night. 

So they went through the darkness until 
all at once a green light came out of the 

water, and floating on the surface, illuminated 

the cave. With this light to guide him, Harry 

steered the boat toward a gate which was 
raised above the water. As the boat passed 
through there was a crash as of thunder, and 
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the solid wall slowly parted and opened a 

channel which led into the golden light which 

was all the sunshine that there was in E}fin 

Land.



 



THE CITY OF THE ELVES. 

It was a wonderful sight Harry beheld. 

Here was a broad lake and on the shores, 

cities of miniature houses, castles, towers and 

pinnacles, and there were wharves with tiny 

ships at anchor in the harbors, and a perfect 
swarm of. little folk in the funniest caps and 

clothes. 

When Harry landed from the boat he must 

have stepped over a dozen streets and at least 

four public squares, to say nothing about the 

castles and other buildings that lay between 

them. He had read all about Gulliver and 

the Lilliputians, and he was very much de- 

lighted to find himself in the position of that 

eminent traveller. 

The elves, for such they were, regarded 
him with great curiosity ; and ran to the tops 

‘of their houses and their towers, and there, 
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through their telescopes, tried to make out 

what manner of being he was. Their king 

had told them that he was coming, so they 

were prepared to meet him and to do all they 

could to impress him with their friendly 

spirit. 

There was a banquet prepared outside one 

of the cities on a broad plain. What was to 
them a high table, had been erected ; and there 

was a procession which was the funniest pro- 

cession Harry had ever seen. 

But it was all very seriously conducted and 

after the banquet which did no more than 

tempt Harry’s appetite, one of the elves who 

was evidently an elf of some distinction, 

mounted a tower and read an address in a 
little treble voice. 

It sounded to Harry very much like the 

squeak of a mouse; and to see this grotesque 

old man with his little spectacles on his little 

nose, looking so grave and dignified was 

enough to make a serious person laugh out- 

right. 

But Harry kept a sober face and although 

he did not understand the elve language, he 
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gathered enough from the address to know 

that he was to call upon the inhabitants of 

the kingdom whenever he needed their assist- 

ance. And he further learned that they were 

all skilled workmen, and that there was not 

anything he wanted done that they could 

not do. 

So, he told them that he desired to be 

instructed in architecture and building, and 

the little old man on the tower nodded his 

head and squeaked out : — ‘‘Alla lite.” Which 

was his way of saying ‘‘all right.” 

When Harry went back to the boat he car- 

ried the band in his cap and was highly amused 

to see the efforts the little musicians made to 

make a noise. Buta cricket could have made 

more din, and an ordinary frog would have 

drowned the faint music completely. 

It was late when the little red man and 

Harry returned that evening ; but when Harry 

went to the palace he found Horns there 

waiting to serve the dinner which the boy 

enjoyed ; for he was very hungry. 

That night in his room, when he was fast 

asleep, two little elves, one in green and the 
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other in blue, hopped out of his pockets and 
secreted themselves in the library down stairs. 
One was an expert in architecture and the 
other was a master in building.



BUILDING MADE EASY. 

For two days Harry was busily engaged 

preparing plans for a little house he desired 

to build in the woods. He had no difficulty 

at all, and small wonder; for was not the 

architectural elf there, invisible at his elbow, 

directing his hand as it traced the plan and 

figured out the dimensions! 

To be sure, Harry read a great deal in the 

~ books and really knew what he was doing; 

but what surprised him most, was to find it 

such an easy thing to do. But that was be- 

‘cause everything is so easy in Elfin Land 

where everything is known. 

At the end of the two days the plans were 

completed, and Harry and Horns set out on 

the third to select the site and secure the 

timber. Harry had brought an axe and a 

‘shovel along, the one to cut down the trees 

and the other to dig for the foundation. 
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When they had gone quite a distance into 
the forest, they came to a very pretty lake, on 
a knoll on the border of which Harry decided 
to build his house. Horns, with a nod, ex- 

pressed satisfaction at the choice. 
So together they staked out the boundaries, 

and Harry, thinking aloud for the benefit of 
Horns said: ‘¢ This is a mighty pretty place; 
and when I’ve finished the house I think Ill 

come and live here most of the time. I can 
feel more at home here than I can in the big 
castle.” Sos: 
When the boundaries had been staked they 

went to select the wood. But the builder 
elf had been there before them; for soon 

they came upon a building which was filled 
with lumber in boards and sills and posts and 
stringers, and there.were doors and window 
sashes and every conceivable thing necessary ° 
to equip a house. 

Harry would have been surprised had not 
experience taught him to accept every strange 

thing as a matter of course; so he simply 
“looked at Horns in a quizzical way as much 

as to say: ‘* Which of your friends did this?” 
and Horns—? Well, he came as near grinning 
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as he ever did; for as I have said, his features 

were immovable, but his eyes were quick and 

_ full of life. 

Now that the question of obtaining Jumber 

was so happily settled, Harry thought of his 

foundation, and was wondering of what he 

should build it, when Horns waved him aside 

and led him into a shed-like structure in 

~ which were blocks of granite all nicely trim- 

med and ready for setting. Vhey were small 

blocks, too, such as Harry, with the aid of 

Horns, might handle with ease; for you 

know, Harry wasa very strong and sturdy 

boy. 

‘© Why,” he cried, ‘it will be just fun 

building this house! Here's everything I 

need, and all the tools are in the castle.” 

So back they went to the knoll, and taking 

the shovel, Harry began to dig out the cellar. 

He worked quite hard; but the task seemed 

strangely easy. He didn’t perspire, nor did 

he feel at all fatigued. 

But after a while, as he paused to examine 

what he had done, he looked up, and there 

' at the other end of the lot was Horns digging 

away as if his life depended on his completing 
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the excavation before sean With his 

long arms he seemed 
to exert a leverage 

Harry could not ex- — 

pect to wield; and 

although silently dig- , 

ging he had already 
done more than twice 

          

   

    

    

  

as much as Harry had 

accomplished. 

Harry watched the 

busy and faithful dwarf 

for a short time, and 

then he said to him- 

self: ‘Surely I'am in great luck to have a 

106 —



chap like Horns to help me. It would -have 

taken me quite a while to dig it all out 

myself; but at this rate I guess we ought to 

finish it to-morrow.” 

' But Harry never knew, for his eyes were 

only mortal eyes; but while he was digging, 

all around Horns there was a little army of 

elves working away like ants; and long be- 

fore the light in the great globe began to 
wane, the excavation was completed. 

That night after supper, Harry and Horns 

went into the architectural library and when 

the former had made. several changes in the 

the plans, putting a piazza on three instead 

of two sides, he said to the dwarf: ‘* Horns, 

you are a little fellow, but you know a lot, 

you can do almost anything but talk, and I 

wish you could do that, so that I might know 

who you are and where you come from; for 

you are much larger than the tiny little chaps 

I saw the other day. What queer little chaps 

they were, to be sure. You're the best friend 

I ever had anyway ; and we’ll build the house 

_ together, won’t we?” i 

The little eyes danced and Horns bowing, 

expressed his pleasure. 
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When Harry was fast asleep under the 
silken coverlet, the lower corridor of the 

castle was filled with a swarming throng of 

elves; and Horns, the dumb and impassive 

Horns was actually addressing them! He 

spoke in the Elfin tongue and spoke it fer- 

vently; for the grotesque little féllows gave 

all he said the closest attention. And when 

he had finished his speech, they poked each 

other in the ribs and chuckled as they tumbled 

down stairs and out of the great door, across 

the terrace and through the garden into the 

black shadow of the forest. 
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SOME VERY STRANGE DOINGS.
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AYLIGHT, such as 

it was, found Harry 

wide awake and 

eager to be at work 

that morning. He 
was filled with en- 

  

thusiasm for his new 

vocation, it was so fascinating and presented 
so many possibilities which he had not even 

thought of in his first desire to be an archi- 

tect. 

So, when he had eaten breakfast, he set out 

with Horns trotting at his heels for the knoll 

by the lake side. But why did he stop when 
he got there? Yes—! No—! It could not be! 

But it was! There was the foundation neatly 
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laid, and the frame of the house firmly 

fastened upon it! All the heavy work was 

completed ; nothing now remained to be done 

but the finishing! That was strange! 

Harry thought he heard a chuckle behind 

him ; but on turning he saw only Horns sit- 

ting on a rock and looking as innocent of any 

chuckle as a stone monkey might have done. 

‘¢ Horns doesn’t know how to chuckle,” 

thought Harry, but Harry little knew; for 
the merry Horns had several times been in 

great danger of falling backward off the rock, 

so hard had he struggled to restrain the laugh- 

ter which possessed him. 

