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CINDERELLA'S COUSIN. | 

PART I. 

: uA MILY quarrels are very sad things, even 
ei when the family all make it up, and kiss 

awe! and forgive each other in a little while—a 

few weeks at the outside—and things go smoother, 

perhaps, after the rupture than ever they did before. 

Now the quarrel which occurred in a certain family 

long ago was a very sad and a very serious affair 

indeed; and the girl who had caused it all was never 

really forgiven, not even when all of those she had 

offended were dead except her own sister Tabitha; or 

when, tired and weary of this world and all its troubles, 

she herself died too, leaving a poor, friendless little 

daughter behind her.” 
Little Griselda was very good and quiet and gentle 

—not the least like what her mother had been when 

she was young. She never fretted over their poverty, 

and the poor clothes and scanty food it forced them
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to put up with, or envied anyone who was better 

off than herself, until at last her mother fell very ill, 

and the doctor ordered her beef-tea and jelly and 

port wine, and the poor wee girl had the sorrow of 

knowing that there was no money to buy luxuries-— 

only just enough for the bare necessities of life, and 

perhaps not always that. 

It is very hard for anyone to be poor—really poor, 

I mean; and when little Griselda’s mother was quite 

young—before she very foolishly ran away from her 

old home to marry a man who was altogether unfit to 

take care of, and beneath, her in every way—she had 

been used to every comfort that money could buy. 

When the troubles came, therefore, and she had to face 

the world with her little daughter, with only what she 

earned by needlework to support her, it was no wonder 

that the poor woman’s strength failed her. She 

grew weaker and weaker as the years went by, until 

at last she had a very severe illness; and on the 

morning that Griselda the younger was fifteen, the 

doctor told her kindly, but as if he was quite sure of — 

what he said, that her mother could not live more than 

a few days, and that perhaps it would not be so long 

as that. 

Now Griselda had unlimited faith in this doctor. 

She believed that if he chose he could do anything 

with his wonderful instruments and medicines, so she 

only cried bitterly, and went on imploring him to
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make haste and cure her mother. But the doctor, 

who though he could be kind enough sometimes, was 

rather a bad-tempered man, and a very busy one, only 

answered shortly that she had better stop crying and 

' make her mother some broth, if there was no jelly, 

which was the right thing for her. ; 

Later in the day, when Griselda was sitting quietly 

at the window of the sick-room, her mother called her 

to come close to the bedside, and placed a small packet 

into her hand. 

“Tt is a letter to your Aunt Tabitha,” she said 

faintly. ‘I have asked her to give you a home, and 

I do not think that, hard and unforgiving as she is, 

she can refuse it. I have told her that you are accus- 

tomed to being useful, and can earn all I ask for you, 

if she does not choose you to be brought up with her 

own daughters. Can you read the address?” 

Griselda read it aloud at once. She knew where 

the house was quite well, and was astounded at find- 

ing that she had an aunt living in such a grand place. 

“Could you find your way?” asked the sick woman 

anxiously. 

‘Oh, yes! But it is a great way off. I shall be 

gone a long time,” said Griselda doubtfully. 

“Never mind that. I want you to start now, so 

that I may have my mind at rest before I die. Go 

immediately.” 

So Griselda took her threadbare cloak from the peg
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it occupied on the wall, and began trying to arrange 

the shabby ribbons on her hat more tidily. 

“You had better take my black shawl,” said her 

mother. “ Your cloak will hardly hang together, and 

that hat is almost as bad. Your Aunt Tabitha will 

see the result of my foolishness, and I only hope it 

won’t harden her heart. Don’t ask to see her, but the 

servant will take the note up, and you must wait for 

an answer.” 

So poor little Griselda trudged off, feeling very small 

and sad and lonely. It was indeed a long, long way, 

and she was tired and footsore when she reached the 

gate of her aunt’s mansion; and so dusty and shabbily 

dressed did she look that the grand footman, with 

powdered hair and white stockings, thought she was 

a beggar-girl from the streets, and was not at all in- 

clined to be civil to her. 

“What do you want, I should like to know? and 

what do you mean by coming to the front door and 

bringing me up from the pantry?” he demanded with 

such a terrible frown that the unlucky little girl was 

frightened out of her wits. 

“T have a note for the baroness,” she faltered, hold- 

ing out the packet shyly. 

The gorgeous footman examined it minutely. 

“ Any answer?” he inquired. 

“Ves, Mother told me to wait.” 

“Oh, well, I suppose it must go up? You can stand
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there out of the way,” he added, pointing to a dark 

corner under the stairs, which was decorated with cob- 

webs and the sweepings of weeks from the hall. So 

Griselda retired into the darkness, feeling much obliged 
to it for hiding her from prying eyes. She waited for 
some time, until at last she heard the footman’s step 

upon the stairs again, and he stood before her looking 

a little less scornful than before. 

“ My lady is coming down to speak to you, so you 

had better get-out of that dust-hole. Her ladyship 

can’t be expected to sully her silks and satins with 

cobwebs for the likes of you,” he observed loftily, 

looking much as if Griselda had herself selected the 

somewhat unpleasant situation in life which she was 

occupying. She came very timidly out into the day- 
light again, just as the rustling of a lady’s skirts an- 

nounced the approach of her Aunt Tabitha, and there 
appeared a tall form dressed in crimson satin, with a 
long train trailing behind it. 

Griselda, who was blushing violently, felt exceed- 

ingly uncomfortable, but she managed to drop a sedate 
little curtsy, and stood waiting nervously to see what 
the grand lady had to say. 

“Your mother is very ill, I see from this?” began 
the baroness, shaking the note which she held in her 
hand. 

“Yes, madam,” said Griselda choking back an un- 

ruly sob; “she is dying!”
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“Well, well!” said the lady impatiently, “we must 

all come to that sometime, and your mother has 

brought all her troubles on herself. She seems to 

have made no provision for you, so you may tell her, 

in answer to this note, that when it is over, if you 

come to me and behave yourself I will give you a 

comfortable home. Only have the kindness to appear 

in clothes which are a little less disreputable than those 

you have on, and remember that you will be expected 

to make yourself useful.” 

All this was said in such a stern tone, and the lady 

frowned so severely, that Griselda, in spite of an idea 

she had that she ought to be very much obliged, was 

too much frightened to say anything but a very falter- 

ing “Thank you.” 

“You may as well go now,” the lady added coldly. 

So Griselda turned towards the door and was trudging 

off again silently, when she was called back ina kinder 

voice. 

“Perhaps you would like to take these home with 

you?” and the baroness held out a lovely little basket 

of purple and white grapes which had been standing 

on the hall table. 

Griselda was almost too much overjoyed for words. 

They were just what her mother wanted. 

“Oh, thank you—thank you very much!” she cried 

so eagerly that the proud lady could not help smil- 

ing. 
X
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“You may come back for some more in a day or 

two, but do not tell your mother that I sent them, and 

remember that on no account will I see her, no matter 

how often she asks me to do so,” were her parting 

words, and Griselda went down the long avenue feel- 

ing that her walk had not been in vain, though she was 

more pleased with the delicate grapes than with the 

home which had been promised her. Life with her 

own dear mother and poverty as companions was un- 

comfortable enough; but she had a feeling that with 

that cold, cross-looking lady and her riches it would be 
far worse—in which surmise she was right, more so 

than she knew at the time. 

She reached her home earlier than she expected, and 

went upstairs at once with the basket of grapes. But 

it was too late; her mother would never want fruit or 

anything else in this world again. Griselda gave only 
one glance at the still white form lying on the bed, and 
then she knew that she was motherless. : 

PART II. 

HEY were sad, dreary days which followed. Gris- 
elda had never been very happy in that dingy 

little lodging-house; she had had hunger and cold and 
privations of all sorts to endure there, and they had
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been obliged to sell long ago everything which had 

once made their room bright and pretty, to buy food 

with, so that there was nothing but the remembrance 

that her mother had lived there to make home attrac- 

tive now. Still, it was home—the only one she could 

remember—and she clung to it as long as possible— 

as long as she had money enough left to pay the land- 

lady her rent, and to buy the little rolls of bread, which 

were the cheapest form of food she could live on. The 

basket of grapes took the place of butter for a time, 

but they did not last for ever, any more than the small 

store of coins hidden away behind the wooden bed- 

stead did; and there came a day when Griselda could 

no longer put off going to her aunt’s house, but had 

to dress herself as respectably as she could in the 

garments she had manufactured out of some of her 

mother’s clothes, and trudge off to the mansion with 

her tiny bundle in her hand, and a sharp, home-sick 

pain in her heart. 

She reached the gate at last, and walked slowly up 

the avenue trying to gather up her courage for the 

meeting with her aunt, instead of quaking and trem- 

bling as though she was going to have a tooth out. 

- “Tf only Aunt Tabitha didn’t look as if she thought 

herself so grand, I shouldn’t feel as uncomfortable as I 

do; but. she has a way of making one feel like a black 

beetle talking to a peacock, which takes all the stiffen- 

ing out of one,” sighed Griselda to herself as she waited
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at the hall door for the gorgeous footman to appear in 

answer to her feeble tug at the bell. She was very — 

nearly as much afraid of him and his magnificence as 

of his mistress and hers. 

He did not look quite so much as if he thought she 

had no business at the front door this time, and left 

her sitting down in the hall instead of standing among 
the cobwebs under the stairs. Still, Griselda felt that 

she was of no consequence—that there was nobody 

who cared the least about her, and she could not help 

being very lonely and miserable 

The footman had said that her aunt was out driving 
with the young ladies; and before very long there was 
a sound of wheels, and a splendid red and green 
chariot, drawn by four horses, drove up to the door. 
The baroness got out and her two daughters followed— 
Griselda could see them plainly through the window, 
and she looked eagerly to see what her cousins were like. 
They were tremendously fashionable young ladies, 
dressed very showily in silks and velvets; but they 
had a discontented, disagreeable expression, which 
showed that their dispositions were none of the 
sweetest. Several footmen came at the first sound 
of wheels to open the door, help the ladies out of the 
chariot, and carry in their shawls and rugs; and for a 
minute or two Griselda stood unnoticed in the crowd. 
But presently the baroness caught sight of her. 

“Oh! so you are come!” she said coldly. “I must
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send you up to the maid’s room until you have some 

decent clothes. Are those the best you possess?” 
“Yes, my lady,” faltered Griselda, feeling bitterly 

ashamed of her poverty-stricken appearance, and 
wondering if she ought to address the baroness as 
Aunt Tabitha, or keep to the more respectful term, 

which sounded the correct thing, and came altogether 
easier. 

“We must see to that then,” went on her ladyship. 
“There are your cousins Rosalind and Matilda; you 
must tryand learn to be useful to them. Mrs. Dolerums!” 

“T am here, my lady.” And a very fat woman, 
dressed in black alpaca, waddled hastily up from the 
background. 

“This is my housekeeper—Mrs. Dolerums,” ex- 
plained her ladyship. “She will take you to the maid’s 
room and give directions to her for making some 
respectable frocks that you can wear. They might be 
made perfectly well out of some of the young ladies’ 
old ones, Dolerums. You will see that Higgins doesn’t 
go cutting any new stuff. Take the girl to her now.” 
And Griselda followed Mrs. Dolerums up the steep 
stairs—up—up—until they came to a landing with no 
carpet on the floor, where dust-pans, brushes, empty 
water-cans, and all kinds of housemaids’ appliances 
were plentifully strewed about. The housekeeper 
stopped at the open door of a small, poorly-furnished 

room, where two women were sitting working. It was 
(472)
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full of working materials, and there were several half- 
made dresses lying about. : 

“ Here’s the young lady as mistress said was to have 
dresses made her,” observed Mrs. Dolerums, subsid- 

ing into the nearest chair with a plump as she pointed 
contemptuously to Griselda, who was painfully con- 
scious of her shabby clothes, and looked dreadfully 
abashed. 

“She needs them—there’s no doubt of that,” re- 

sponded Miss Higgins, putting down her work, and 
going over to a chest of drawers from which she 
produced several half-worn and quite discarded gar- 
ments of Rosalind’s and Matilda’s. ‘This ought to 
do—and there,” she said, pulling out a dark blue serge, 
a faded gray woollen dress, and a white one with a 
great many tears in it. 

“They'll do well enough—they’re only a great deal 
too good,” snapped Mrs. Dolerums, who was too fat to 
be greatly pleased at having been brought upstairs 
for any purpose not directly advantageous to herself. 
“You'd better keep the brat here until one of them is | 
ready, her ladyship doesn’t want her down-stairs again in 
those rags she’s got on at present.” So the stout house- 
keeper waddled down, and Griselda stayed upstairs, and 
sat on a wooden hat-box for the next four hours, when 
the first dress was finished. She had never had such 
good dresses as the three Higgins manufactured before, 
and just at first she felt quite proud of them; but in a 

(472) B
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few days, when she saw what splendid dresses her 
cousins wore, and how many they had of them, she 
could not help feeling the difference, and wondering 
whether her mother would be very sorry if she knew 
that her little daughter was jealous. 

It was very hard to be good and contented—every- 
thing was very hard, for no one seemed to care about 
the unlucky little girl, no one ever spoke to her except 
to order her to do something—to dust the china, to 
mend the carpets, to run errands—to do anything and 
everything which nobody else cared todo. Very often 
she went without her dinner or tea, just because no 
one remembered to give it to her, for the baroness 
would not allow her to eat in the dining-room with 
herself and her daughters, and Griselda shrank instinc- 
tively from the servants’ hall; besides, the only time 
she appeared there Mrs. Dolerums told her sharply 
that it was not the place for her, and the cook gave 
her a piece of bread and butter to eat outside. So 
that altogether she felt very much like the poor little 
kittens who lose their way in London, and go mewing 
piteously about from house to house until some one 
takes pity on them and gives them a home. 

Rosalind and Matilda went out to a greatmany parties, 
but, of course, though Griselda as she grew older often 
helped to dress them, she was never taken to any of 
the nice places they went to, and even when there 
was a party at home she was never allowed to appear
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-—indeed, she had not a dress in which it would have 

been possible for her to do so, for several years had 

gone by, and she had grown taller than either of her 

cousins, so that their old things did not fit her as well 

as they used to. ‘The baroness gave an extra big party 

to celebrate the twenty-first birthday of her eldest 

daughter, and Griselda was nearly run off her feet for 

two or three days before it, helping the servants to get 

things ready. She was quite worn out when the event- 

ful evening came, but she brushed out both the sisters’ 
thick hair and curled and braided it, because she did 

it so much better than anyone else—even the baroness’ 

own maid, who, as she was wont to announce in the 

servants’ hall, had spent a small fortune in learning the 

art of hair-dressing. 

Rosalind and Matilda were busy talking over the 

clothes and jewels they meant to wear; but that matter 

was soon settled, and then they began discussing all 

the guests who had been invited, particularly a certain 

Prince Jasper, who had just arrived from foreign parts, 
and of whom everyone was talking. 

“They say he is so wonderfully handsome and 
charming in every way,” murmured Matilda wist- 
fully. 

“Ves; and they say that the kingdom his father is 
going to give him when he returns is one of the most 
magnificent in the land; and he is enormously rich as 
it is. I hope we shall have plenty of opportunities of
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talking to him, sister,” observed Rosalind, who was 

strictly practical. 

“T wish there was any chance of my seeing this won- 
derful prince,” sighed Griselda. “ One would think I 

must be a far-off cousin of Cinderella’s—of a Cinder- 

ella without a fairy godmother at least. I never have 
a minute to enjoy myself in.” 
“Mama would say. you were an ungrateful little 

brat if she heard you!” exclaimed Rosalind sharply. 
“She was telling Mrs. Dolerums the other day that 
you are very lucky to have such a comfortable home, 
and ought to do a great deal more than you do in 
return for it. Do plait my hair more smoothly, for 

pity’s sake!” 

“Never mind,” whispered Matilda, who saw great 
hot tears welling up in her cousin’s blue eyes, “if you 
hide in the gallery, over the hall, you will see us all 
coming out of the dining-room after supper, and you 
will know the prince, because he always wears a dia- 
mond star on his left shoulder.” 

So Griselda, who wisely determined to see as much 
of the fun as she could, hid behind a great stuffed 

eagle in the gallery; and just when she was getting so 
tired of waiting that she felt almost inclined to go to 

_ bed the dining-room door opened, the musicians in 

the hall began playing some lively music, and all the 

guests trooped out into the dancing-room beyond. 
Rosalind was talking very fast to a tall, handsome
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young man, and when he turned half round to look at 

a picture she was showing him Griselda saw that he 

had a splendid diamond star flashing on his left shoul- 

der. So she knew that she had seen the prince; and 

then, feeling very tired and lonely and unhappy, she 

went off to her little bed, so as to be ready to get up 

at five o’clock and help to put the rooms straight again 

as soon as the guests had all gone away. 

Now, as Griselda had a good conscience, she usually 

slept very soundly indeed. But that night she had a 

dream which made a great impression upon her. She 

dreamed that when she went out for her usual daily 

walk along the road which ran outside the avenue she 

noticed a path running through a little wood there 

was, which she had never seen before—I mean that 

she had never seen the path, not the wood. Her 

dream was very real and vivid, and she could remem- 

ber quite distinctly every turning she took, for she 
turned down the path at once. It led right through 

the wood, until at last she came to a place where there 

were two large trees a good way apart, with an extra- 

ordinary amount of thick ivy hanging from the upper 
branches, so that it made quite a curtain down to the 

ground. Then Griselda pushed the festoons of ivy 
aside, and, stepping through it, found herself in a large 
square space which had been carefully cleared away in 
the middle of the wood, with little groups of shrubs 
planted here and there—some of the biggest with a
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seat under them—and a large well of beautifully clear 

water in the middle. Griselda went on dreaming that 

she sat down on the most comfortable seat to rest, 

that presently she heard a step, and that when she 

looked up she saw Prince Jasper, with his diamond 

’ star flashing away in the sunlight, standing beside her 

looking at her very earnestly. She woke up with a 

start just then, for the clock on the landing was strik- 

ing five, and she knew it was time to get up; but her 

head was full of her dream all the time she was dress- 

ing, though later on in the day, when she was in the 

midst of her work, she forgot all about it. But the 

next night she dreamt exactly the same dream over 

again, and so she did on the third, only that that time 

the prince came and sat down beside her. Now, on 

the third morning Griselda awoke feeling very excited. 

All these repetitions of the same dream naturally made 

a great impression on her, and when she had done her 

morning’s work and was ready for her daily walk she 

determined to find her way to the wood she had seen 

in her dream and look for the path. 

“JT have passed the wood very often without seeing 

it, certainly,” she said to herself; “but then I never 

noticed. very particularly, and the trees are thick near 

the end.” 

So she made her way down the long avenue out on 

to the road, and when she came to the wood she 

poked about among the trees, and there, sure enough,
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was the path just as she had dreamt it was. So she 

went along it until she came to the curtain of ivy 

between the two large trees that she had dreamt of, 

pushed it aside, stepped into the open space, and sat 

down on the very seat that she had. occupied in her 

dream. ‘Then she waited, feeling excited and breath- 

less, and hardly knowing what to expect. Only she 

felt sure that something was going to happen. And so 

it did. 
Presently there was a sound of footsteps coming 

from the opposite side of the wood to which Griselda 

had entered. ‘They were slow, irregular, rather feeble 

footsteps, not like those of a strong young man; but 

Griselda, whose head was full of her dream, did not 

notice that. So when, instead of Prince Jasper, there 

appeared through the bushes a very old woman, dressed 

in a scarlet cloak, high-heeled shoes, and a tall black 

hat—altogether in the Mother Hubbard style—besides 

being surprised, she was a little disappointed. 

The old woman seemed very weak and infirm. She 

helped herself along with a big gold-headed stick 

which she carried, and she had a horn water-bottle 

slung over her shoulder. When she reached the well 

she tried several times to go down the steep steps 

which led to it, and then, finding she could not manage 

them, she tried to lower the bottle by its chain, and 

fill it that way. Now Griselda was always only too 

pleased at getting an opportunity of helping anyone,
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so, though she felt a little afraid of the old woman, 
she got up at once and offered to draw the water for 
her. The old lady thanked her and drank a deep 
draught of the fresh clear water with which Griselda 
had filled the bottle. 

Then she looked at the girl rather queerly, and told 
her to fetch a bundle of weeds, which someone had left 
lying about on the other sidé of the well. Griselda 
brought them, feeling decidedly bewildered. 

“Thank you. I know all your troubles, Griselda, 
and the queen of the fairies, who has had her eye upon 
you for some time, sent me to put matters straight for 
you. She likes to look after everyone who is treated 
unkindly or unfairly, and has not a fairy godmother 
like Cinderella. She sent Puck to regulate your 
dreams three nights ago, and as you have found your 
way here, I suppose he attended to his business 
properly for once. The first things you want are 
decent clothes, and with them I have orders to pro- 
vide you.” Whereupon the old lady touched the 
bundle of weeds with her stick, and it immediately 
became a gray woollen cloak—rather a shabby one— 
exactly like what Griselda was wearing, in fact. 

“TI daresay you don’t think that a very splendid 
article; but that is only because you don’t know any- 
thing about it,” she observed. “Take your own cloak 
off, and put on this one.” 

Griselda obeyed without a word. The old woman’s
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behaviour was very strange certainly, but she looked 

too kind to mean any harm. As soon as the old cloak 

fell upon the ground it turned of its own accord into 

a bundle of weeds, which looked just like what the new 

one had been made out of. Griselda was too much 

astonished to do anything but stare, and stood quietly 

waiting to see what would happen next. 

“That is a magic cloak,” went on the old woman. 

“Jt looks exactly like your old one to mortal eyes, but 

any lady in the land would give all her jewels to pos- 

sess it, if she only knew what it is precisely. You 

need never be shabbily dressed any more—except 

when it suits you. You have only to twist the third 

button from the top once whenever you want to look 

nice, and you will be dressed immediately in the most 

handsome clothes and jewels imaginable—as far as is 

suitable to the occasion at least—without so much as 

the trouble of putting them on. When you wish to re- 

sume your ordinary clothes again you have only to wish 

to do so and you will be attired at once just as you 

were when you twisted the button. Good-bye, Gris- 

elda, there are better times in store. I recommend 

you to try the properties of that button now;” with 

which bit of advice the wonderful old woman vanished. 

Griselda naturally felt very curious to see if the old 

woman had really spoken the truth, so she promptly 

did as she was told, and twisted the button. When, 

lo and behold! in the twinkling of an eye—in less
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time than it would take you to say Peter Perkins— 
every garment that she had on was changed; all her 
worn-out, dowdy-looking clothes disappeared com- 
pletely, even the wonderful cloak, and she felt a 

beautiful costume of blue velvet trimmed with fur slip 
on to her almost imperceptibly. She looked at her 
feet: they were stowed away into the most fascinating - 
little shoes, showing blue silk stockings; her hands 
were covered with delicate kid gloves; and looking 
down into the clear water she could see that her hat 
was one of the prettiest she had ever beheld. 

“This,” murmured the astonished girl to herself, “is 
really very like Cinderella.” 

She felt a little pull at the back of her dress just 

then, though when she turned round there was no one 
in sight; but she was conscious of some invisible force 
which seemed to drag her in the direction of the seat 

she had quitted, and, feeling tired, she went and sat 
down there. She was ready for a rest after all the 
excitement, and she had done a hard morning’s work, 
which was some.excuse perhaps. At anyrate, instead 
of staying wide awake, as she intended, to see what 
would happen next, she quietly dropped off to sleep 
in the corner of the seat. And there, looking very 
lovely in her soft fur and velvet, Prince Jasper found 
her when he came to take his usual walk through the 
wood, which was part of the property of the people i 
he was staying with. He stopped in astonishment to
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look at the sleeping girl; but very soon his astonish- 
ment turned to admiration, for he thought among all 
the grand ladies he had been seeing lately there was 
not one a quarter so beautiful and sweet-looking as 
she. Griselda was so sound asleep that she did not 

_ wake for some time, although the prince was so en- 
raptured and so much taken up with looking at her 
that he dropped first his eye-glass and then his walking- 
stick; indeed, before her big gray eyes opened at last 
he had fallen hopelessly in love with her, and had 
quite made up his mind to do everything in his power 
to win this charming princess—it never struck him 
that she could be anything less: exalted than a princess 
—for his wife. 

“She is just what my father always hoped that I 
should bring home—” But when he had got as far as 
this in his meditations Griselda opened her eyes in 
earnest. ; : 

Like most other people she waserather ashamed of ~ 
being caught asleep, and she was a little startled at 
finding the prince standing over her, though, oddly 
enough, she had just been dreaming about him again. 
But she very soon lost all her shyness, and in about 
five minutes she was chattering away, telling him the 
true story of her sad life, as if she had known him 
since she was two years old. Prince Jasper was very 
much surprised when he heard the position she was 
really in, but he was very much pleased too, because
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it gave him a better chance of winning her quickly. 

And Griselda was so charmed with him, and so pleased 

with his kind way of talking, that, being in the habit of 

making up her mind at once whenever she had any- 

thing to make it up about, she promised to marry him 

as soon as possible when he asked her—which was 

after they had been talking together for about an hour. 

And as things were done much more quickly in those 

days than they are now, they decided that he should 

come in his chariot to take her away the next day, so 

that the ceremony could be performed at a conven- 

iently early hour; and having arranged everything as 

comfortably as they could they proceeded to walk 

back together as far as the road, when Griselda said 

good-bye to the prince; and then, as soon as he was 

out of sight, she wished for her old clothes again, in 

which she made her way home as fast as possible. 

She was busy dusting the. rooms upstairs when she 

heard Prince Jasper arrive in his chariot the next 

morning. He was shown into one of the reception 

rooms where the baroness was sitting, and as soon as 

Griselda heard the door shut she twisted her button, 

with the result that she was dressed immediately in a 

splendid wedding dress of white satin and diamonds; 

and then she waited impatiently at the top of the stairs. 