So Harry and Horns together finished the 

house ; and strange to say it was all completed 

within a week. And they also built a boat 

and a boat house, and while they still con- 

tinued to sleep at the castle they spent a great 

deal of time in the *‘ hunting lodge,” as Harry 

delighted to call his first attempt at building. 
Of course, Harry could never have done 

what he did, had it not been for the kindly 

offices of the little folk, who every night as- 
sembled to lend a hand in the building of the 

houses and the boat. 
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And it is very much like that upon the 
earth where we live. If we are eager to do 
anything and do it cheerfully, how much the 
more easy it is to do it than if we were com- 
pelled to do it, and did it grumblingly. 

Harry continued to read and to develop 
new ideas. He designed a pagoda for the 
garden, and built an observatory, from the 
top of which he could look away over the 
forests and see nothing but a misty grayness, 

a veil which cut off the view on every side and 
made him wonder what there was beyond it. 

He read all about the architecture of the 

Egyptians, the Greeks and the Romans; and 
very interesting he found it was to read of 

such things ; for instead of being dry and dull, 

the histories of the ancient and world-famed 

structures were as full of life and exciting 
adventure as any dime: novel he had ever 

read. And Harry, I am sorry to say, like 

many another boy, had read a great many of 

them; but even as stories they were weak and 
washy when compared with these stirring 
stories of ancient Egypt where they built 

palaces long before there was any mention of 

Rome in the world. 
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A CONSCIENTIOUS GUN. 

But to apply the old saying: ‘* AJl work 

and no play makes Jack a dull boy.” Harry 

had been working hard for two weeks, when 

it occurred to him that he ought to take a 

little vacation of some kind. What should 

it be? He would go hunting with Horns. 

He did not know if Horns went hunting, but 

he supposed that he did; for there was 

scarcely a day that they did not have game 

of some kind for dinner. 

So he said: ‘*We7’ll take a day off and 

go hunting to-morrow. Eh? What do you 

say Horns?” 

Horns, of course, said nothing; but he 

nodded his head; and the very next morning 

after breakfast he led Harry into a room he 

had not before visited, in which were guns 

and rifles and fishing rods of every kind. 
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These rifles needed no cartridges whatever. 

All that was neces- 

sary was to take aim 

_and touch a spring. 

The bird or what- 

ever creature it was 

oa aimed at fell dead, 

Z-but was not outward- 

iy 

_ AAT a 
ly marked. It was an electric "'\’ | N N A 
bolt of some sort that produced NSW 

a death which was absolutely 

painless. 
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So they went out together and a gloriots 
time they had of it. Harry took aim and 

fired at a very gorgeous bird ; but to his great 

surprise the bird did not seem at all dis- 
turbed. Indeed, it remained pluming itself 

on the branch of an oleander. 

‘That was queer,” Harry thought as he 

examined his gun more closely, and sunk in 

the end of the butt he found a silver plate on 

which were engraved these words of expla- 

nation : 

“If ata hare 

You aim me fair, 

I'll do my best to kill it; 

But birds of song 

I never wrong; 

They still have leave to trill it.” 

Harry was indeed ashamed ; and thereafter 

he took note of the birds and animals Horns 

shot at, and made ‘no further mistakes. 

It is a most brutal thing that men and boys 

should kill the song birds which make the 

summer time so sweet with their melodies; 

and it is also a shame that wicked man 

_ should so ruthlessly .destroy any creature 

simply to gratify a love of slaughter. 
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On this particular day, Harry and Horns 

came across many strange animals; indeed, 

the woods were full of them, such animals 

as Harry had never seen in natural history 

books or elsewhere. 

There were two very familiar ones, a fox 

like one he had seen near Elfin Falls early 

one morning, and the red squirrel so common 

to all the woods about the village. The sight 

of them filled Harry with a remembrance of 

his old home and his playmates; and Iam 

very sure that could he have captured one of 

the bright-eyed nimble squirrels he would 
have hugged and petted it as something dearly 
familiar. 

There was one particularly noticable anim- 

al which excited Harry’s curiosity, it was so 

rarely seen and was so beautiful and so fleet. 

It was striped in black and white very much 

like a zebra, with slender legs, a proud head 

and ears much larger than those of a horse. 

It had no mane whatever, and its neck was 

long and curved which gave it a somewhat 

peculiar appearance, but which did not detract 

in the least fron: its beauty. This lively 

creature would dart like a streak of light- 
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ning through the forest and disappear in an 

instant. 

It was the only thing resembling a horse 

‘that Harry had seen since he came into the 

land of the elves. 
When they returned from the hunt that 

night, Horns carried two brace of partridges, 

a couple of hares, a woodcock. or two and a 

very handsome duck in his game bag. And 

all these things were duly eaten; nor was 

there any more hunting until Horns gave 

signs that the larder was nearly empty. 
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THE ELVES AT THEIR TRICKS. 

Harry now found time to wander into the 

woods, of which he was very fond. He loved 

their solitudes, their grassy glades, their per- 

fume and their music. His mental sense was 
gratified by what he saw and heard just as 
the physical sense was delighted by the varied 
fruits, the luscious berries and the nuts of 

every kind that grew in such profusion every- 

where. 

He delighted to pick out the various 

woods, the live oak all draped with pen- 

dant moss, the towering pine, the glossy 

beech, the stalwart ash, the graceful wal- 

nut, the dense mahogany and many more, 
the names of which he had no means of 

learning. And another thing he could not 

help noticing was the neatness and the preci- 

sion with which the roads and paths were 
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made, and the great care that had been exer- 

cised in cutting the timber. The wood 

cutters in mortal land cut down everything 

that stands in the way of a tree they want 

for lumber; but the elves cut with economy 

and spare the young growth, so that there 

are no unsightly spots in their forests. 

One day, when Horns had gone off to 

catch some fish for supper, Harry strayed 

into a glade where the grass grew lush and 

vainly strove to smother the yellow, blue and 

purple flowers that grew so thickly, and threw 

himself down in the midst of the perfumed 

mass. What delight it was to lie there and 

listen to the birds; almost as delightful as 

lying in a hay field at home beneath the 

apple trees with nothing to do and nothing 

particular to think about. 

The air, the singing and the fragrance of © 

the flowers had a soothing effect; and it was 

no wonder that Harry fell asleep as he did, 

fast asleep. ; 

How long he had been asleep I cannot say, 

but when he awoke it was with a conscious- 

ness that something had happened. And 

something had happened with a vengeance ; 
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for there, all about him 

in a circle, was the most 

grotesque collection of 

animals the imagination 

could picture. Such crea- 

tures! Some with trunks 

like an elephant, some 

long necksand some with 

                  

   

    

short ones, some with 

tails and some without’ ;// 

them, some with green 
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yellow ones, all star- 
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seen. They did not come too near, but they 

stood so closely together that Harry could see 

no way of escape even if he had dared to 

try; for he did not know but that they might 

all be vicious and simply waiting for an 

opportunity to devour him. 

He had read that even lions could be de- 

ceived by men who lay and feigned death; 

for it is a well-known fact that lions always 

kill their prey. So he lay very still, so still 

that he could hear his heart beat; and it beat 

so loudly that he was in a dreadful fear least 

some of the ferocious beasts would hear it 

and come and eat him up. 

But they were not that sort of animals. 

Indeed they were not animals at all; only the 

elves at their fun, as Harry soon discovered 
when Horns made his appearance, and with 

a wave of his arms sent the whole troop 

scampering with merry chuckling into the 

woods. 

If Horns could have laughed he would no 

doubt have done so; but he simply chuckled 

to himself, while Harry, feeling that he was 

not the bravest boy in the world, returned very 

meekly to the castle. 
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THE GENIE IN THE CLOUD.





VERY day passed more 
pleasantly than another. 

It was work so many hours 

in the drafting room, and 

  

work so many hours in 

the park, where in the course of time, Harry, 

with the invisible aid of the Elfin mechanics, 

built a church, a town hall and a library, just 

for practice ; for, of course, there was no use 

for any such buildings in that place. 

After work there was recreation. Harry’s 

natural taste for drawing had enabled him to 

thoroughly master the details of his profes- 

sion, and he could make a front elevation and 
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put the horses and 

carriages and men 

          

    

     

and women and 

even children and 

dogs in the fore- 

ground, until you 

of a sketch of imagin- ~ 

ation. So he did some 

sketching of scenes near 

the lake; and when he 
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did not care to sketch he went bunting with 

his electric gun or fishing with Horns. 