Now the baroness felt sure that Prince Jasper had 

come for one of her own daughters; and when she’ 

found that it was Griselda, the little household drudge,
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whom he wanted, her rage knew no bounds. She rang 

the bell furiously, intending to tell the footman to turn 

him out of the house, but the prince walked out into the 

hall at once of his own accord, where he found Griselda 

waiting for him, blushing and smiling and looking very 

beautiful, though rather as if she did not know what 

to do with her long train, which, without exaggeration, 

was about twelve yards long. He told her to follow 

him into the chariot as quickly as possible; but just as 

they got to the hall door Rosalind and Matilda, who 

had heard something going on, appeared from the 

other side, and the angry baroness popped out of 

the reception room. They could hardly believe their 

eyes when they saw Griselda in her magnificent dress; 

but Rosalind, who was possessed of most of the sense 

of the family, immediately concluded that the fairies 

had something to do with it, and set an example, 

which the others followed, of throwing her slippers and 

a jar of rice, which Mrs. Dolerums was carrying down 

from the store-room, after the retreating chariot. 

Prince Jasper and Griselda were as happy as they 

deserved to be ever after; though the latter’s magic 

cloak got mislaid on the journey, and she never saw 

the old woman again.



          

      
    
  

  

ONG ago there lived an old man named 
Snidell, who when he died left two sons 
totally unprovided for. The eldest, Carl, 

was generally considered stupid, but he was honest 
and good; while the youngest, Hans, was renowned 
for nothing but his cleverness and cunning. 

The two boys both felt that there was not much to 
be done in the small village where they had spent 
their lives. There were no rich people. It was a 
place where there were plenty ready to sell but few to 
buy, and altogether it presented no opening for young 
men who had their bread to earn and nothing but 
their wits to begin upon. So they both decided to 
beg their way to the nearest town, which was some 
way off, and when they got there to look about them 
smartly, and turn their hands to anything which would 
bring in enough to keep them from starving. At 
first both boys worked equally well, running errands, 
holding horses, blacking boots, or doing any other 
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odd jobs which came in their way; and presently, 
when they had managed to save a little capital to buy 
stock with, they both tried selling flowers, sweets, or 
fruit in the streets, as so many other boys did. 

Carl was much more industrious than Hans. He 
was always the first at his post in the morning and 
the last to leave it at night, and he never stood about 
the town chattering with idle boys, but used to walk 
steadily through the busiest parts of the streets with 
his basket in the most business-like manner possible, 
always on the look-out for a chance customer. Never- 
theless, though Hans would frequently waste half the 
morning and all the afternoon in amusing himself, at 
the end of the week his profits were often nearly 
double those of his brother, and Carl was fairly 
puzzled to know how he managed to make so much 
money. Now the truth of the matter was that Carl 
was always scrupulously honest, he would have starved 
rather than take a penny which did not belong to 
him. He never ried to sell flowers which he had kept 
in water for days as fresh gathered; he always gave 
full measure of whatever he sold, and he never would 
make sure of extra profit for himself by buying up any 
of the exceedingly cheap fruit, of which some dis- 
honest people had always a large supply, but which 
was known to have been stolen from various large 
gardens near the town. Hans, on the contrary, never 
considered whether he was earning his money honestly



32 THE INVISIBLE MUSICIANS. 

or not. As long as the little leather bag he kept sewed 
inside his clothes grew steadily heavier every week, 
and the bulk of its contents turned first from copper 
to silver and then from silver to gold, he was quite 
satisfied, and ready to boast of his “luck” to anyone 
who would listen to him. His brother Carl, indeed, 

he knew too well to trust with the secret of his bad 
ways. But evil companions are always to be had for 
the asking, so that very soon Hans had plenty of what 
he called friends, and the more prosperous he grew 
the fonder these precious friends appeared to be of 
him, They all looked down on Carl, who plodded 

steadily on, not saving money with any great rapidity, 
in spite of his frugal ways and hard work; and Hans, 
as well as others, voted him a stupid fellow. 

Carl put up with all the taunts patiently. He began 
to think that he really must be stupid enough to de- 
serve them, and to wish that he was quick and sharp 
like his brother. It is a true saying that “ Honesty is 
the best policy ;” but in this world, for a time at least, 
the wicked sometimes prosper wonderfully, though, as 
a rule, only for a time. 

At last Hans grew rich enough to discard his basket 
entirely, stock a fixed wooden stall, and set up for him- 
self in grand style. One day Carl, who was taking 
.some fruit to an old lady who had ordered it, came 
suddenly upon Hans, who was very busy selling cherries 
to a number of children. Carl had not seen his brother
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for some days, so he waited silently and without being 

observed while the children were being attended to. 

When they were gone he touched his brother on the 

shoulder. Hans started and looked confused. 

“‘ Where in the world did you spring from? I never 

heard you come up!” he exclaimed. 

“‘T saw you were serving and did not like to inter- 

rupt,” observed Carl, looking wistfully at the heaps 

of fruit and sweetmeats. It would be long indeed 

before he could afford such a stock. ‘You seem to 

be doing an uncommonly good business,” he added, 

half enviously. 

Hans, somehow, did not seem at all pleased to see 

his brother. He only mumbled something in reply, 
and proceeded to bundle a lot of paper bags and 

weights and measures behind some baskets in the 

corner. A tin cup, marked “ one quart,” slipped from 

the heap and fell at Carl’s feet. He picked it up and 

was just going to replace it—Hans happened to be 

looking the other way—when he saw something which 

arrested his attention. Yes—surely there could be no 

mistake—positively about an inch and three-quarters 

above the right one there was a false bottom in the 

measure. ‘The fall must have loosened it, and it had 

slipped from its place. Carl drew a deep breath—he 

was too much shocked and astonished to speak a word. 

Just then Hans turned round sharply. He became per- 

fectly white with fear, and uttered an angry exclamation, 
(472) c
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“What are you meddling with that for? It’s no 

business of yours, is it?” 

“Oh, Hans!” Carl held up the false bottom with 

a horror-stricken face. 

“Drop that! Put it back—down among the baskets, 

can’t you!” exclaimed Hans in alarm. At any moment 

some customer might pass by. “ Put it down, I say! 

IT should be ruined if anyone saw it!” 

Carl threw away the measure with a gesture of dis- 

gust. “Hans, it is cheating! If you were found out 

you would be ruined, as you say—you might be sent 

to prison! For pity’s sake burn all those dreadful 

things, and promise me that you won't use them any 

more!” 

But Hans only flew into a rage. He knew his 

brother would tell no tales, and his only anxiety was 

to get rid of him before the passers-by noticed what 

was going on. 

So Carl went on his way to the old lady’s house, 

taking her fruit and a very disturbed mind with him. 

He understood partly now how it was that Hans had 

managed to get on so fast, and envied him no longer. 

He had never been so contented with his own humble 

lot as he was that evening when he went home to the 

little room he had hired, put the fruit he had not sold 

safely away for the next day, and reflected that though 

his savings-box was not so heavy as it might be, it was 

still much fuller than it had been a short time ago,



THE INVISIBLE MUSICIANS, 35 

and all it contained had been honestly earned. After 

that day he seldom saw his brother. They had dif- 

ferent companions, they lived in different parts of the 

town; and besides, since that scene about the false 

measures Hans had done his best to avoid speaking, 

even if they met in the street. 

So the years went on and the two boys grew into 

men, and they both prospered, but in different degrees. 

Hans became a rich man, with very little to trouble him 

but his bad conscience; while many unpleasant things 

—sickness, loss of friends, and poverty—sometimes 

came upon Carl at different periods of his life, before 

he-amassed the modest fortune with which he at last 

decided to retire. Now it was very strange, but though 

by this time the brothers had discontinued all inter- 

course with each other, they both had the same wish, 

and that was to go back to their native village, build 

a house there, and live in it for the rest of their days. 

And stranger still, though neither of them knew any- 

thing of the other’s movements, it was on exactly the 

same day that they both arranged to start, only Hans 

set out about three hours before Carl did, and there- 

fore we will describe his journey first. 

He got a capital horse to ride upon, and he collected 

all his money in gold and bank-notes, put it into three 

strong canvas sacks, and took it with him, hidden as 

much as possible under his cloak. There was a bright 

moon, ahd it was a lovely night for a ride; so for
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some hours, until he got right out into the country, all 

went well. But by and by his steed began to exhibit 

very marked signs of discomfort. Then all at once 

the moon passed behind a cloud for an instant, and 

immediately some soft, weird, mysterious music struck 

up. Hans’ horse stood stock-still—except that it 

trembled violently—and refused to stir a step. Then 

the moon emerged from the bank of clouds and he 

saw what he wanted to see—the musicians. Only the 

- sight was so strange and uncanny that, if he had not 

been too astonished to do anything at all, he would 

have yelled with fright. On one side of the road was a 

great dead tree, and scrambling about all over its big 

bare branches were dozens and dozens of little elves, 

in the usual costume of tight-fitting green, and some 

of them with queer-looking musical instruments in 

their hands. 

When the clouds had left the moon behind them 

altogether, and she was shining out as bright and clear 

as ever, a most remarkable thing occurred. Every single 

elf on the tree—except the musicians, who went on 

playing their unearthly music with the utmost diligence 

—shook out a small pair of wings from between its 

shoulders, and they all came flying in a perfect shoal 

towards Hans. They settled all over him and his 

horse, just like so many exaggerated bumble-bees; but 

at first they made no attempt at hurting him—and they 

were too light to cause inconvenience—so he sat still,
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trembling nearly as much as the horse did, and feeling 
that great drops of perspiration were coming out on 
his brow. Then all at once the music stopped, the 
elves—every one that he could see, at least—folded 
their arms and put their heads on one side as if they 
were expecting something, and a marvellously clear, 
distinct little voice, which seemed to proceed from the 
hawthorn-bush opposite the dead tree, began to speak: 
“You have sacrificed a great deal for that gold, Hans 
Snidell,” it began—“ peace of mind, honour, and a 
good conscience; it is to be hoped that you are satisfied 
with your bargain. How about all the poor children 
who came to you with the pennies they had saved to 
buy cherries with? Do you like to think now that you 
cheated them—that you didn’t give full value for their 
little savings? Do you remember with how many 
deleterious substances you adulterated your toffee and 
barley-sugar? Or all those dried hawthorn leaves that 
you used to mix with the tea when you were a little 
boy?” The voice stopped as if some kind of an 
answer were expected; but Hans, who sat on his horse 
still, pale, and trembling, was in no condition to give 
one. 

The music struck up again then, only it was faint 
and soft and weird no longer—there were trumpets 
and drums at work somewhere, though they weren’t 
visible, and the tune they played was very gay and 
triumphant.
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“Take them away from him! ‘Take all those gold 

pieces he’s so fond of away from him! What are you 

wasting time for?” It was the voice again. And no 

sooner were the words uttered than up jumped all the 

little elves which had found seats on divers parts of 

Hans and his steed, and began tugging violently at the 

strong cords which bound the mouths of the sacks. 

One of them was not firmly tied, and the rough hand- 
ling of the elves loosened it, so that a little stream of 

gold began to pour out upon the ground, and the sight 

of his precious coins ebbing away from him maddened 

Hans. He found the use of his limbs again, drew his 
broadsword from its sheath, and began flourishing and 

poking it about among the little men in a most masterly 

manner, but with unfortunately not the slightest result. 
For the lives of his small tormentors seemed charmed, 

as no doubt they were, and they evaded the terrible 
weapon without the least difficulty, until at last Hans 

was awkward enough to drop it, when, to his intense 
astonishment, it twined into a spotted snake, and glided 
off through the bushes. The elves were having it all 
their own way; they had got hold of every one of the 
three sacks between them, and now, without the 

smallest compunction, they coolly emptied all the piles 
and piles of golden sovereigns that Hans had been 
treasuring so carefully out on to the muddy road. For 
a second he saw them shimmering in the moonlight, 
and then to his utter horror a change came almost im-
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perceptibly over the bright coins—their colour seemed 
to become deadened, their shape altered queerly; 
then a little cloud came before the moon again, and 
when it passed away there were no gold pieces lying 
on the ground at all—only a heap of withered yellow 
leaves. And the shock of seeing his hoard vanish was 
too much for Hans, so that his head sank down upon 

the horse’s neck, and he became unconscious. 

Then the elves knew that they had done their work, 
so they strapped him firmly on to the saddle with a very 
strong kind of grass, which fairies often use for rope, 
and let his unfortunate steed trot off with him in what- 
ever direction it pleased. 

"Carl bought a sack for his savings too; but when 
they were all changed into gold they did not half fill 
the sack, and he rather foolishly, as his landlady ob- 
served, had them all changed back again into silver. 
Then he got upon his horse, sack and all, and set out 
for his birthplace with a light heart. He took the same 
road as Hans had taken, and like him met with nothing 
extraordinary until he came to the dead tree, which 
was just after the elves had finished with his brother. 
Then he heard the mysterious music going on, and in 

the distance, through a gap in the bushes, he saw a ring 
of lovely little fairies dancing round a big red toadstool. 

He stopped for a minute or two to watch them, 

because he knew very well that it is not once in a hun- 
dred years that anyone has the chance of seeing such
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a sight; and, not being troubled with a bad conscience, 

he did not feel in the least afraid. Presently the music 

stopped, and, as soon as the last note died away, the 

fairies vanished; but though Carl waited a minute or 

two to see if they would not reappear, he saw no more 

of them, and therefore rode quietly on again, for he 

wanted to reach his destination—that is, the farmhouse 

at which he meant to sleep—in time to get a good rest 
before morning. But presently his sack of silver became 

very uncomfortable; he felt sure that it was moving of 

its own accord, and began to wonder if he had inad- 

vertently inclosed a live cat or two with his savings. 
He peeped furtively under his cloak, but the movement 

had stopped, only in the uncertain light thé bundle 

looked twice the size that it had been when he set out. 

Carl was very much astonished at its appearance, but 

he was getting too tired to take much notice of any- 
thing. If he had been less sleepy he would probably 

have investigated the matter there and then; as it was, 

his thoughts were so much taken up with the prospect 

of a hot supper and a warm bed, that all his energies 

were absorbed in endeavouring to reach the inn as 

soon as possible. 

But the next morning when Carl was waiting for his 

breakfast things were different, and he examined his 
sack with amazement. He untied the strings rather 

fearfully and peeped inside, for he remembered that 

it was just after he had seen the fairies that it had
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begun to swell in such an unaccountable manner, and 
he half expected to find his hoard turned to stones or 
leaves, or something of that description. So he was 
by no means prepared for the sight which met his eyes 
when all those knots, which his landlady had considered 
to be essential, were undone. The sack was filled to 
its brim with shining gold pieces—all the silver coins 
had disappeared, and gold ones in some mysterious 
manner had taken their place. Carl could hardly 
believe his eyes; but he had sense enough to promptly 
lock the door of his room before he turned all his 
treasure out on to the middle of the floor, so as to 
satisfy himself that there was no mistake. You should 
have seen how all the gold glittered when the sack was 
emptied; but Carl’s attention was distracted from it 
by some little round glass marbles—about fifty there 
were of them—which seemed to have been lying at the 
bottom. At least for a moment he thought they were 
glass, but they flashed and sparkled so in the sunlight 
that he saw they must be diamonds. And the strangest 
thing of all was that, instead of rolling about in every 
direction, as round things usually do, they collected 
themselves together in a most orderly manner until 
they formed a sentence: “ With Titania’s good wishes.” 

_ Carl stared open-mouthed, for this seemed to prove 
beyond doubt that he had had a gift straight from the 
fairies; but the breakfast bell rang just then, and being 
a strictly practical man, he proceeded to gather the
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treasure up and pop it into the sack again without 

further reflection—diamonds and all. This gave his 

coffee time to cool, so that he was not obliged to waste 

time waiting until it was in a fit condition to drink, and 

was very soon ready to start on his travels again. He 

reached his native village nearly two hours earlier than 

he expected; but we may as well draw a veil over the 

meetings with some of his old friends, and the emotions 

which all the familiar scenes of childhood awakened 

within his breast, because that sort of thing has been 

depicted so very frequently by far abler pens than mine. 

Suffice it to say that he proceeded to arrange for the 

building of his house immediately, and that when it 

was built and furnished in gorgeous style, he was still 

able to afford to endow a hospital, which had had to’ 

stand empty and useless for years and years becausé 

there was no money to keep it up. 

When the patients began to pour in Carl used to go 

two or three times a week to write their letters, read to 

them, or do anything he could to alleviate their suffer- 

ings. You may imagine how surprised he was one fine 

day to recognize in a starving man, who had been 

brought in from the streets nearly crippled with rheu- 

matic fever, his brother Hans, who he had imagined 

to be still prospering as he had been when they met 

last. 

Carl had him removed at once to his own house, 

whete he was taken care of, and treated with the
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greatest respect as if he had been a prince of royal 
blood, or, to say the least of it, a visitor of distinction. 
Carl believed in heaping coals of fire on people’s heads; 
he never allowed himself to remember that when Hans 
was rich he had never tried to help him on in the world. 
On the contrary, he now behaved as if he and his 
brother had always been on terms of the greatest affec- 
tion; and as soon as Hans was well enough to leave his 
bed, Carl insisted on his accepting exactly half of the 
fairy queen’s gift—minus, of course, what had been 
spent on the hospital and in building the house. 

Hans was overcome at this new proof of his brother’s 
goodness and unselfishness—so much so, that he firmly 
resolved to turn over a new leaf for the future; the 
consequence of which was that both he and his brother 
were honoured and respected by all who knew them 
henceforth, which was fortunate, as they both lived to 
enjoy the esteem of their friends to a great age. 

 



  

FAIRY DISASTER. 

IN the days when there were fairies, and witches, 
and enchantments, and everything delightful 
of that kind, there lived a king and queen. 

Now this king and queen were very great and power- 

ful and prosperous; they lived in the most beautiful 
palace surrounded by the most beautiful gardens that 
ever were seen, they had everything in fact that money 
could buy, and therefore some people supposed that 
they must be very happy indeed. But, as a matter of 
fact, they were no happier—perhaps not so happy—as 
some of the poorest of their subjects. For the truth 
of the matter was that they had one great trouble, 
which utterly spoilt their lives, and which money could 
not help them to get rid of. 

They had no children, and this made them both so 
unhappy that sometimes they were quite unable to en 
joy anything. The king longed passionately for a son 
to succeed him on his throne, while the queen, who 
dearly loved children of all sorts, wished most for a 
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little daughter. She was so miserable at times, poor 

woman, that she used to spend whole nights in crying 

bitterly, instead of going to sleep and indulging in 

pleasant dreams, as the king used to say that he hoped 

she would do every evening when he said good-night 

to her. The maids of honour did not like this at all, 

and no wonder, for if the queen cried very much they 

were sure to be called up two or three times in the 

night to get her clean pillow-cases, as she often 

managed to soak several with her tears; and, ever 

since the time when she had kept him awake for two 

nights running by walking up and down the room and 

groaning with neuralgia, the king had declared that he 

considered a damp pillow-case to be most injurious. 

But all the crying in the world never did anyone 

very much good, and in spite of all their sorrow the 

king and queen were childless still, as the years went 

by, until at last they quite gave up hope, and began to 

think seriously of adopting a family of little orphans. 

The palace garden was bounded on one side by 
a thick wood, which abounded in all kinds of wild- 

flowers, and was the home of hundreds of squirrels, 

rabbits, badgers, and every sort of harmless wild - 

animal imaginable. The queen loved nature, and 

enjoyed the rambling wood with its great trees and 

all its uncultivated treasures far more than she did 

the beautiful garden with its artificial rockeries and 

fountains, and all the myriads of stiff flower-beds,
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filled with the choicest plants which the gardener 

could obtain for love or money, artistically arranged 

with a due regard to the shape and colour of their 

blossoms. The king had taken great pains about 

getting rid of all the wolves and poisonous snakes 

which used to live there, and he had been so suc- 

cessful that now it was perfectly safe for anybody to 

walk from one end to the other without any fear of 

being molested by anything more dangerous than a 

tribe of midges, a horsefly, or a stray mosquito. 

There were wasps and bees, of course, but they are ~ 

really most peaceable insects, and very seldom sting 

people who do not annoy them. 

So it happened that one day when there was nothing 

they cared more about to do, the king and queen went 

for a long walk together through the wood, and every- 

thing was so fresh and pleasant that, as is often the 

case when people go out with no particular object, 

they went a great deal further than they had intended. 

All at once Queen Christina caught sight of what 

looked like about a quarter of a butterfly fluttering 

on the ground. She was just stepping forward to 

examine it when a large robin suddenly flew down 

from a holly-tree close by and began pecking at the 

wretched insect, whose wings were so knocked about 

that it could hardly fly at all, in a most cruel manner. 

Now the queen was so kind and tender-hearted that 

she never could bear to see anything suffering pain,
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and besides she was a great lover of fair-play. If the 
robin could have understood human language she 
would have told him what a coward he was, and ad- 

vised him to fight an animal of his own size, but as 
it was there was nothing for it but to poke valiantly at 
him with her lace parasol, and so force him to relin- 
quish his prey. But the robin showed a most extra- 
ordinary indifference to the queen’s attempts at alarm- 
ing him. He just hopped from one side to the other, 
still holding the unlucky wounded butterfly in his 
beak, and giving vent to shrill little calls, as though 
he expected someone to hear them and come to his 
assistance. And ‘sure enough there was a fluttering of 
wings overhead, and the queen felt a little bird alight- 
ing on each of her shoulders, and a second later a 
sharp beak seized the softest part of each of her ears 
and began to worry them just as the bird on the ground 
was worrying the butterfly. 

Queen Christina screamed as loud as she could and 
tried to frighten all the birds away; but there was 
something remarkable about them, for they did not 
seem the least afraid of her, and her delicate ears were 
becoming very sore indeed from the two robins’ re- 
peated pecks, when the king, who had stayed behind 
to feast upon some ripe blackberries which had at- 
tracted his attention, suddenly turned his head to see 
what all the noise was about, and having ascertained, 

“much to his astonishment, that his wife was being at-
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tacked by robins, hurried to the rescue and soon put 
the birds to rout with his walking-stick. 

He was horrified to find that the queen’s right ear 
was bleeding, and hastened to dress it with some white 
vaseline that he always carried in his pocket; while 
she began telling him the whole story of the vicious 
roebins, until something happened which struck them 
both dumb with astonishment. : 

The poor, mangled-looking butterfly suddenly raised 
its long body straight up, while a thick cloud of white 
smoke rose from the ground and completely enveloped 
it. When the smoke had cleared away the butterfly 

was nowhere to be seen, and in its place there stood a 
lovely little fairy, dressed in pale sea-green, with a pair 
of wings like those appertaining to a bumble-bee 
peeping from between her shoulders. 

“You little know what you have done for me!” she 
said to the astonished queen. “TI have been a butterfly 
for the last twenty years—ever since a disagreeable old 
witch who got me into her power turned me into one, 
saying that I never should regain my proper shape 
again until a beautiful queen actually shed her blood 
in my defence. There are, as I soon found, so very 
few queens kind-hearted enough to care about the 
fate of a poor butterfly in the world, that I had al- 
most given up hope, for though I have been nearly 
pecked to death in about fifty different palace gardens, 
you are the first royal lady who has ever so much as
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tried to help me. I know that you are very rich and 

great and powerful, but still there are some things that 

money cannot buy, and scarcely anything you could 

ask would be too hard for me to grant, so I give you 

a wish for yourself, and, as I know you like to make 

others happy, one for the king too. Tell me—what 

can I do for you?” 

“T should like,” gasped the king, almost choking 

with eagerness—‘“‘above all things in this world I should 

like a little son. Not a particularly little one, though,” 

he added on second thoughts. 
“ And I,” cried the queen, trembling with excite- 

ment, “should bless you for ever if I-could only have 

a daughter. But surely it is asking too much?” 

The fairy laughed. 

“ Not a bit—not the least bit too much,” she said. 

“ Both your wishes shall be granted, and gladly too. 
This day week you shall have. the two babies, and 

what is more, on the day of their christening I shall 

come and give them each a useful present. Now you 

may as well go home—it is lucky for us all that we met.” 
Whereupon there arose from the ground another cloud 

of smoke, and when it cleared away the wonderful 

little figure had vanished just as suddenly as it came. 

Queen Christina and the king gazed at each other 
in silent astonishment. They felt exactly as if they 
had been asleep, and dreaming some very marvellous 

dream which was far too good to come true. The 
(472) D
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queen began pinching her own arm violently so as to 

be quite sure that she really was awake. 

“Do you suppose she really can get us children?” 

she inquired doubtfully. 

“She certainly promised to do so, and they say that 

fairies always keep their word,” replied the king, trying 

to look wise though he only felt puzzled. 

“ At anyrate, a week is not very long to wait, and I 

think we had better say nothing about it until the time 

comes,” said the queen, who knew how difficult her 

husband found it to keep a secret, and was proud of 

being able to do it herself. “The people would all 

be so disappointed if it turns out to be a—” 

_ “Take in?” suggested the king promptly. 

“Well, whatever you like to call it. Only think 

what rejoicings there will be if a little prince and 

princess really do arrive! They will peal the bells from 

one end of the kingdom to the other, and you will 

have to give about fifty oxen to be roasted whole in 

all the villages round about; though it is a great mis- 

take to roast them whole really, because some of the 

meat is sure to be burnt to a cinder, while some is 

scarcely cooked at all,” observed Queen Christina, who 

was a wise woman and not above studying cookery 

theoretically. “But the poor people have so little 

sense. They think far.more of the grand sight and 

the excitement than of getting good meat for their 

dinner.” :
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Here her royal highness’s moralizings were broken 
in upon by a terrific peal of thunder, and a small band 
of maids of honour, who had seen the storm gathering 
from the palace windows, appeared through the thicket, 
followed by pages carrying umbrellas, goloshes, and 
mackintoshes, all of which the royal pair hastily donned, 
preparatory to scuttling home through the rain as fast 
as possible. 