He had liked very much to fish in the 

stream at Elfin Falls; but the fish he caught 

in Elfin Land were a very different sort of 

fish from those he caught at home. Often, 

while he. and Horns were silently fishing on 

opposite banks of a stream, he would look 
at the faithful dwarf and wonder what man- 

ner of being he was. He had read all about 

satyrs and fauns; but Horns had human feet, © 

very large ones for his size, to be sure; but 

he was too good, too kind, too human to be 

vicious. And besides, who ever heard of 

a deaf and dumb satyr? 

One day while they were fishing in a small 

lake some distance from the castle, catching 

silver fish, Harry noticed that the bottom of 

the lake was covered with pebbles of the 

most brilliant colors. Some were like rubies, 

some like sapphires, some like amethysts 

some like emeralds, and there were iridescent 

stones that might have been diamonds. It 

was a beautiful sight, and Harry forgot all 

about his fishing and thought how rich he 

would be if he could only fill his pockets 
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with the largest stones and go back to earth 

again. 

So he said to Horns: ‘ Are these jewels?” 

Horns nodded. 

‘“¢Can I take some?” 

Horns held up a single finger. 

“What! Only one? Why, there’s a 

million here.” 

Horns held up the finger again and shook 

his head. 

Harry thought that was hard luck; so he 

walked into the water which was quite shal- 

low, and selected a beautiful green stone 

which sparkled like the planet Jupiter. It 

was an emerald, and all these stones were 

really precious stones and worth untold mil- 

lions of money. 

The sight of this enormous wealth was 

more than Harry could bear. He was filled 

with an envious desire to gather more than 

one of the jewels; but Horns stood watching 

him on the shore with a serious look in his 

kindly eyes. He knew that the boy was 

being sorely tried, and he anxiously awaited 

the result of the test. 

Harry put the emerald in his pocket and 
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waded ashore; but said never a word, nor 

did he speak at all until he was seated at 

supper, when he said: ‘* You need n’t come 

to the park tomorrow morning, Horns; I’ve 

got some changes to make in the plan of the 

school house I’m working on, and I won't 

be ready for your assistance until afternoon.” 

It was nothing new for Harry to tell Horns 

he would not want him in the morning; but 

Harry had never before tried to deceive his 

faithful dwarf. 
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HARRY LEARNS A LESSON. 

Soon after breakfast, which Harry hur- 

riedly disposed of next morning, he started 

with an effected leisure toward the park; 

but the instant he was out of sight of the 

palace he ran with breathless haste toward 

the Lake of the Precious Stones. . He was 

quite exhausted when he reached the shore ; 

but he hardly paused to remove his shoes 

and stockings, so eager was he to rush into 

the water and fill with jewels the leather bag 

had brought with him. 

He had gathered many, and the bag which 

hung around his neck began to ‘grow quite 

heavy ; but Harry’s eagerness seemed to give 

him additional strength. Indeed, I very much 

fear that the good in-his nature was com- 

pletely overcome by the avarice which nerved 

him to deceive the faithful dwarf, and which 
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alsoblinded him to all sense of moral conscious- 

ness. For these jewels were not his to take; 

he was merely a guest, as it were, in the 
land of the elves. But he never thought of 

that; for if he had I am quite sure he would 

not have touched a single one of the glitter- 

ing baubles. 

At first. he gathered only the emeralds and 

diamonds; than he gathered the topaz and 

sapphires until he came to where the rubies 

and the carbuncles gleamed crimson in the 

water. A ruby of enormous size, almost as 

large as an apple, attracted his attention, and 

after wading with some difficulty, for the 

water was becoming gradually’ deeper, he 

reached it and bending over he took it in his 

hand. 

But what was this? The instant his 

fingers closed upon the jewel he received 
a shock throughout his entire body. There 
was a noise as of rushing steam, and all the 
water in the lake began to seethe and to boil. 

Harry could not move; and in his stooping 

condition the waves broke over him in 

such rapid succession that he had scarcely 
time to breathe. 
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Then there was a rumble in the air which 

rapidly grew into a roar, and all the water in 

the lake arose in a great mass of vapor and 

left the jeweled bed as dry as the terrace be- 
fore the palace. 

Harry was then able to stand erect, but he 

could not move more than a few steps from 

the mighty ruby which. began to. burn with 

an intense flame. Slowly it opened and gave 
forth a black smoke which ascended in a 

column until it reached a height of fifty feet, 

and then it spread out like a huge umbrella 

and darkened the luminous globe that hung 

in the sculptured sky. 

Crimson flashes ascended from time to time 

and illuminated the black and threatening 

wave; and Harry’s heart stood still with 
terror. The noise was fearful and the air 

seemed full of angry voices. Suddenly all 

sound ceased and Harry, looking up, saw in 

‘the smoke a dreadful Genie with eyes that 

flashed a white and dazzling light. Its long 

arms were extended, and its hands like huge 

weird shadowy claws, hung threateningly over 

the head of the cowering boy. 

And then it spoke and said: ‘+ These 
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are my jewels pre- 

served by me as a - 

reward for those who 

_ are content with the 

‘ fruits of honest toil. 

A single jewel is all 
that leaves my store. 

That you had earned, 

and with that you 

should have been con- 

tent. To be content 

’s? with enough is one of 

‘the virtues I most love 

to reward; but to be 

envious for more than 

enough is 

a vice that 

brings its 

own pun- 

ishment. 

You have 

been tempt-



ed to avarice, and you have yielded to 

temptation. You shall be punished, and 

let the lesson your punishment brings keep 

you in all your doings free from the love 

of gain and the envy which fills the human 

world with bitterness and deceit.” 

When he ceased speaking the crimson 
lightnings flashed; and from his nose and 

mouth and gleaming eyes a green flame of 

blinding brilliancy came forth and seemed to 

sear the black and overshadowing cloud, and 

change it into a white and fleecy vapor. 

Then there was a crash as of a thousand 
thunder bolts and Harry turned and fled 
with his hands covering his eyes. When 

his feet touched the grass he fell prone and 
lost all consciousness, 

When his senses returned, the faithful 

Horns was dashing water from a large lily, 
upon his face. 
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GOOD BY TO ELFIN LAND.



 



with but little va- 

riation. The 

school house was 

finished. Harry 

had finally mastered a problem in ventilation 

which he was quite sure would make him 

famous when he returned to earth, if he ever 

did. He had never so much as referred to 

his experience at the Lake of the Precious 

Stones, for, to tell the truth, he was very 

much ashamed of himself, and he knew that 

Horns knew all about it. 
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So he worked away very dilligently; but 

he could not help wondering at times what 

his punishment was to be. | It : 

hung over his head, and the 

prospect made him feel very J 

    

    

       

      

uneasy. He would have liked 4 / 

to ask Horns what he Zz Be 
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thought of it ; but he was afraid 

to learn the truth and so put off 

the question. 

. But one evening after dinner 

at the lodge, while he and 
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Horns were strolling in the park he said 

to Horns: ‘* What do you think the Genie 
at the Lake of Precious Stones will do to 

me. I’m afraid I’m in for something 

pretty hard; and [ suppose I deserve it, 

for I had no business to take more than 

the jewel you said I might.” 
Horns replied and said — ‘‘But Horns was 

dumb,” you say. So he was, and I have 
quite forgotten to tell you that Harry had 

taught him to express himself by signs. 

So Horns said: —‘* You will be punished 
when you leave Elfin Land and return to the 

upper world. You will never be a wealthy 
man, and you will work all your life. But 

you will enjoy working because it will bring 
you fame; and you will have comfort but 

never great riches like the men for whom 

you will build palaces and castles.” 

That. relieved Harry very much, and he 

did not think. it such a great punishment 

after all. So he whistled again as merry 

as he used to do, and went hunting and 

fishing with a light heart. 

He had tried several times to find the 

Elfin city again; but his red-jacketed boat- 
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man never returned, and Horns told him 

that it was hopeless to ever expect to see 

that place again. It was the city of Good 

Resolutions, he said, and once seen could 

never be revisited. But the kindly little folk 

had lived all about Harry, had sat on his 

head while he was studying, had hammered 

new ideas into his brain, and when he was 

puzzled had deftly made everything quite 

clear and satisfactory. 
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ON THE ZEBRA’S BACK.



 



INALLY, at the end 

of three years, during 
which time Harry had 
grown to be a strap- 

ping young man, he began to 

long with an intense longing 

NI, for the world he had lived in 

before he came to Elfin Land. 

One morning Horns signed and said: ‘‘Do 
not go to the Lodge this morning, but come 
with me into the ‘* Bogy Glade” —for so 
Harry had called the glade where the animals 
gathered to frighten him. And they went to 

the glade, and Horns, blowing a silver whistle, 

waited and listened for the patter of feet which 

soon were heard beating softly on the turf. 
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It was the zebra, and it cameas gently and 

as tamely as a favorite horse and put its nose 
in Harry’s hand. 

Harry wondered what this could mean, and 

was about to ask when Horns opened his 

mouth for the first time in three years and 

spoke : — 
‘¢My duty is done,” he said. ‘* For three 

years it has been my pleasure to watch over 

your knowledge and your understanding. 

The time has come and we must part. Here 
you have had no master and all that you have 

learned has been through your own desire. 

You are now equipped as the Genie promised. 

Your good desires have been fulfilled. Go 

and do not forget him you called ‘ Horns.’ ” 

Harry heard his speech, first with surprise, 

and then with emotion. 

‘¢ And so you are not deaf and dumb,” he 

stammered. ‘* Why did you pretend to be 

so?” 
‘¢To try you. My dumbness left you to 

your own resources ; the result has been very 

satisfactory. You were a more than com- 

monly clever boy, and bright, and such we 

sometimes take under our guidance. You 
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Bae are pining for 

; your old associa- 

tions; go and 

prove the wisdom 

you have here ac- 

quired.” 

‘But my dear 

Horns, how can I 

       

      

    

    
much for me; you 

to whom I owe all 

I know; what can I do to | 

show my gratitude?” 
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‘¢ Live an upright life, be honorable among 

men, be industrious and above all be con- 

tented. What you do for those in the other 

world you do for me. 

‘“¢ And now, mount this swift steed. He 

will carry you back to your world where 

everything changes. Quick, the light from 

the swinging globe is growing dim; beyond 

yonder mist the sun is eetafhica 24 

Harry mounted the zebra, and bending 

over said : —‘‘ Shake hands, old friend ; good 

bye!” 

Horns grasped the boy’s hand, and then he 

took the emerald from his pouch and said : — 

“¢ Take this, the jewel you have earned; and 

now farewell.” On, Zany!” 

And with a bound the zebra sprang up the 

glade, and as. Harry turned to wave another 

farewell, he saw, not Ilorns, but the tall and 

benignant form of a venerable man who re- 

garded him with tender interest. For Horns . 

had been no other than the Genie of the 

place. 

The zebra plunged into the forest and flew 

with lightning speed until it came toa steep 

hill.. There it slackened its pace; and as the 
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darkness was now complete Harry concluded 
that it would not be safe to proceed farther 
until daylight. So he lay down in the grass 
and fell asleep. 

And when he awoke he heard a robin sing- 
ing, and the sun, the glorious sun! was 

shining in his face. There was no zebra 

anywhere. around ; .but..there,. beyond,- was 

Squire Chauncey’s house, and down in the 
valley the dear little village in which’ he had 
spent his childhood. With a bound Harry 

cleared the stone wall and ran down the road 

until he was lost to sight in the copse that 
surrounded Elfin Falls.



 



THE DOINGS OF MILDRED.



 



    wf i ILDRED awoke to find 
ee. herself lying on a_ soft 

bed of feathery white 
poppies; and there she lay very comfortable 
and very quiet for a short time, her great blue 

eyes full of wonder, gazing upward at the 
high vaulted roof frescoed in the most deli- 
cate tints with a cloud effect that was almost 
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real. The light came from a great star, and 

it was a strange light unlike any other light 

’ Mildred had ever seen. 

When she fully realized that she was wide 

awake, Mildred sat up and rubbing her eyes 

exclaimed: ‘‘ Where am I? How lovely 

everything appears.” 

She found herself on what appeared to be 

an island rising but a little above the water 

which surrounded it. Beyond the water there 

was a hedge covered with pink and white 

blossoms, and there were other islands stretch- 

ing away into the distance on some of which 

were trees and others of which seemed like 

floating parterres of the most gorgeous flow- 

ers. 

But the object which most attracted Mil- 

dred’s attention was a small temple in the 

centre of the island and quite near the spot 

where she awoke. The walls and turrets 

and pointed roof were covered with a thick 

green vine, and all the windows were filled 

with stained glass and opened outward, so 

that Mildred could see the soft silk curtains 

hanging inside. 
The path to the temple led through a great 
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expanse of white and fragrant lilies. Mil- 

dred, filled with an eager delight, passed up 

the path and paused on the marble threshold 

of the building, for there in the wall wasa 

bronze plate on which was this inscription : 

“Come gladly, come quickly, come heeding my call; 

Come into my chamber come into my hall; 

Come pleading for favor, you ’ve nothing to lose, 

But all things to gain in the trade you may choose.” 

‘¢ Well,” said Mildred, ‘‘ I can easily choose 

atrade. I’d like to be a dressmaker.” The 

inscription disappeared, a bell rang some- 

where in the distance, and the burnished 

door swung open and Mildred entered. 

Here she. was in a large circular chamber 

with a ceiling of stained glass through which 

the light came in many colored rays. It was 

not luxuriantly furnished, but it was much 

more handsomely furnished than anything 

Mildred had ever seen; for if you remember, 

I told you Mildred did not live the sweetest 

life on earth. - 

Behind a curtain on the farther side of the 

room, Mildred found six figures almost life- 

size. They had beautiful faces and beautiful 

hair and all were very handsomely dressed. 
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Indeed, they were simply huge dolls, and 
Mildred clapped her hands with delight, and 
said: ‘what fun it will be dressing them every 
day.” For Mildred, although she was quite a 
large girl, was exceedingly fond of dolls and 
loved to dress them. 

Upon the walls of this room were painted — 
delicate vines so naturally that Mildred went 
to gather one of the flowers and was surprised 
to find it a painted one. There were long 
mirrors in the room and on the floor a velvet 
carpet that looked like the softest green moss. 
There were a few chairs filled with silken 
cushions,’ and a lounge of golden brown 
material. It was an elegant room and so 
Mildred thought as she sat in one of the 
chairs and surveyed herself in a mirror. 

There was one of the figures, which, as 
she looked in the glass, Mildred thought bore 
a resemblance to herself —a lovely figure 
‘with a pink and white complexion, and shin- 
ing golden hair. Mildred was not vain, but 
the resemblance pleased her, and as she looked 
at the becoming dress the figure wore she 
said: —‘* I must make a dress like that for 
myself if I can only get the material.” 
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Then she remembered that the inscription 

said she should have aid, and she arose and 

went about the room looking for a door that 

would lead her into that part of the temple 

where the owner lived, for Mildred never fora 

moment doubted that there were people some- 

where about even if it was in a strange land. 
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CHOOSING A DRESS. 

But there was no door visible and she was 

just about to give up the search when she dis- 

covered a knob by the side of a mirror, and 

when she turned it, lo! the mirror swung in- 

wardly and revealed another room. Here 

Mildred’s wishes were fully gratified. 

Polished tables of various sizes were 

arranged about the room; shelves upon the 

walls held materials of every kind; also 

patterns of every description of dresses, 
fashion plates with explanations and direc- 

tions attached, scissors, needles, threads, in 

short, every necessary article was there for 

the dress maker’s profession. 

Mildred was in her element. She examined 

piece after piece of dainty silken material, 
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yet all so different in texture and color, for 

the purpose of selecting some one of them 

for her own dress. Finally, after wrapping 

herself in one after another of the exquisite 

draperies, she decided upon an azure blue 

silk, the mirror before which she arrayed 

herself showing this to her naturally good 

taste, to be a most becoming tint. 

‘¢ That’s right,” saida voice which startled 

her, so sudden and unexpected was it. Mil- 

dred looked about to see from whence it 

came, and up in one corner of the room near 

to the ceiling, a deep red parrot sat com- 

placently looking down upon her from its 

lofty perch. 

‘‘Oh! what a pretty bird!” cried Mildred, 
clapping her hands. ‘*Did you speak? I 

know parrots can talk. How nice to have 

one here! and I shall be so glad to take care 

of you!” 

The parrot made no reply and Mildred 
consoled herself with the thought that it . 

would talk more when it became better ac- 

quainted with her. So she kept on with her 

work. 

Having chosen material, she looked the 
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various fashion plates over for a style that 

suited her. This she was not long in doing, 

for although young she had her own ideas, 

combined with a rare artistic feeling and an 

intense love of the beautiful. She selected 

the style, read the directions printed thereon, 

and readily found among the pile of patterns 

the number indicated for this particular cos- 

tume. 

‘¢Go to supper,” said the voice again, and 

Mildred looking up at the parrot said, ‘* Oh! 
it’s you, is it? you sly rogue; but where 

shall I find my supper?” 

*¢ Look for it,” said the parrot. 

Mildred did as commanded, and soon dis- 

covered another door which she quickly 

opened. This led into a room of moderate 

dimensions where a little table was arranged 

in the center with a most tempting repast 

upon it. 