Time always seems long when one is in a hurry to 
skip over a certain part of it as fast as possible, and 
the week which followed that remarkable adventure 
with the butterfly, the robins, and the fairy in the 
wood was no exception to the rule. The king and 
queen actually succeeded in keeping their secret to 
themselves for six whole days, but on the seventh they 
could not resist confiding it to one or two personal 
friends, who, of course, faithfully promised that it should 
go no further—a promise, I am sorry to say, which 
they did not keep; although, to tell the truth, they did 
not believe one word of the whole story, but one 
and all concluded that the royal pair had eaten some- 
thing which had disagreed with them at supper the 
night before, and that consequently they had both 
been troubled with strange and unaccountable dreams. 
Suspense had a very marked effect on the king and 
queen. His majesty vented most of the uncomfort- 
able results of his disturbed state of mind on the cook
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by sending down indignant complaints of almost every 

dish which appeared at table, until that unlucky func- 

tionary was on the point of tendering his resignation, 
which he would have done, no doubt, had it not been 

for a rumour of the expected arrival of not only a 

little prince but a little princess, which reached his 

ears through a long-eared and communicative kitchen- 

maid, and which threw the whole lower regions into 

a pleasing condition of intense excitement. 
Queen Christina, in spite of her naturally gentle dis- 

position, was a constant source of annoyance to her 

unfortunate maids of honour during those last few 

days. She was not of a sanguine temperament, and 

had almost convinced herself that what had been pro- 

mised was far too good to come true; but still she 

could not help trusting the fairy, and feeling very im- 

patient for the day when the babies had been promised 

to arrive. Like all other days that we have had the 

opportunity of waiting long enough for it came at last. 
Very early in the morning—before it was quite light— 

there were messengers on horseback flying from one 

end of the kingdom to the other announcing, with 

a blast of trumpets, that the little prince and princess 
had actually arrived at the palace at last; and long 

before the hour when most people are usually awake all 

the bells in the country were ringing out a merry peal, 

and there was not a cottage within fifty miles of the 
palace that had not the gayest flags its inhabitants could
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get hold of flying from every conspicuous spot that it 

was possible to tie them from. ‘The palace itself was 

splendidly illumined every night for a week, by which 
time their majesties had arranged to have the double 

christening, and sent out all the invitations for what 

was going, of course, to be a very grand affair. One 

thing which troubled both the royal parents was, that 

as they did not know the fairy’s name or address they 

could not send her one of the exquisite little ivory 

cards of invitation, with a hand-painted miniature of 

both babies, surrounded with orange blossom and 

maidenhair, which had been prepared for all the 

guests of distinction. 
“But she said she would come; and as they say 

fairies know everything I don’t see why they shouldn’t - 

find out the date of the christening for themselves, 

without our troubling ourselves about it,” said her 

majesty after a long discussion about what was to be 

done. 

“Only think what a dreadful pity it will be if she 

takes offence, and our children lose their chance of 

a fairy godmother!” growled the king, who had a 

tendency to look at the darkest side of things. 

“Well, it can’t be helped, so don’t fret about it, for 

goodness sake!” replied the queen sharply. “TI firmly 

believe she will find her way to the christening of her 

own accord, and I shall certainly order a place to be 

laid for her, so let us say no more about it.”
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Preparations had been made for a most magnificent 

banquet, and the largest dining-hall in the palace was 

crowded with illustrious guests on the day of the chris- 

tening. With two exceptions everyone was beaming 

with delight and excitement, for the royal infants were 

being exhibited, and gave universal satisfaction. But 

on the brows of their majesties were dark clouds, 

brought there by disappointment and suspense. For 

though every invited guest had arrived half an hour 

ago not a sign of the fairy had appeared, and they 

began to feel almost sure that she was really not going 

to come. But just as a tall footman dressed in blue 

and yellow, with a powdered pig-tail, threw open the 

doors which led to the room where the banquet had 

been prepared, her majesty uttered an exclamation. 

“Look! Look out of the window!” she gasped—a 

command which about a hundred pairs of eyes im- 

mediately obeyed, or at least endeavoured to do so. 

Something enveloped in a thick cloud of white 

smoke was flying rapidly past, making apparently for 

the hall door. “It is a broomstick—I am sure it is a 

gigantic broomstick!—and there is a figure riding upon 

it—it is the fairy at last!” she cried, inwardly blessing 

the particular maid of honour who had happened to 

tie a capital pair of opera-glasses to the end of her 

fan. 

“Tm sure it’s a blessing we hadn’t gone into the 

other room—she would have been seriously displeased
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if we had begun without her, no doubt,” observed the 

king, who was always very angry if his own soup was 

cold, and had been getting fidgety. “Really it is a 

great mercy,” he whispered again thankfully, as the 

door opened and the footman announced “ Fairy Dis- 

aster!” in rather an awe-struck voice. And instead of 

the lovely little figure that their majesties had expected, 

into the room there walked a lanky, weird-looking 

person with a copper-coloured face and gleaming eyes, 

dressed from head to foot in some black shiny stuff 

like thin American cloth, with the exception of a tall 

plume of bright scarlet feathers on the top of her head, 

which matched her red leather boots and a mysterious- 

looking wand from which there issued puffs of smoke, 

and which she carried in her left hand—or rather claw, 

for it was not much more. She was about four feet 

high, and she was grinning maliciously from ear to 

ear. 

Silence fell upon the company as this horrible ap- 

parition appeared, with the exception of the queen, 

who immediately shrieked aloud. 

“TJ am not quite the visitor you were expecting, I 

fear,” observed the wicked fairy, in a voice like the 

creaking of a door whose hinges had not been oiled 

for years. “But your majesty did me the honour to 

undo some of my handiwork a week ago, and I felt 

_ obliged to come and thank you in my own peculiar 

manner.” Here the hideous creature licked her lips
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like a cat who has just been enjoying a fresh herring, 

and looked round to see the effect of her sarcastic way 

of putting things. “I had much pleasure in deciding 

on some suitable gifts for your precious children on 

my way here this morning,” she went on. But the 

queen’s feelings were getting too much for her. 

“ My precious children will do perfectly well without 

anything you may wish to give them,” she broke in. 

“T assure you that neither the king nor myself would 

allow them to touch anything of yours with a pair of 

tongs—or with anything else, for the matter of that.” 

“Ha-ha-ha!” The old lady laughed a derisive, but 

rather discomforted, little langh. ‘‘It won’t be neces- 

sary for their pretty pink fingers to touch what I mean 

to give, and they would be only too glad to do without 

my gifts if I would let them, which I won’t. I hereby 

give and present impartially to both the dear infants 

the worst tempers, the most unpleasant voices, the 

ugliest faces, the most miserable health, the greatest 

absence of brains—” But, with the exception of the 

wicked fairy who was speaking, everyone in the room 

was loyal to the backbone; and she had gone not only 

a little, but a great deal, too far. Consequently, before 

she could finish her string of disagreeable qualities, 

there arose from the assembled company a perfect 

howl of rage and indignation, and every gentleman in 

the room who carried a revolver promptly drew it from 

his belt and aimed deliberately at the old witch.
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“Fire, gentlemen! How I do wish you'd fire!” ex- 

claimed the king anxiously. He was getting nervous. 

And at the royal command about thirty pistols and 

revolvers were discharged simultaneously at different 

parts of the wicked fairy. Now, as most of the gentle- 

men of the court were very good shots, and none of the 

pistols had missed fire, everyone expected when the 

cloud of smoke had cleared away to find her about as 

dead as anything or anybody could be; but to their 

complete astonishment she was nothing of the sort, 

but on the contrary more lively than ever, although 

there were actually one or two big holes in her body, 

through which the bullets had penetrated. This time 

all the maids of honour and some of the visitors 

shrieked as well as the queen, and the gentlemen 

began firing again as hard and fast as they could. 

But it was of no use, for, as they ought to have 

guessed she would be, the old thing was protected 

by all kinds of spells and charms, which rendered her 

quite invulnerable to mortal firearms, and she only 

danced about, laughing and shaking her ugly old head 

in a manner which she intended to be exceedingly 

irritating. 

Bang! bang! went the pistols, and thicker and thicker 

grew the clouds of smoke; some of the ladies were 

fainting from the noise and the smell of powder; but it 

was all no good—the Fairy Disaster was just as lively, 

and more derisive than ever. Just when even the
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gentlemen were coming to the conclusion that she was 

too much for them, and that they would soon be out 

of ammunition, the king, who, not being a particularly 

good shot, had judiciously backed to an out-of-the- 

way situation near the window, suddenly threw open 

the sash and gave vent to a shout of joy. All eyes 

were turned to the window, and everybody made a 

point of holding their breath, as an oversized butter- 
fly, with the very fairy that their majesties had been 

expecting seated upon it, holding little silk reins in 
one hand and a tiny gilt bow and arrow in the other, 

flew right through the open window. It alighted upon 

an enormous india-rubber plant by the window-seat, 

while its rider threw down the reins and aimed de- 

liberately at the old witch. The diminutive arrow 
pierced right through her head, and had a good deal 

more effect than all the powder and shot which had 

gone into or through it before, for, to the astonishment 

of everyone, she immediately fell down dead. Then 
when the shouts of applause had subsided, and the 

royal parents had expressed their gratitude and thank- 

fulness in rather a clumsy fashion, for they were a little 

bewildered at all that had taken place, the Butterfly 

Fairy proceeded to explain how angry the wicked Fairy 
Disaster had been when she found her spell was broken, 

and how she had sworn to be revenged upon the queen 

and her little children. ‘There was only one arrow 

in the world that would have killed her, and only her
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death could have saved your babies from her cruel 

spells. I have flown all over the kingdom on my 

faithful steed searching for it, and at last the old 
Wizard of the Mountain showed me where it was 

hidden,” she added, when she had presented the little 

princess and prince with every desirable quality that 

ever existed, having previously volunteered to be their 

godmother. 

All’s well that ends well, and, in spite of its bad 

beginning, that day of the double christening was the 

happiest that their majesties had enjoyed for many a 

long year, and, fortunately, what pleased them pleased 

their people too. 
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A CHRISTMAS PARTY. 

NCE upon a time, in the good old days when 

knighthood was well within the reach of all 

enterprising gentlemen, there lived a certain 

Sir Diamid de Hamel. He had a splendid castle, 

with gardens and pleasure-grounds, and terraces and 

woods and bowling-greens, and everything else that 

a castle ought to have, all round it. He had numbers 

of horses, more servants than the old housekeeper 

could find work for, and, best of all, plenty of 

money. So whenever his name was mentioned people 

always said that he was very lucky, and took it for 

granted that, as a natural consequence, he was also 

very happy. But, as a matter of fact, these good 

people were a little out in their reckoning, for Sir 

Diamid was no happier than a great many other 

people not nearly so well off as he was. It is all very 

well to have a beautiful castle with capital grounds, 

and to be able to indulge in every luxury that money 

can buy, but a man wants something besides all this. 
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And when he came home after a long day’s hunting, 

or shooting, or fishing, or whatever was going on, the 

castle felt very big and lonely. He got tired of having 

no companions but his dogs and horses, or the mice and 

rats who careered at their own sweet will among the un- 

used passages; and he used to envy even some of his 

own labourers and serving-men who had wives and 

children to brighten their homes, and enliven the long 

winter evenings with childish prattle, and those winning 

ways of women for which all bachelors, old or young, 

have some sort of an envious longing. But there came 

a day when all that was put an end to, and Sir Diamid 

brought home a lovely young bride. Lady Gretchen 

made great changes at the castle. She had all the 

dingy, dull-looking furniture taken away, and got all 

kinds of pretty things from the nearest town to take its 

place. She drove about in the great lumbering chariot, 

which was the fashion then, and made friends with the 

neighbours; and she used to worry Sir Diamid into 

giving grand parties and receptions, to which hundreds 

of people were invited. Presently a little daughter 

arrived, and about a year and a half after that there 

came another one, so that Sir Diamid was reduced to 

envying his labourers no longer. Lady Gretchen used 

to sing gay songs in the evening, and accompany her- 

self on her guitar, and when Maud and Ella—as she 

called the children—were old enough they learned to 

dance to the music, for the floors were so firm, the
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carpets so soft, and their tiny shoes so thin that they 

could romp quite easily without making much noise. So 

for a time everything in the castle went on very quietly 

and peacefully. The children grew taller and stronger 

and rosier every day; only Ella was a disappointment to 

her parents in one way, because, instead of being beauti- 

ful like Maud, she was not even pretty—she was quite 

plain, and her governess declared that she was rather 

stupid as well. Now nobody ought to have minded 

that very much, because she was good-tempered and 

amiable and patient; but unfortunately everyone did, 

so that very often when Maud was brought down to 

the drawing-room to be praised and admired by 

visitors, poor little Ella was left all alone upstairs with 

no one to notice her, or take the least interest in what 

she was doing. This was better for her in reality than 

being petted and spoiled and made much of continu- 

ally as Maud was. But she was not old enough to 

understand the necessity for being philosophical in 
this weary, unfair world, and it did seem dreadfully 

hard sometimes. By and by there came a change. 

Men were wanted for the great war which was going 

on, and Sir Diamid was one of the first to offer himself, 

his vassals, and his money for the service of his king 

and country. 

Lady Gretchen sobbed bitterly when she stood at 
the door to watch him go off, and the little girls cried 
too. Maud looked lovely with the sun shining on her
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golden hair, and her father smiled proudly as he kissed 

her twice; but Ella had wept till her eyes and nose 

were all swollen and red, which made her look plainer 

than ever, and he only kissed her once, and frowned 

while he did so, as though it were her fault, poor 

child, that she was not better looking! The days 

went by very heavily and slowly after that. Sir Diamid 

had promised to write and tell them how things were 

going, but months had passed since he set out for the 

wars, and no one in or near the castle had heard a 

word about him since. Lady Gretchen tried to bear 

up, and keep strong and brave as a soldier’s wife 

should. But suspense is harder than anything else to 

endure, and she grew thinner and paler every day, so 

that when at last all her doubts and fears deepened 

into certainty, and she realized that her husband must 

be dead, or he never would have left her so long with- 

out news, she gave up the struggle altogether and let 

herself sink by degrees into a confirmed invalid. And, 

in addition to other troubles, the money was nearly 

all gone; for Sir Diamid’s loyalty and, generosity had 

made him imprudent, and he had given nearly every- 

thing he possessed to help pay the expenses of the 

war, so that instead of living in luxury, and having 

everything she wanted, poor Lady Gretchen had to 

sell every horse in the stables, let the beautiful fields 

and gardens and orchards round the castle to anyone 

who would pay a good rent for them, and send away
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all the servants except the old housekeeper, who 

refused to go, and a girl named Emma, who had 

been under kitchen-maid. Everything which could be 

done without had to go, and even then it was all she 

could do to feed and dress herself and the children 

properly, much less to keep up appearances, so that 

people should not know how low the De Hamels, who 

used to hold their heads so high, had sunk. Appear- 

ances had to be counted among those things which it 
is possible to do without, and therefore, to a great 

extent, Lady Gretchen was obliged to leave them to 
their own devices. But you will be very tired of all 
this long rigmarole, children, and I must make an 
effort to get on to the real story. 

The years went on and on and on, until at last 

Maud had.attained the dignified age of twelve years, 
while Ella was ten and a half. Lady Gretchen was 
not much better off than she used to be, though she 
had learnt to do more with what she had; so, as there 
were still no horses to draw the old family red and 
yellow chariot, which had a big coach-house all to 
itself now, and no other children living within walking 
distance, Maud and Ella generally had to get on with 
only each other for company, and very seldom had 
a chance of meeting any other young people, which 
was a misfortune. Up to the time I write of, they had 
never been to so much as one party; but when they 
went into their mother’s room to say “Good morning”
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on Christmas-day, she showed them an invitation for 

them both, which, as she promised to accept it, was 

the cause of great excitement. 

“Do you remember that picture of a Christmas-tree 

in your red story-book, Maud? I wonder if this one 

will be anything like it?” said Ella as she followed her 

sister out into the passage. 

“Oh, it will be ever so much finer and bigger than 

that, depend upon it! Lady Willerton is sure to do 

everything in grand style, and I only wish she had 

been here to give a patty last Christmas,” replied 

Maud looking very wise, or at least trying to do so. 

For days the children could talk and think of nothing 

but the coming party, and the pretty white dresses 

which were being made for them to wear at it, so that 

when the eventful day at last arrived they were both 

in a tremendous state of wild excitement. Ella was 

shut up in the nursery with Emma the maid-servant, 

who was curling her hair ready for the evening, so that 

Maud was forced to perambulate the house alone, for 

she was not inclined to go out and felt it quite impos- 

sible to keep still. She visited the spare room—next 

to Lady Gretchen’s—where the little muslin frocks 

were lying on the bed, to take a last look before they 

were put on, and then she wandered idly down-stairs 

in search of amusement. On the stairs she met Mrs, 

Dowdney the housekeeper, carrying up a cup of beef- 

tea. 
(472) E
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“Ts that for mother? Oh, let me take it!” cried 

Maud eagerly. 

“Very well, Miss Maud, only mind you are careful,” 

said the good woman resigning the little tray at once. 

If it had been Ella who had asked, it was ten to one 

if she would have been trusted with the beef-tea; but 

Maud almost always got her own way. She went very 

carefully upstairs and knocked at her mother’s door. 

It was ajar, but there was no answer, so she peeped in ~ 

cautiously and saw that her mother was asleep. 

“Dear me, how tiresome! I suppose I must wait 

for a while,” she muttered discontentedly; and for want 

of something to do she sauntered into the spare room 

again for another look at the party dresses. How 

fresh and sweet and pretty they looked! Maud bent 

over the bed and fingered the delicate fabric gently. 

But, alas, she forgot the tiny tray with the beef-tea in 

her other hand, and in a moment the mischief was 

done! The cup and saucer slid along the slippery 

tray, and before Maud saw what was happening about 

a wine-glassful of its contents had been spilt on one 

of the white muslin dresses. Maud steadied the tray 

with an exclamation of dismay. 

“Tt is quite spoilt—and it’s mine—the one with the 

pink ribbons!” she cried in despair. Ella’s were blue. 
Yes, it was quite spoilt, for a little liquid in the wrong 
place goes a long way, and the great dark patches on 

the pure white material were growing larger every
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minute, Maud put the tray down on a small table 

which stood near, and clasped her hands with every 

appearance of woe. And yet, if she had had sense 

enough to know it, matters were by no means so bad 

as they might have been. She had ruined her frock 

certainly. She would have to go to the party in an 

old one, or else stay at home altogether; but beyond 

a little carelessness she had nothing to be ashamed of. 

Accidents happen to everyone, and up to the present 

time she had done nothing !actually very wrong. But 

now a wicked spirit put it into her heart to do some- 

thing very bad indeed—to make the whole affair a 

great deal worse than it was already. 

On the table by the bed were a pair of scissors, a 

reel of cotton, and a needle-book. Emma had left 

them there when she had put the last touches to the 

little frocks. Maud was a handy child at all kinds of 

needle-work, and in less than ten minutes she had 

taken off all the bows from the dresses and changed 

the colours—tacked Ella’s blue bows on to the soiled 

garment and her own pink ribbons on to the other, 

which was fresh and clean still. Ella was exception- 

ally large for her age, while Maud was small for hers, 

so that both frocks would be of exactly the same size, 

and there was not much danger of anybody noticing 

the change of bows. But how was the spilt beef-tea to 

be accounted for? Maud stood hesitating and shaking 

with fright, unable to make up her mind.
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Miew—miew—miew! The cat jumped out unex- 

pectedly from behind a curtain, and Maud, taken off 

her guard and rendered nervous by her bad con- 

science, screamed aloud. But the next minute that 

wicked spirit was at work again, and hastily closing 

the door after her, so as to shut in the unfortunate 

pussy, she ran down the stairs and out of a back door 

into the woods. Poor Topsy would not be able to 

resist the beef-tea. Pérhaps Mrs. Dowdney would 

open the door suddenly, find her busy with it, and, 

of course, conclude that she was the culprit. It .cer- 

tainly would be quite natural to suppose that, as the 

cat was found shut up with the frocks and the beef-tea, 

she was the cause of the accident, and Maud felt that 

there was not much fear of discovery; but though she 

forgot that the presence of the tray in the spare room 

would have to be accounted for, she felt anything but 

happy as she wandered about the woods and fields, 

which were theirs still. 

At last she heard the big castle clock strike, and 

knew it was time to go in and be dressed. So she 

went in at the front door this time, and almost the 

first thing she saw was Ella sitting in a little heap on 

the stairs, and sobbing bitterly. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” asked Maud, feeling 

exceedingly uncomfortable. She knew what it was 

well enough. 

“Tt’s all that horrid Topsy!” sobbed Ella. ‘ Mrs.
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Dowdney says she gave you mother’s beef-tea to carry 

up, and then mother was asleep and she supposes you 

put the tray on the table in the’spare room, and Topsy 

got in and she’s upset ever so much over my new frock. 

It’s quite spoilt. Mother says I can’t wear it!” Ella’s 
face was hidden in her hands, or she could hardly have 

helped seeing how red and generally guilty her sister _ 

looked. But there was nothing ill-natured about her, 

and she never even thought of blaming Maud for 

having left the beef-tea so near the precious dresses, 

or even saying that the accident would not have 

happened but for her carelessness, which it most cer- 

tainly would not. 

“What are you going to do then?” Maud felt 

almost inclined to be brave, and confess what she had 

done, but unfortunately her courage failed her. 
“Emma is tacking all the blue bows on to that 

cream-coloured calico that I used to wear in the 

summer. It looks so shabby by yours; but if I hadn’t 

had it I couldn’t have gone at all. So mother says I 

am very lucky.” And Ella made a most praiseworthy 

effort to dry her tears and look cheerful. She always 

did try and make the best of a bad job, which is more 

than can be said of most people. And when they got 

to Lady Willerton’s she enjoyed herself so heartily that 

she forgot her tumbled-looking dress altogether. She 

got on with all the other children much better than 

Maud did, because she did not want the best of every-
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thing for herself, and was ready to do just what was 

being done, instead of looking cross and ill-tempered 

whenever the game or dance happened to be not 

quite what she would have chosen. 

The Christmas-tree itself was even more splendid 

than the children had imagined that it was going to be, 

and they were delighted with the presents they had 

from it. Every child had a box of crackers, a large 

. box of bon-bons, and a handsome gift of some sort 

besides. Maud got a beautiful walking and talking 

doll, dressed in the height of the fashion, and Ella a 

big morocco-covered box, lined with velvet and locking 

with a golden key. 

“Tt will just do for my jewelry when I am old 

enough to have some, but I shall use it for a work- 

box now,” she said gleefully, trying not to feel jealous 

of Maud’s walking and talking doll, which was the 

most wonderful thing of the kind that either of the 

children had ever seen. And you don’t know what 

delicious sweets there were in those boxes. All the 

children wondered where they came from, and one or 

two of the most romantic declared that Lady Willerton 

must have got them from Fairyland on purpose for 

the Christmas-tree, they were so much better than any 

other kind of goodies which had ever been seen or 

heard of before. Little Ella popped one great clear, 

white one into her mouth almost as soon as her box 

was given to her, and like everyone else she was
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puzzled to know what the flavouring was, but it was 

so very nice that she determined to eat no more her- 

self but keep them all for her mother, who was fond 

of some kinds of sweet things. Maud, I am sorry to 

say, did not remember this fact, or think of anyone 

but herself when she found out how good the bon- 

bons were; indeed, whenever she could get away into 

a comer by herself, she kept cramming one after an- 

other into her mouth, until by the end of the evening 

her box was empty. 

Both children got rather sleepy during the long 

drive home, but Maud, who had eaten a great many 

more sweet things at supper and during the evening 

than were good for her, got dreadfully hot and thirsty 

as well. 

“T do wish we had some water, Ella?” she said 

impatiently. 

“Tl bring a little bottle next time, if we ever go to 

a party again; and I do hope we shall,” returned Ella. 

“Tt doesn’t do me much good to think of what you 

are going to do next time,” muttered Maud crossly. 

“‘T wish I had some of those nice juicy bon-bons left,” 

she added, hoping that her sister had and that she 

would take the hint. 

“You don’t mean to say you have eaten them all!” 

exclaimed Ella in surprise. “I saved most of mine 

for mother, but you can have one if you like, of 

course.” And she held out the box. Maud promptly



72 A CHRISTMAS PARTY. 

picked out the biggest she could find—it was a green 

one. 
“Thanks. How lovely they look in the moonlight! 

Just see how those. white ones are sparkling!” she 

said. But Ella was getting too sleepy to take much 

notice. : 

Presently Maud uttered an exclamation of disgust. 

“ That bon-bon you gave me hasn’t a particle of taste 

—it’s as cold as ice and as hard as a bullet,” she an- 

nounced, forgetting that she had selected it herself. 

Ella opened her eyes unwillingly. 

“Oh, nonsense!—the only one I had was delicious, 

and I don’t want to give you any more, because I am 

sure mother would like them. Why don’t you try and 

go to sleep till we get home?” She herself was fast 

asleep again almost before the words were out of her 

mouth. Maude made a little grimace, and threw the 

unsatisfactory sweetmeat out of the window; then, as 

she was getting tired too, and it was dull with no one 

to talk to, she wisely took her sister’s advice until they 

drove up to the castle and had to wake up and bundle 

off to the night nursery, taking their presents with 

them, that they might be available the first thing next 

morning. 

Ella opened her eyes first—she generally woke early, 

though this morning, of course, after last night’s dissi- 

pation, it was rather later than usual. She stretched
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her hand out for the morocco-covered box, which was 

on a chair at her bedside, with the crackers and bon- 

bons, took the little golden key from under her pillow, 
and turned the lock with all a child’s pleasure in 
examining a new possession. It did strike her as she 
lifted the box that it was tremendously heavy; but know- 
ing that there had been nothing in it last night, she was 
not in the least prepared for the sight which met her 
astonished gaze when the lid flew open. It was filled 
—positively filled—with glittering gold coins—the very 
brightest, newest-looking gold coins that Ella had ever 
seen, 

“Maud! Maud!” she cried. “Do wake up, and 
look here!” Maud sat up in bed and rubbed her 

eyes. 
“Look where? What’s the matter? Can’t you leave 

me alone?” she said crossly. But Ella was too excited 
to notice whether people were cross or not. 

“Why, this box hadn’t a thing in it last night! I 
meant to use it for a work-box, only it seemed rather 
too big!” she cried. “ And now it is as full as it’ll hold 
of sovereigns or half sovereigns, I don’t know which! 
And it looks to me bigger too! Isn’t it oddp” 

“Very!” ejaculated Maud, with eyes as round as a 
shilling. “ Look in the bon-bon box—perhaps they've 
turned into gold too!” 