‘s This must be for me,” said Mildred, seat- 

ing herself in the one chair at the table, and 

like a dainty little lady, helping herself 

sparingly to several of the many delicacies 

before her. 

The dishes were of green and gold trans- 
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parant ware, and Mildred, rosy with happi- 

ness, lingered long at the table sipping the 

delicious tea. While sitting thus, she had 

time to observe the kind of room she was in, 

and its furnishings. It was octagon in shape, 

and the walls were composed of fine trellis 

work in gilt wire, through which the waning 

light from the immense star outside, now 

shone but faintly. The vines which covered 
it helped also to exclude the light, but not 

the sweet music of the birds, which were 

gathering in multitudes to settle upon their 

perches among the leaves for the night. The 

walls were capped with a pointed roof or 

ceiling, and tinted in pale blue, from the apex 
of which many gold chains were hung and 

attached to the golden trellised walls. The 
floor seemed of white unpolished stone, but 

glittered in the light as if studded with minute 
diamond points. 

Mildred was charmed with the birds and 
with everything about her, and her face grew 
more lovely than ever. Her heavily fringed 

blue eyes were filled with a happy dreamy 

wonderment. Her round white arms were 

resting upon the table, and now. her head 
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almost unconsciously sank upon them as the 

songs of the birds ceased, and like them, she, 

too, seemed sinking to rest. 

‘“*Go to bed,” called the strange, harsh 

voice and she instantly arose, and went in the 

direction of the sound. There sat the bird 

upon his perch, quiet as if asleep. It was so 

red in the fading light, that ‘‘ Firebrand” was 

instantly suggested, as the old open fire-place 

at her aunt’s with burning logs came to Mil- 

dred’s mind. ‘A good name for him,” she 

said, half aloud. 

‘Yes; that’ll do;” said the parrot. 

“¢T’m glad you like it,” said Mildred, ‘* but 

where is my bed, Mr. Firebrand!” 

‘* Search,” was the laconic reply. 

Promptly obeying the command she dis- 

covered another door, and opening it found 

herself in a cosy little apartment fitted up in 

the daintiest and most convenient manner. 

Pale blue hangings, fine and soft as vapor, 

floated over the two windows, and also formed _ 

a canopy over the neat little bed standing in 

one corner of the room, a bed that looked 

most inviting with its white silk coverlet and 

pillow slips embroidered in blue. Upon the 
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floor were white furry skins which buried the 

visitor’s small feet quite out of sight as she 

trod upon them. 

‘*¢ How lovely,” murmured Mildred, ‘* who 

can be so good to me? Am I in a dream? 

No; I have my senses; I can see myself ; 

feel myself; but surely this is a world I have 

never seen before exceptin dreams!” 

The small easy chairs, toilet table, etc., 

were upholstered in pale blue velvet, with 

odd shaped frames filagreed in silver. Ex- 

quisite pictures of nymphs and fairies peeped 
through the softly tinted walls smiling a 

welcome to the bewildered maiden. <A 

curtained alcove contained a bath of purest 

alabaster, into which the water constantly 

poured from the bill of a swan carved in the 

same material. 

A small globe-like lamp suspended by 
silver chains hung in a narrow niche in the 

wall throwing ‘a moon-like radiance over 

all. 

Mildred, peculiarly observant and apprecia- 
tive, had fully taken in the beauty of her 
surroundings and sat down to ponder in her 

mind what it all meant. 
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‘©Go to bed!” screamed the bird outside. 

Mildred arose immediately and without 

delay obeyed, and on the luxurious fairy-like 

couch was soon lost in sleep. 
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THE PARROT AND THE DRESS.



 



EXT morning Mildred lay half 

- asleep and half awake, listening 

quite a while to the melodious 

concert of the birds, charmed and 

perfectly content with no thought 

beyond the present. Finally the 

music ceased; and, ‘‘Get up! 

Get up;” the parrot cried. 

‘Yes; that I will,” Mildred 

responded, ‘‘ for I have work to 

do, and I long to be at it. 

She quickly arose and before the 

toilet mirror with a jewelled brush 

smoothed out her yellow silken 

curls, and thought the snowy 

cambric night dress with its pro- 

fusion of frills and ruffles was very becoming ; 

much more so indeed, than the plain gray 
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dress she was obliged to substitute. ‘* Never 
mind, I will soon have a better one,” she 

gayly said; and having made herself as neat 
as possible she entered the work-room ad- 

joining. 

‘¢ Breakfast is waiting,” said the parrot 

from his perch. 

‘Oh! yes; I had forgotten. Thank you, 

Firebrand! Why not come down and keep 

me company? Come now, quick.” She 

clapped her hands and danced up and down 

as if to scare it from its perch, until, with a 

great to do, it flapped its wings and alighted 

on her shoulder. 

‘“¢Qh! you dear, darling bird!” she said, 

caressing him: — ‘‘ you shall have a nice 

breakfast with. your little mistress.” 

Its big claws clasped her delicate little 
wrist, and stroking its bent head with the 

other hand, she carried it into the adjoining 
room and placed it tenderly on a high stool 

at the table. Rare fruits, toast, and many 

other tempting dishes were before them, to 

which Mildred did full justice, for she had 

a very good appetite after her refreshing 

sleep. 
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Firebrand was not 

forgotten and many 

delicacies were 

urged upon it by the 

pretty little hostess, 

but a fruit some- 

what resembling a 

small melon and 

some plain dark 

: bread was all it 

   

    

   

  

     

     

   

could be {induced to eat. _. neaamiifiil 

Mildred was in the best of 

spirits, talking and trying 

to joke with her solemn 'j!!



at the round ball it held in its claw. Fire- 

brand behaved very properly at the table, 

looking so wise and dignified without know- 

ing it and always waiting to be helped just 

like any other visitor. 

‘You ’re a darling Firebrand,” she repeat- 

edly said, ‘and we’re going to be the best 
of friends; aren’t we? You cunning little 

rogue, to look so sober when I’m sure you ’re 

full of fun and mischief.” She arose from 

the table and playfully ruffling the smooth, 

soft plumage upon its head, an operation it 

rather seemed to enjoy, said: —‘* You are 

very nice; but do you know I must waste no 

more time on you? I’m going to run away 

from you now; do you care? Speak, quick. 
I’m going ; good-by!” 

She went off some distance and was look- 

ing archly back to-see ‘the effect of her 
movements upon his birdship, when all of a 

sudden it set up sucha screech that almost 
frightened her out of her wits. ‘*Oh! be 
quiet, Firebrand!” she cried with both hands 

over her ears, ‘* 1 ‘ll come right back if you'll 
only stop.” 

At this the parrot became quiet and Mil- 
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dred ran back to it saying as she held out 
her wrist to which it immediately flew : — 

“No; he didn’t want his mistress to leave 

him ; poor little fellow! He shall come right 

along, so he shall!” and taking and patting 
the now satisfied bird she carried it into the 

work room. 

‘¢ What will I do with you now,” she said. 
But without giving her time to consider, it 
lifted its red flashing wings and sailed directly 

to its perch where it settled down as quietly 

as if it had never left it. 

Mildred was soon earnestly engaged in 

the, to her, delightful work of cutting and 

planning the blue silk dress selected for her- 

self. She worked steadily all day, and would 

have even neglected or forgotten to partake 

of the regularly prepared meals, had not 

Firebrand promptly reminded her to do so. 

And each time at her call, with outspread 

wings, the parrot fluttered down to her 

shoulder and was carried in triumph to the 

dining room. 

The dress was nearly completed, and Mil- 

dred tried it on to see what finishing touches 

it would need. She had followed the direc- 
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tions very closely and was quite pleased with 

the result of her first attempt. She had 

arranged and fitted the dress upon the wax 

figure which she thought resembled her, and 

which was very near her own size, for Mil- 

dred was slight and tall for her age, and. the 

figure proved most useful to the young and 

inexperienced dress maker. 

She surveyed herself from head to foot in 

one of the long mirrors; and could you have 

looked at her, you would have said there never 

was a prettier picture than that the glass dis- 

closed. The full baby waist and short sleeves 

headed with a puffing of soft white lace, and 

the simple skirt of graceful fullness suited 

her dainty girlish figure, and the tender shade 

of blue perfected the coloring of hair and 

complexion. But the young artist did not 

note any of these points, she was engrossed 

in the dress. 

Was her work all right? Could she im- 

prove it in any point? Yes; she thought she 

could. The skirt was an inch too long. She 

pinned it up the desired height. ‘* There, 

now, it’s all right!” she exclaimed triumph- 

antly. 5 
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“« All right,” echoed the parrot. 

‘©Oh, you funny Firebrand!” said Mil- 

dred, dancing over to the corner where it sat 

so silent, ‘‘ and so you think it all right?” 