Ella lifted the lid and peeped in. There was a 
change in the goodies, but it wasn’t altogether a satis-
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factory one. They had lost their crystallized, sugary 

appearance, and they had a hard glassy sort of look, 

though their colours were as brilliant as ever, and they 

sparkled wonderfully when the light fell on them. She 

fingered them doubtfully, and at last put one to her 

lips. 

“J do believe they’ve all turned to glass!” she cried 

in a very disappointed voice. “And I did so want 

mother to have.some. I’m sure she’d have liked them 

better than jelly or anything else. It all seems so 

strange!” 

‘*Why, don’t you remember the one you gave me 

last night had no taste, and was as hard as a stone—I 

had to throw it away! You must have got a bad box,” 

put in Maud. 

“Tt isn’t that,” said Ella thoughtfully. ‘‘ They were 

all right before we left Willerton last night. Something 

has happened since then; and besides, where did all 

this gold come from?” 

“Tf I found a box of mine full of money unexpec- 
tedly, I should be too glad to care where it came from,” 

grumbled Maud, who had been eagerly examining her 

own presents in the hope of discovering a heap of 

hidden treasure somewhere. ‘ And that box of yours 

is about four times the size it looked last night! It 
must have hundreds and hundreds of pounds in it! 

You'll be as rich as a Jewess—and it isn’t fair!” 

“Oh! I'll give you—” began Ella; but she stopped
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suddenly, and both children gave a little gasp of amaze- 

ment. A quick flash of light passed the window, there 

was a rustling among the ivy which hung around it, 

the sash opened of its own accord, and a quaint, weird 

little figure, dressed in tight-fitting green clothes and 

a red cap with a peacock’s feather in it, peeped round 

the corner. It was like the pictures of elves in the 
children’s fairy story-books. The little man stood still 

on the window-sill for about a minute, doing nothing 

except stare at the children in a manner, which, to say 

the least of it, was very rude. Then he indulged in a 

short, silvery laugh. Something was making Maud 

very uncomfortable, the elf’s piercing gaze altogether 

disagreed with her, and when he began to talk she felt 

an unaccountable inclination to hide under the bed- 

clothes. 

“JT know all about you two young ladies,” he began 

with rather a conceited air. ‘ Individuals who are as 

small as I am, and can hide in all sorts of out-of-the- 

way places, see a great deal more of the world than 

mortals imagine. I and my friends have an exceed- 

ingly good opinion of you, Miss Ella; you possess sense 

and modesty and unselfishness—qualities which the 

fairies invariably admire; and besides that, you aren’t 

always treated quite fairly—people slight you because 

they don’t think you are pretty, just as if it matters 

whether little girls are pretty or not, so long as they are 

good! And there are other things which you might
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complain of, though, after having carefully studied your 

character, I feel quite sure that you won’t. So, her 

majesty Titania sent me with the gold pieces last 

night—” 

“Oh, thank you so much!” broke in Ella. “We 

were just wondering where they could have come from; 

but—I suppose it wasn’t you who turned all my bon- 

bons into glass?” 

“ Glass!” shrieked the little man. “fever I heard 

‘the like of that! Glass, indeed! Much you know 

about it!” 

“Well, but they have got hard and smooth, just like 

. glass—and they don’t taste of anything,” persisted Ella, 

who had an inquiring mind, and liked to understand 

things. 

“They are jewels—precious stones, you unappre- 

ciative little monkey!” cried the elf, losing patience 

altogether. ‘The white ones are diamonds, the red 

rubies, the blue sapphires, the yellow topazes, the green 

emeralds, and the violet amethysts. Every one of 

those big diamonds is worth a fortune, and the boxful 

represents as large an amount of riches as you will 

_ know what to do with.” Ella sat bolt upright in bed 

with her tumbled hair falling all about her shoulders, 

too astonished to speak a word. Maud, who had been 

drinking in eagerly every syllable the little man uttered, 

was very nearly crying. She had been thoroughly 

delighted and pleased with her walking and talking
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doll seven or eight hours ago, but it by no means 

satisfied her now. 
“Why haven’t I got any gold or precious stones or 

anything, but just what was given me?” she asked 

tearfully. 

“You—you, indeed!” And the elf regarded her 

with supreme contempt. ‘I only wonder that you’re 

not ashamed to ask such a question! Did you dream 

of the beef-tea you spilt on your own frock? Or did 

it ever occur to you that Puck and one or two others, 

myself included, might have been hiding in the curtains 

or somewhere else when you were changing the bows, 
so that everyone should think it was your sister's frock 

that was spoilt and not yours? Poor pussy! it’s 

rather hard lines that she should suffer for a naughty 

little girl’s misdemeanours—they locked her up in the 

coal cellar without any milk last night! Gold and 

precious stones, indeed! Birch rods and bread and 

water is more the style of thing you deserve, I fancy! 

Such impudence!” And with this final burst of indig- 

nation, the little man shook out a pair of tiny wings 

from between his shoulders, and flew off like a sparrow 

or a cock robin. 

“Then that accounts for it!” ejaculated a solemn 

voice at the door. Both children turned round—Maud 

with her cheeks as red as a beet-root—and there at the 

door, with a hot-water can in one hand and a broom- 

stick in the other, stood Emma with her mouth
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and eyes wide open. She must have heard every 

word. 

“If I didn’t think there was something wrong about 

them bows! It never seemed to me that I could have 

sewed ’em on to white frocks with blue cotton—not 

the pink ones, leastways! And to think of Miss Ella 

wearing nothing but her shabby old calico, and that 

poor cat left crying for its supper all along of you and 

your deceitful ways, Miss Maud!” went on Emma in 

‘a sorrowful tone of righteous anger. ‘‘ Whatever will 

your mama say?” What, indeed! Maud never spent 

such a wretched day in her life as that one was. 

Everyone was angry and disgusted, and she had 

enough right feeling to know how very much reason 

there was for being ashamed of herself. 

Her disgrace was a sad blot on all the rejoicings 

that there were over the fairies’ gifts to her sister, 

which were far more valuable than either of the girls 

had any idea of. Lady Gretchen could hardly believe 

her eyes when she saw the box of precious stones, and 

heard the wonderful way in which they and the gold 

pieces had arrived. She thought it only right to let 

Lady Willerton know what had happened, and she 

was quite as much surprised as everyone else, which 

is saying a good deal. The jewels sold for ever so 

many thousand pounds, so that the De Hamels were 

as well off as they had been, even in their most pros- 

perous days, and all the grounds about the castle were



A CHRISTMAS PARTY. 719 

what Ella called “ unlet” again. So the children had 

all the old play-grounds they had missed so sorely for 

their own once more. Maud was dreadfully sulky 

and ill-tempered for a long while, even after she had 

been forgiven. She had always been the favourite, 

and had the best of everything before, and she found 

it very hard to see how much was made of Ella, and 

to know that all the good fortune had come through 

her. However, Ella was so sweet and unselfish, and 

so anxious to share everything she had with her sister 

in the nicest, most delicate manner possible, that no 

one could feel ill-naturedly towards her for long to- 

gether, so that things went pretty smoothly after the 

first few days. 

Tt was later in the year—just the time when the 

primroses and all the spring flowers were in their 

greatest beauty, and Lady Gretchen had been out in 

the woods with the children, for she was stronger now. 

They were just coming up to the hall door by a side- 

walk leading from the shrubbery, when they heard the 

sound of hoofs, and a horseman appeared round the 

bend of the avenue riding tremendously fast. They 

had so few visitors that Lady Gretchen was interested 

enough to wait for a glimpse of this one’s face. Some- 

thing about him was familiar to her, and all at once 

she threw down her parasol and uttered a scream. 

The stranger sprang from his horse, flung off the great
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slouched hat which he wore, and— I need hardly 

take the trouble of describing what happened exactly, 

because if any of you children have ever read a fairy 

story before—and in these days that you have done so 

goes without saying, as the French people put it—you 

will know that this was Sir Diamid at last, come back 

from the wars safe and sound, and that he, Lady 

Gretchen, Maud, and Ella all lived happy ever after. 

But there is one little thing which I forgot to tell 

you. About two months ago the whole village was 

ringing with the good fortune of a wandering pedlar, 

who had had hard work to make a scanty livelihood 

for years past, by going all over the country from 

house to house with his wares. But one fine winter’s 
day, when he was traversing the road between Willer- 

ton and the De Hamels’ castle, he sat down, as he 

often did, on a bank by the road’s side. Now, it hap- 

pened to be a windy day, and as he rested his weary 

limbs and munched his simple dinner—it was only 
bread with a little rather nasty-looking cheese—the 

wind amused itself by playing and frolicking with 

some of the dead leaves with which the bank was 

covered. And when the pedlar, who was a tidy man, 

had rammed the bit of paper that his cheese had been 

wrapped in right down into the soft earth with his 

staff, so that it might not be an eyesore to anyone, his 

eyes fell upon something bright and green and glitter- 

~ ing, which sparkled marvellously in the sunlight. Just
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for a moment he thought it wasa glass marble which 

some careless schoolboy had dropped; but he was a 

very knowing pedlar, and a short examination pretty 

nearly convinced him that it was no marble, but one 

of the most beautiful emeralds ever seen that he had 

alighted upon; and emeralds are such valuable stones 

that this one made the pedlar quite a rich man for his 

station of life, insomuch that he and his wife and 

children were enabled to emulate the grand folks at 

‘the castle, and live happy ever after. 
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THE TOADSTOOL MOUNTAIN. 

PART I. 

iA ALLLIE and Mabel lived in a cottage with their 

grandmother. It was a very pretty cottage, 

  

ne 
garden full of fruit and flowers and trees, with lots of 

little rockéries and summer-houses, and hiding-places 

_ with plenty of room in it, and a nice large 

of all sorts for the children to amuse themselves in on 

Saturday afternoons, or in the holidays which came 

twice a year—at Christmas and at midsummer. But 

it was neither Christmas nor midsummer at the time I: 

write of. It was just in the most beautiful part of the 

spring—when the birds are singing their gayest songs, 

and when the violets and primroses are all in their 

greatest beauty. “The very time of the year when 

people ought to be out of doors all day enjoying them- 

selves, instead of being shut up in that fusty school- 

house doing sums and learning lessons!” grumbled
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Willie to Mabel as they trudged home rather later 

than usual one sunshiny afternoon. They had been 

kept in, both of them, for being inattentive and care- 

less over their lessons, and perhaps that was what 

made them so discontented and ill-tempered. 

“Ves,” sighed Mabel, “it’s too bad! I wish the 

schoolmistress would get measles again, like she did 

last summer, and then we should get another holiday; 

or if granny would only let us stay away for a week, as 

Johnnie Williams’ did! We could take our dinner with 

us and go for long, long walks over the fields to look 

for the fairies, as we used to say we would do in the 

winter!” 

“Yes, Do you see that little mountain, Mabel? The 

short, round one which looks so much nearer than the 

others,” broke in Willie abruptly. 

“The one with the flat top and the path leading up 

to it?” 

“Ves, of course, I meant that one. It is quite 

different from the others somehow, and it looks just 

the place for fairies. It is more like a giant toad- 

stool than anything else; and it says in the beginning 

of your book of fairy stories that there are always toad- 

stools where the fairies are. If we had a holiday I am 

sure we could walk there, now that you are ten years 

old; and even if we didn’t find the fairies we might
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have all sorts of adventures. We could take our tea 

as well as dinner, and then it wouldn’t matter if we 

weren’t in till bed-time.” 

“ But would granny let us?” 

“Ves, of course. We needn’t tell her that we were 

going to look for the fairies, because she doesn’t believe 

in them,” said Willie, who, I am sorry to say, was 

inclined to be deceitful. ‘She would only think we 

were going to look for cowslips or blue-bells, and if 

she was busy she would be glad to get rid of us. I 

know we hinder her dreadfully, if she is washing or 

baking or sewing.” 

“Ves; only she is so kind that she doesn’t mind,” 

said Mabel doubtfully. They always had to take their 

dinner with them to school, as most of the other chil- 

dren did, because it was too far to come home for it, 

and sometimes in the holidays they had been allowed 

to take their tea out into the fields; but going away to 

spend the whole day out of doors by themselves was 

another matter, and she felt pretty sure that granny 

would not permit it. Willie, in spite of his fine talk- 

ing, was of the same opinion really, as he showed by 

his next remark. 

“T don’t believe it would matter if we didn’t go to 

school one day; we haven’t missed a day this term. 

Just suppose we were to play truant?”
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“Oh, Willie!” Mabel was dreadfully shocked at 

first; but Willie was a whole year older than she was, 

and he almost always managed to make her do what 

he wanted, so that before they reached the little lattice- 

gate of their garden, she had let herself be persuaded 

that it would be no harm to try and reach the Toadstool 

Mountain on the morrow, instead of going quietly off 

to school as usual. 