‘* New slippers,” says the parrot. 

‘‘Oh, yes; that is true; but where shall I 

get them?” asked Mildred. 

‘¢ Look for them,” says the parrot. 

‘¢ That ’s what you said before,” said Mil- 

dred, as she went peering round the room; 

but not seeing the slippers, she thought to 

herself they might be in her bedroom; that 

would be the proper place for them. ‘*Ah, you 

naughty Firebrand, not to tell me where they 

are,” she said, shaking her finger at the bird 

in mock anger as she left the room and 

entered her sleeping apartment. 

Here she searched diligently, and at last, 

thoroughly concealed by a picture, she dis- 

covered a small panel which yielded to her 

pressure and flew aside, revealing a pretty 

little cabinet fitted into the wall. And there, 

before her eyes, were the daintiest slippers 

she ever saw. They had silver heels and 

were a shade darker than her blue dress, 

Mildred slipped off her clumsy leather boot 
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to try the pretty slipper, but hesitated when 

she saw her rough brown stocking. } 

‘“¢ Oh, that will never do,” she said aloud! 

‘¢ Beautiful slippers must have beautiful stock- 

ings. Who sent me the slippers? Who sent 

all the beautiful things around me? And who 

sent me here? Cinderella had a fairy god- 

mother. I never had any god-mother. But 

somebody cares for me, somebody must love 

me, and I love that somebody. Who knows 

but I may find some stockings too. I will 
look for them as Firebrand says.” So she 

went to the cabinet again and at the right, 

upon one of the small shelves, she found 

stockings of every shade. She selected a pair 

of pale pink, ‘and with natural curiosity ex- 

amined the articles upon the other shelves. 

There was linen and silken underwear of the 

finest texture, and Mildred selecting what 

she needed said: ‘How nice of them to 

leave the dresses for me to make.” 
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THE FAIRIES OF THE MIST.



 



&% OR several days a happier mortal could 

‘not be found than our busy little seams- 

tress. She arose early every morning 

at the call of the parrot, and worked 

‘diligently all day with ever increasing 

pleasure at her chosen profession. A 

second dress for herself was nearly 

completed, of an entirely différent pattern 

from the first, of finer material, and’ of*a rich 

ruby color. The jaunty little suit with gilt 

buttons and braid, red boots with gilt heels 

and cap of the same shade, resting lightly: 

upon, her blonde hair, was exceedingly pretty 

and picturesque. : 

‘ So intent had she been uponher occupation 
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that she had not even thought of going out- 
side the building, and but for the warnings 

of Firebrand would probably have forgotten 

to partake of the meals so promptly furnished. 

Another demand of Firebrand’s was a reason- 

able degree of attention to itself. With the 
closest scrutiny and interest it would watch 

the little maiden at her work, and when she 

was in doubt regarding anything, Firebrand 
would settle the question with an emphatic: 

— ‘Not right,” or ‘all right.” But when it 

did descend from its lofty perch, no spoiled 
child enjoyed petting more thoroughly. 

The second suit being at length finished, 
and our little artist becomingly attired. in it, 

cap, boots and all, Firebrand suddenly ut- 
tered a new command : — ‘¢ Come out; come 

out,” it cried, poising its flaming wings and 
quickly descending to her side where it began . 
to pull with its beak at the new frock. 
“Oh! I’ll come without force, you saucy 
Firebrand!” said Mildred playfully, taking 
it up and petting it while she went forth into 
the delightful surroundings of her temple- 
like home, 

The one great star above her head glowed 
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more and more softly as the close of the day 
drew near, and.the air was. filled with frag- 
rance of flowers and the song and twittering 
of birds as they gathered among the groves 
and vines. and Mildred chatted away to Fire- 

brand as she roamed hither and thither, or 

lingered to enjoy more fully some bewitching 

nook, 
She had now approached the border of this 

island upon which nothing grew to intercept 

the view of the water lying beautifully clear 

and tranquil around it. And Mildred, charmed 
and attracted by it beyond anything she had 

ever seen, wandered along the smooth white 

beach sloping to the water, stopping now 

and then to pick up a brilliant shell from 

among the many that lay along the shore, or 

gazing with rapture upon the magnificent 

hedge of impenetrable pink and white blos- 

soms that completely lined the opposite shore. 

‘¢ Sometime I will walk quite around the 

island,” she said; but coming upon a group 

of gray rocks, she climbed upon the largest 

and seated herself upon a projecting shelf. 

A dainty little figure she was clothed in red 

from head to foot, and Firebrand of the same 
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shade, perched contentedly upon her shoul- 

der. : 

‘¢Oh, Firebrand!” she exclaimed, ‘‘ was 

there ever anything so lovely as this?” Fire- 

brand gently pecked her cheek in reply. 

‘¢ Firebrand, were you ever here before?” 

‘* Here before,” echoed: Firebrand. 

‘‘ Firebrand, did you ever fly over the 

water?” 

‘*¢ Over the water,” echoed again. 

‘Oh! Ewould so like to go,” said Mildred. 

“To-morrow,” said Firebrand. 

“Truly?” said Mildred. 

* Truly.” 

“Oh, you dear pet!” she said, patting 

it lovingly, ‘* I shall not forget the promise. 

Look at the water, Firebrand, how dark and 

sparkling it is getting, and now it seems to 

be boiling. And the opposite shore! Look! 

look! you can no longer see the flowers.” 

And sure enough they were now veiled 
completely by a pure white mist rising from 

the water and assuming a density and shape 
like vapory figures. In silent wonder Mil- 

dred watched these strange visions of men, 

women, children and curious animals con+ 
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tinually form- 

ing and rising 

  

   

      

one above an- 

other till the 

whole air above 

and around 

seemed peopled       

  

with them; and like 

dew, the old familiar 

odor of the clethera 

exhaled from their 

flowing robes as they 

arose above the 

water’s edge. ‘Oh, 

Elfin Falls!” ex- A, / fi!



claimed Mildred, as the familiar fragrance 

aroused her. 

“This must be the bottom of them, and 
how loud the roar. Firebrand, are you asleep? 

Don’t you see it’s getting dark and time to 
go home?” 

“Go home,” echoed the parrot. 

“Well, hop upon my wrist and come 

along.” Directly the bird hopped down 
from her shoulder to her extended wrist, 

Mildred with another glance at the black, 
boiling water and the figures in the mist on 

the opposite shore, hastened homeward, filled 

with wonder, not unmixed with terror. 
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FIREBRAND, THE PILOT.



 



N the following morning, after the usual 

- bird concert which she enjoyed so much, 

Mildred arose at the call of Firebrand, 

and as the pale light from the great star 

outside shone faintly through her win- 

dow, she thought of the white visions 

  

and black water and ran to the window 

to see if they were still there. She could 

trace a dim outline of them as they seemed 

to melt away in the increasing light, and she 

thought to herself: ‘* They have been there 

all through the night.” And the water was 

regaining its tranquility, and the lovely hedge 

surrounding it became visible, and peace 

reigned as the morning broke. 

She dressed herself in her favorite blue 

silk, saying as she went into the next room: 

‘¢T71l commence a new piece of work to-day ; 
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I’ll make a costume for one of these big 
dolls ; for my head is full of ideas, and I long 

to put them in practice.” 

Approaching the tallest, for no two were 
of the same height or style, she said: ‘I 

will begin with you, my lovely lady, and ‘see 

if I can make you even prettier than you are. 

You were all placed here to help me, and 

I shall do my best to improve you and 
myself at the same time. Now, for another 
color.” 

From the well supplied shelves many pieces 
of elegant and rare material were quickly 

spread upon the table and one after another 

thrown around the model and matched against 

its rich chestnut curls and blooming peace- 
like complexion, till the taste of the young 
artist was suited. Here Firebrand pounced 
down from its perch and lighting upon Mil- 
dred’s shoulder took her small ear in its beak 
and pinched until she cried out, ‘*‘ Oh, Fire- 
brand! you naughty bird! What is the 
matter?” 

‘* Breakfast,” was the only answer. 

‘Oh! yes; I quite forgot; you wise old 

pet. Nearly starved. I know he is; well, 
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come along with its mistress we did n’t 
mean to neglect him.” 

The meal being over and Firebrand petted 
to its heart’s content, our little dressmaker 

worked steadily on for several hours never 
caring to stop, so deeply was she absorbed 
in her task. 

‘«Come out,” again screeched the parrot, 

sailing down and settling in its favorite place. 
‘¢ You frightened me with your loud scream- 

ing,” said Mildred, pressing its soft head 

against her cheek ;”” you must be more polite 

to your little mistress. But no matter, Pet 

always knows, and he always says what is 

best for her. Will he wait until she changes 
her dress?” 

‘« Changes her dress,” assents the parrot. 
In a few minutes, clad in her pretty red 

gown, with the bird upon her wrist, Mildred 
went forth into the perfumed air and made 
her way to the rock by the water side. The 
astral light was softly glowing in its place in 
the tinted dome, and the birds were singing 

in most melodious chorus. She had not for- 

gotten that Firebrand had said she should 

visit the land beyond the water, and as she 
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sat revolving the matter in her mind she 

said: + ‘‘ Firebrand, how am I to fly over the 

water; I have no wings, and you are not 

large enough to carry me? 

Find the boat,” said Firebrand, with a 

quick jerk of its head as if just roused from 

sleep. 
Mildred, ashamed of her suspicions, said : 

‘¢Forgive me, Firebrand, you never deceive 

your little mistress, do you? Come now, 

and help me find the boat.” 

So down the large rough rock, under the 

ledge she clambered, and there upon the 

water, in a cosy nook completely shadowed 

by the jutting stone, a dainty boat with gold 

trimmings lay moored. Into this she lightly 

stepped, and unfastening the chain from its 
moorings, took the gold tipped oars, and 

began to row. 

Firebrand perched upon the tiller seemed 

to enjoy the situation. 

‘Mildred was a clumsy oarsman and she 

splashed and floundered and rocked the boat, 

while Firebrand, its plumage ruffled and its 

eyes sparkling like emeralds, shrieked in 

harsh and discordant laughter. 
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The color deep- ae : 

ened on Mil- 

dred’s cheek, for 
   

        

she knew she was 

cutting anything 

  

      

    

but. a graceful 
iOher one On eahe GLE gure; so she — ap% Ziaiggs * 

3 CW er Aa, 4 my, 
said: * You may jrusy, ys       

  

    

   

    

= laugh, Firebrand. 

~but I will) show 

that Iocan 

learn to row,” and 

with firmly com- 

pressed lips the 

little maiden 

began with slow 

and measured 
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stroke to send the tiny boat through the 
waters. 

“*Good! good! Firebrand cried, and then 
it clacked with its tongue for all the world 

as a boy would have done with his hands. 

The novel exercise stimulated Mildred and 

she was herself surprised at the mastery she 

so speedily obtained over the oars. She 

turned the boat in every direction, and by 
by, Firebrand, spreading its wings, steered 

the little craft for the opposite shore and the 

hedge with the mass of pink and white blos- 

soms. 
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A STORM ON THE FAIRY SEA. 

The perfume of the flowers was delicate 

and very grateful to the sense, and when she 

had gathered and filled the boat with blos- 

soms, Mildred rested upon the oars to enjoy 

the scene. Firebrand was dozing, and there 

was such a tranquil influence in the air that 

Mildred herself sat as one in a reverie. Her 

sweet face was suffused with a look of ineffable 

peace, and she felt that there was nothing 

more to be desired in life, nothing but to float 

forever in a boat under the flowering branches 

of the lovely hedge. 

But even as she sat a change was being 

wrought. The white mist was rising; the 
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soft light was fading; and the water was 
losing its brilliant color. (A murmur was 
heard in the distance, at the sound of which 
Firebrand aroused from its doze, and flapping 
its. wings, flew from its perch on the tiller to 
the shoulder of its mistress. 

Mildred, thus recalled, looked burridly 
around and saw the blackening water and the 
rising mist, and grasping the oars she began 
to row toward the island. 

It was a difficult task, for the water boiled 
and seethed, and rose in billows which tossed 
the little boat about as if it were a bouquet 
adrift upon the ocean. 

But Mildred had courage, and although 
the murmur became a roar, and the: air was 
filled with those shadowy forms she had seen 
hefore, she never flinched, but steadily pulled 
the oars. 

The mist thickened, and the light had al- 
most disappeared when Mildred found that 
she was out of her course and steering for 
an island, in the centre of which was a high 
conical hill. But any port in a storm, and 
soon Mildred espied a cove into which she 
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ran her frail craft, and leaping out upon the 

sandy beach was heartily thankful to be on 

dry land again. 
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WHERE THE FAIRIES DANCED. 

But here Mildred was a stranger. It was 

dark and she could not see beyond the beach 

which seemed to be composed of phosphor- 

escent sand. Firebrand, to keep her courage 

up sang out ‘‘ never mind, this is the Fairies 
Isle and nothing will harm you!” 

‘¢ The Fairies Isle,” indeed, said Mildred, 

‘Cand will I see the fairies?” 

She hardly ceased speaking when the side 

of the conical hill was opened and from the 

interior streamed a bright light and a troop 
of the most graceful little creatures with 

shimmering wings and flowing robes of sea 
green gauze. Mildred was delighted, and 
sat on a mossy bank and watched the fairies 

at their merry revels; for they were dancing 
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‘in the light which came out of the hill, and 
the music seemed to come from the dome 

overhead, so soft was it and so sweet. 

After the dance there came a procession of 

fairies and their attendant gnomes, the fun- 

niest little chaps, and then the queen came 

and smiled so sweetly on Mildred, that the 

little miss was almost tempted to gather her 

majesty in her arms and give her a kiss. 

What would have happened had she done 

so, I’m. sure I cannot. say; but it was just 

as well perhaps that Mildred did not let her 

feelings lead her into any affectionate demon- 

stration. 

When the fairies had all re-entered the 

hill, the soft soothing music lulled Mildred to 

sleep, and when she awoke next morning, 

lo! she was lying in her own bed, in the 

temple. How she ever got there she never 

knew ; but Firebrand’s eyes twinkled and it 

was plain that the bird knew more than it 

was disposed to tell. 
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HOW SHE LEFT ELFIN LAND.



 



EEK S:had passed and Mil- 

dred had made much progress 

in her art. Indeed, she was as 

perfect a dressmaker as one 

could find for she had clothed 

the models in the most becom- 

  

ing garments all cut and made 

with her own hands. 

One day while putting the finishing 

touches on the last of the six she said: 

‘¢ There my lady, I think you will do now. 

I can’t say which of you is the most beauti- 

ful, but I am very sure that could you see 

yourselves as I see you, you would be proud, 

and you would thank your dressmaker.” 
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‘*We do thank you,” came in reply, and 

Mildred thought at first that one of these in- 

animate figures had spoken; but it was only 
Firebrand perched behind them. 

‘Oh, you funny bird!” she cried, ‘you 

are always playing tricks upon your mistress. 

But come here now and answer my ques- 

tions.” 

So seating herself upon a divan she began: 

‘Firebrand, I have been here for. many 

months. I have learned many things. I 

have dressed these pretty figures, as you see, 

but I do not feel that they are quite right. 

Will you tell me what you think?” 

‘¢ They are quite right” was the parrot’s 

brief reply. 

‘¢Oh, thank you very much for that. I 

was afraid to think so; but now that you say 

so, I feel very much encouraged. I have 

tried to make the most of my opportunities, 

and I would like very much to dress real 

ladies and make them look as handsome as 

the figures do. Do you think I can do it 
now?” 

‘¢' You can do it,” was all the parrot said. 
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Mildred scratched his head and said: ‘¢ Thank 

you again. You have been my only critic 

and adviser and I am very proud to know 
that you think me capable of doing what I 

so much wish to do. And now that you have 

said this to me, don’t you think I ought to go 

back to my home in the valley. I have been 

away for a whole year and I would so like to 

see Harry and Tom ; and—yes, I think I would 

be glad to see aunty too, for now that I know 

so much I would not have to scrub the floor 

and do the chores.” 

Firebrand cocked its eye, and reflecting a 

while said: ‘* You ought to go.” 

*¢ And will you go with me? she asked. 

The parrot was silent. 

‘¢ Won't you?” Mildred pleaded. 

And still Firebrand refused to answer ; but 

instead a voice came from somewhere, a voice 

unlike anything Mildred has ever heard in 

this strange place and it said: ‘* Firebrand is 

not of your world; Firebrand’s mission is 

here. 

This strange voice alarmed Mildred very 

much and the information it imparted gave 
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her great disappointment, and I’m afraid 
she shed a few tears that night as she stroked 
her crimson pet and told it ** good night.” 
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MILDRED MUST GO. 

Next morning, Firebrand called its mistress 

at an earlier hour than usual, and after break- 

fast it said in very good English: ‘* My dear 
mistress, your time in Elfin Land has almost 

passed. We must now part.” 

Mildred said nothing at first for she was 

very sad; but when she had became more 

composed she asked if she might be per- 

mitted to carry away any of the things she 

had used in her effort to become a dress- 

maker. 

'*. Firebrand shook its head and said: ‘¢There 

is only one thing you can take from Elfin 

Land that will remain the same in your 

mortal world. All these books and patterns 

would disappear if they were taken into the 

sunlight; and even I would change and be 
no more the bird I am.” 
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‘©Oh, but if that is the case, what am I to 

do about my clothes ; for these you know, are 

Elfin clothes and I don’t think I could pos- 

sibly squeeze into my old frock, I have grown 

so much since I first came here?” 

Firebrand scratched its head with its claw 

and seemed to be sorely puzzled. It would 

not do to send the young lady back without 

clothing of some kind, so it finally decided, 

by some magical means such as elves only 

know, that Mildred’s clothes would be con- 

verted into mortal attire before she reached 

the border line. 

The assurance made Mildred feel more at 

ease; and so she asked Firebrand when she 

would set out upon her journey and who 

would accompany her. 

‘¢T will go with you as far as I dare,” said 

the bird, ‘‘and we will start as soon as you 

? 

have gone to the recess in your room and 

brought the casket you will find there.” 

: Away Mildred skipped, for now that she 

was prepared to leave, she began to feel a 

sense of joy that she would see the sun again, 

the trees, the birds and the people, Tom and 

Harry, and even the severe old aunt. 
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She found the casket, a strange affair in 
carved ebony, and brought it to the bird who 
bade her open it. Great was her delight to find 
it filled with precious stones of every kind. 
This box she tied ina handkerchief, and put- 
ting on her hat, went out with Firebrand on 
her shoulder and took her seat in the boat.



 



MILDRED, THE GENIE AND THE 
BIRD. 

Over the water the boat in which Mildred 
had spent many happy hours, glided under 
the stroke of her oars; for she was now quite 

expert, and was not at all afraid when the 

water was rough as it sometimes was. Fire- 
brand sat in its accustomed place on the tiller 

and guided the boat toward a narrow opening 
in the hedge of Perpetual Bloom. Mildred 
had never, during her stay, been behind that 
hedge, nor had she any idea at all what it 
hid from her; so when the boat glided into. 
this narrow canal she naturally thought she 
was going to see what the hedge had so long 
concealed from her. 

But she was sadly disappointed, for the 
hedge continued on both sides of the canal, 

and so close were the flowers that their frag- 
rance seemed to thicken the air. 
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And so Mildred rowed in silence. She did 
not feel disposed to speak, for she was sad at 
the thought of parting from her only com- 
panion, even while she rejoiced that she was 
to be restored to liberty. 

- Firebrand was also silent; but its eye was 
bright and full of a strange and unnatural 
interest. 

After a time, the hedge was flanked by 
‘trees that met over the canal, and through 
this arch of greenery the boat went until it 
came to a mountain that rose abruptly from 
the banks. 

Firebrand steered the boat toward a white 
beach, and when the keel grated on the sand, 
it flew ashore and rested on a bough. 

Mildred also left the boat and asked, with 
some curiosity, where she was and what she 
was going to do. To all of which the par- 
rot replied: ‘* Follow me and all will be well 
with you.” 

So, grasping her handkerchief which con- 
tained the box of jewels, Mildred followed 
the parrot up a steep and narrow path which 
led to a great bronze gate. Here, at Fire- 
brand’s suggestion, she knocked, and the gate 
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was opened by an invisible hand. She en- 
tered with the bird upon her shoulder into a 

great and gloomy yard surrounding a mighty 

castle. As the bird still urged her on, she 

ascended a winding stair which led to the 

door of the castle and knocked again. 

Over the door there was an opening. Into 

this Firebrand flew, and a minute later, Mil- 

dred was welcomed to the castle by a very 

nice old gentleman in flowing robes, who said 

he was glad to see her and that he would be 

pleased to do anything he could to equip her 

for her journey to mortal land. 

‘¢ The way is long” he said; ‘tbut if you have 

courage you will reach there in time to see 

the sun you love so much go down.” 

Mildred felt very certain that this was her 

good familiar, the Genie of the Elfin Land; 

but she did not ask him any questions. In- 

deed, she was far too busily engaged looking 

everywhere for a glimpse of Firebrand to 

think of anything else. 

But when the old man took her by the 

hand and led her into the great hall with its 

mighty roof and gigantic columns, she plucked 

up courage to ask where Firebrand had gone. 

215



The old man smiled and patting her head 

said, Firebrand had gone, but had left a 

message saying that it would always remem- 

ber her and would visit her in mortal land. 

She would not see it, but it would be there 

to help her out of any difficulty; for Fire- 

brand was not a parrot at all, but the Spirit 

of Understanding which had silently instructed 

Mildred in all she had accomplished. 

This information did not particularly please 

Mildred at first, for she remembered that she 

had said many silly things to this sage guard- 

ian and counsellor. 

However, she had little time to grieve, for 

the old man led her up the winding stairs to 

the roof of the castle, and from there she 

saw for the first time, what it was that lay 

behind the hedge of Perpetual Bloom. It 

was a sterile plain, covered with thorns and 

rocks, a dreary dismal place. The light 
from the pendant star failed to dispel its 

gloom, and there were black shadows and 

yawning pits everywhere about. 

Mildred was shocked to find that the para- 

dise she had lived in so long should have 

been so near this dreadful solitude, and the 
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Genie divining her thoughts said: ‘+ This is 

the Plain of Discontent. When those who 

have come to Elfin Land as you have come, 

fail to make good use of the opportunities 

they have received, or when they are lazy or 

discontented, they are turned adrift on this 

plain to find their way back into the world 

where they forever afterwards live in misery. 

‘¢ But those who have been diligent as you 

have been, are carried over the dismal Plain 

of Discontent and landed on the border line 

across which the sun never shines. You have 

been faithful, you have been industrious, and 

your reward lies in the future, and in the 

world.” 

When he had said this he lifted his hand, 

and a huge bird of purest white came stalking 

across the roof,.and mounting the parapet, 

stood there with its wings poised in a grace- 

ful attitude of expectancy. Upon its back 

was a seat into which the Genie handed Mil- 

dred, and when she was comfortably settled 

he said: ‘+ Farewell!” waved his hand 

again, and the bird rose in the air so steadily 

and yet so swiftly, that Mildred felt no sense 

of fear whatever. 
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And so they sailed and sailed through the 

gray mist and the black shadows, the bird 

never faltering while its fair passenger won- 

dered when the journey would end and where. 

And wondering thus, the gentle motion lulled 

her to sleep, and she awoke to find herself 

lying among the clover in the meadow through 

-which the brook meandered before it tumbled 

over Elfin Falls. 
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WHAT BECAME OF THEM.



 



   
—— AVING told you what befell 

these children in Elfin Land, 

you will be anxious to know 

something of their experiences 

in the world. 1 would like very 

much to tell you their names 

and whee they live and all about them; but 

I do not think they would thank me for doing 

so; for you see they lost all memory of what 

happened in Elfin Land, and only retained 

the knowledge they had acquired while there. 

Mildred, when she had visited her aunt, 

went into the city where with the proceeds 

of some. of the jewels she retained, she set 

up in business as a ‘* modiste ”—as T believe it 

is the fashion now-a-days to call a dress- 

maker. Her art was so perfect that she did 
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not lack for patronage, and soon she had to 

extend her establishment and employ many 

assistants. She grew rich, so rich that she 

decided to build a magnificent house in the 

fashionable quarter of the city. 

So she sought out an architect who was 

famous, and whose name was similar to that 

of her old playmate; and great indeed was 

her surprise to learn that it was really her 

old playmate, who soon after.his return from 

Elfin Land went to the city and earned a great 

reputation. 

Of course, they were very much delighted 

to meet each other again, although Mildred 

blushed a little and Harry stammered. He 

drew the plans for the house, and one even- 

ing he invited her to go and see a wonderful 

exhibition which was all the rage in the town. 

‘¢ Signor Tomasso,”’ the great horse trainer, 

was giving performances in the amphithea- 

ter, crowding it to the doors every night. Of 

course, you know already that ‘‘ Signor 

Tomasso” wasour old friend Tom, but Mildred 

and Harry did not know it until they went to 

the performance and saw him subdue vicious 

animals and exhibit those he had trained. 
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They made haste to make themselves 

known, and Tom was delighted. He had 

been around the world and was now rich 

enough to retire had he been disposed to do 

so; but the public demanded his exhibition 

and so he continued to give it. 

Often did the three playmates meet. Al- 

though years had passed none of them had 

married. It would have been difficult to say 

which of the two loved Mildred most; and 

still more difficult to say which of the two 

Mildred preferred. But a time came when 

the preference was made and Mildred became 

—well, who do you think; Mrs. Harry or 

Mrs. Tom? 
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