. “Teacher was so cross to-day that it will serve her 

right,” observed Willie, who, like many other trouble- 

some little girls and boys, was under the impression 

that his schoolmistress quite enjoyed teaching him, 

and found fault with him chiefly for her own amuse- 

ment. Mabel said nothing; but she did not feel 

comfortable in her own mind, and her conscience 

pricked her so sharply that it was long past ten o’clock 

that night before she got to sleep. Both the children 

were up at six o’clock the next morning, and there was 

no peace until they had packed their dinners up in the 

little brown bag, which Willie always carried over his 

shoulder, and started off, almost before they had done 

breakfast—an hour earlier than usual. Granny noticed, 

when they had been gone about twenty minutes, that 

they had left all their school-books behind them. For 

a little while she half expected they would come run- 

ning back for them; then, when it was too late for that,
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she concluded that they would borrow some from their 

school-fellows; and finally put the two little straps of 

books in their usual place behind the shutter, and for- 

got all about them. As for Willie and Mabel, they 

took each other’s hands as soon as they were outside 

the gate, and ran down the road until they were quite 

out of sight of the cottage, as fast as possible. Con- 

science, as we read in Shakespeare, makes cowards 

of us all; and the feeling that they were doing wrong 

made them afraid that granny would suspect some- 

thing, and call them back to know why they had started 

so early, whereas the poor old woman hardly thought 

about it at all. She knew that they sometimes took 

flowers to. their teacher, and when there were not 

many in the garden they often made expeditions early 

in the morning to the woods close by to get some, so 

she simply supposed thg little monkeys had some pro- 

ject of that kind in their heads then. 

Willie and Mabel ran on together until they were 

quite tired, and then, as they had come to a most con- 

venient stile, leading to some of the fields which lay 

before the Toadstool Mountain, they sat down on it 

to rest and talk over what they meant to do. 

“Do you think we can get there by dinner-time?” 

inquired Mabel rather wistfully. Now Willie knew a 

little more than his sister did about distances, and
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there was a soft, hazy, blue mist hanging about the 

Toadstool Mountain, which warned him that it was 

not as near to them as it might be. Still, dinner-time 

was a long way off, and he answered pretty confidently: 

“Ves, of course we shall—unless you get a thorn in 

your foot as you did last spring, or do something silly 

of that sort.” And then the children went on again, 

through field after field, running and walking and sit- 

ting down to rest by turns—stopping to gather handfuls 

of the beautiful spring flowers too sometimes, though, 

I am sorry to say, they always ended by getting tired 

of carrying them and throwing the poor things down 

to die, even before they had begun to wither. The 

sun was very hot for the time of year; it beat down 

with its powerful rays on the children’s heads; and I 

don’t know if it was that, or the way they had gobbled 

down their breakfasts, but presently they both began 

to feel rather sick and dizzy. They were tired and 

dusty too; but though they had really walked several 

miles, the Toadstool Mountain didn’t look one bit 

nearer than it had from the stile. At last Mabel, who 

was not very brave, and, of course, was a good deal 

more tired than Willie, began to cry. 

“T don’t believe we shall ever get there,” she sobbed. 

“Jt looks just as far off as ever. I believe the fairies 

move it a step backwards every time we take one for-
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wards. And I’m sohungry!” Willie was hungry too, 

only he had not liked to be the first to say so. 

“ Suppose we sit down and have dinner?” he sug- 

gested rather doubtfully, wishing they had brought 

more provisions. But Mabel jumped at the idea. 

“Oh, do-let us!” she exclaimed. “I am sure we 

shall be able to walk ever so much better afterwards!” 

So they sat down among the buttercups and ate the 

Cornish pasty and treacle sandwiches with which the 

little brown bag was filled. Rather a funny dinner, 

you will think; but out in the fields, when you have 

been walking since seven o'clock, and didn’t eat much 

breakfast, nearly everything tastes nice. Mabel had 

a tiny drinking-cup, which she always carried about 

with her in her pocket, but neither of the children had 

anything to drink out of it—they always got their water 

from a pump in the school-yard, and they had forgotten 

in the morning that pumps do not grow ready made 

among the blackberry and. hawthorn bushes. 

“We must go on till we come to a stream or well 

or something,” said Willie, looking disconsolately at the 

empty cup. “ But I’m dreadfully thirsty.” 

At last they heard a little stream bubbling away in 

the distance. The sound guided them to its banks, 

and Mabel, when they got there, nearly jumped for 

joy. It was a perfect little brook, the water was as



THE TOADSTOOL MOUNTAIN. 89 

clear as crystal—so clear that they could see whole 

families of tiny fish swimming about in it, and there 

were patches of the true water forget-me-not and a few 

lovely white water-lilies growing among the stones. 

Mabel was the first to bend down and fill the cup with 

water, but she started back half frightened. 

“Willie, it sounds as if the water was talking!” she 

cried. : 

“Stuff and nonsense!” exclaimed Willie contemptu- 

ously, but he too looked a little pale when he lifted up 

his head. 

“Tt does sound like something—only I can’t make 

out what!” he gasped. Whereupon the voice in the 

stream became gradually louder until it was quite 

distinct: 
‘*He who would the goblins see 

To the Toadstool Mount must flee, 

Follow the crow with the salt on its tail 

Over the hill and into the dale.” 

The children looked at each other. Somehow they 

did not feel frightened now. 

“This really is like Fairyland at last,” whispered 

Mabel. ‘ There are streams and rivers that talk in 

ever so many of the stories in my fairy-book, and 

people always do what they tell them to. And look! 
Oh, Willie, there’s the crow!” And sure enough, hop-
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ping about two or three yards in front of them, was 

a large black crow, with a small pinch of salt resting 

on the middle of his tail, He kept looking over his 

shoulder at the children, as much as to say, ‘Follow 

me—follow me!” 

“Goblins aren’t quite the same as fairies, I’m afraid,” 

said Willie. ‘Still, as we are here, I suppose we had 

better see all there is to be seen.” So the children 

took each other’s hands again and began walking after 

the crow, who set off hopping in a most business-like 

fashion, when he saw that they meant to follow him, 

as fast as possible; and after that, though the children 

were walking a great deal faster than they had before, 

they forgot all about being tired, even when the crow 

led them up a steep hill, without slackening his pace 

at all. Willie gave a cry of astonishment when they 

got to the top. 

“Why, there is the Toadstool Mountain quite close 

to us—just across the valley!” And so it was. They 

ran down the hill they were on and across the dale 

after their black guide, who seemed in a greater hurry 

than ever, now that their destination was nearly 

reached, until they came to the foot of the mountain. 

Then Mabel began to hang back a little. ‘Oh, 

Willie, it looks so queer—I’m afraid!” she whispered. 

To tell the truth, Master Willie was feeling very uncom-



THE TOADSTOOL MOUNTAIN. OI 

fortable himself, only, of course, he had no intention 

of showing it. 

“Rubbish! There’s nothing to be afraid of!” he 

said rather faintly. “Come along, the old bird is 

growing impatient.” So on they went, scrambling up 

the mountain side until at last they actually came to 

the top, and there was a big, round, black hole, about 

three times the size of Mabel’s new hoop. The crow 

stopped at the edge of the hole and began to ferret 

about among some dead leaves and bits of stick which 

were lying around it. Presently he selected two pieces 

of rough-looking flint stone, and began striking them 

together with his beak and one claw in a most ingeni- 

ous manner. It must have been fairy flint, because 

instead of only a few little sparks a regular jet of flame 

came out of it, just as if he had struck a match—only, 

instead of going out at once, it went on burning quite 

steadily, and the flame got bigger and bigger, until it 

looked just like a little torch. By the light it gave the 

children could see right down the hole. It reminded 

them of some pictures they had once seen of the crater 

of a volcano—only, instead of having nothing but a 

lot of lava inside, it had a queer kind of winding stone 

staircase, which, as far as the children could see, had 

no ending at all. However, as soon as the crow had 

got his torch into working order he proceeded to hop
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down the stairs, holding it rather gingerly in his beak, 

and turning his head every other second to make sure 

that Mabel and Willie were following him, which, 

after a whispered consultation, they very imprudently 

did. . 

It seemed to both the children as if those stairs 

must go right down to the middle of the earth and 

then out at the other side. But just when they were 

getting so tired that they could hardly keep on going 

down them any longer the crow came to a sudden 

stand-still and dropped his torch, which went out 

promptly. Then the children saw, very dimly at first, 

but more distinctly as their eyes grew accustomed to 

the semi-darkness, a big door right in front of them. 

It did not fit quite properly into the wall, because the 

light from the other side showed through all the cracks 

and from underneath it, as well as through the key- 

hole. The crow put his head under his wing for a 

moment, and drew out in his beak a little thing which 

looked like a nut, but was really a tiny whistle. He 

grasped it firmly with one claw and blew quite a shrill 

blast—not unlike a fog-signal, if you know what that 

is. Whereupon, almost immediately, the door opened 

slowly, its hinges grating harshly, as if they had grown 

stiff and rusty from not being used, and a large white 

goblin with an enormous head and glittering green
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eyes appeared through it. Then the crow, who evi- 

dently considered that his work was done, disappeared 

up the stairs a great deal quicker than he came down. 

PART II. 

ae goblin eyed the children and the children eyed 

the goblin. He was taller than Willie, and his 

body was not unlike what a Polar bear would look 

like if he stood on his hind-legs, but his head was 

something between that of a man and a gorilla, only 

that all the hair on it—and there was a great deal— 

was white to match the rest of him. He had some- 

thing hanging on his left arm which looked rather like 

a lot of platted grass; but before the children had re- 

coveréd from their astonishment sufficiently to say or 

do anything whatever, he suddenly untwisted the whole 

coil and produced two long funny-looking loops from 

it, one of which he immediately threw over each of 

their heads. Then he drew the cord so tightly round 

their necks that they could only just breathe, and pro- 

ceeded to lead them both off with him through the 

door, which shut after them, into a long dark passage, 

which felt exceedingly cold, damp, and generally un- 

comfortable. They made several attempts to get away,
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although, even if they had managed to do so, they 

certainly would not have been able to find their way 

back again, particularly as they would not have known 

how to open the big door; but as it happened, though 

the platted grass looked quite easy to break, the goblin 

must have cast some kind of spell over it, because it 

felt as hard and strong as a thick iron chain. 

At last they came to another door which opened 

into a strange kind of garden. In the distance there 

were a quantity of fairies dancing, while a number of 

little goblins—about half the size of the one who was 

leading the children—were careering around them in 

a ring, as though they were making it their business to 

guard the fairies from any intruders from the outside 

world. One or two mischievous-looking elves, dressed 

in close-fitting green costumes, were dodging about in 

different parts of the garden. There was a rather un- 

natural-looking bright blue sky overhead, and all the 

light seemed to come from the moon and stars, which 

were shining brightly. There were lots of flowers of 

all kinds in the garden, but in the part through which 

the goblin was leading the children there was nothing 

but roses—only they were such roses, so large and fine, 

and so many of them!—indeed, some of the trees were 

so covered with blossoms that there were hardly any 

leaves to be seen. Presently they came to what
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looked like a space inclosed by a thick white stone 

fence with ared top; but on closer inspection it turned 

out to be made entirely of giant toadstools. The 

goblin touched a secret spring somewhere, and im- 

mediately about a yard of toadstools sank into the 

ground in a most mysterious manner, leaving a gap 

through which they all three entered the inclosure. 

As soon as they were all safe inside the piece of wall 

which had made way for them rose out of the ground 

again, and joined itself to the rest with a little click. 

Then the children looked round to see what the place 

was like. ‘There were dozens and dozens of pink and 

yellow rose bushes in it. There was a big, pretty-look- 

ing, brown wooden summer-house. at one end, and in 

the middle were two enormously tall pillars, one yellow 

and the other different shades of pink. 

The goblin looked anxiously about, as though he 

did not see something he wanted, and presently he 

drew a whistle, like the one the raven had used, from 

his pocket and whistled three times. Whereupon there 

was a scuffling behind some rose bushes close to them, 

and in a moment or two a little man, about half the 

size of Willie, appeared from underneath them. He 

was dressed in green like the elves which were playing 

about outside, only he had a small peacock’s feather 

stuck in his cap, which gave him a most comical
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appearance. He looked very sleepy, and by no means 

best pleased at being disturbed. 

“Sleeping at this time of night! Why, the moon 

rose an hour ago!” exclaimed the goblin contemptu- 

ously.. “What under the earth were you doing all 

day, Beanstalk?” The elf looked decidedly discon- 

certed, but wisely endeavoured to make no excuse. 

He stood eyeing the children in an inquiring manner. 

“ Truants!” explained the goblin with a wave of his 

arm. “I leave them in your charge for the present, 

so you must show them what to do and how to do it.” 

And having delivered himself of this speech the goblin 

vanished. 

Beanstalk regarded the children with anything but 

an amiable glance. 

“Why you wretched little mortals can’t behave your- 

selves properly in your own land is what puzzles me!” 

he observed impatiently. ‘ You are the third lot of 

children that have been brought down here for run- 

ning away from school this last hundred years, and if. 

you are as stupid and lazy as the others I’m sure I 

hope you'll be the last Z shall have to look after. 

There’s a trowel and a pot of mortar for each of you.” 

He held out two pretty little silver trowels and two 

small blue china boxes, which the children took with. 

wide open eyes.
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“What are we to do with them, please?” asked 

Mabel. 

“You might have guessed that,” replied the elf 

crossly. “Vou have got to build a pillar exactly the 

same size as the other two between you. When it is 

done you may go back to your home—and glad enough 

you'll be when the time comes, I can tell you.” 

Willie brightened up a little after this; he thought 

it would be on the whole rather amusing to build a 

pillar. 

‘But where are the stones or bricks or whatever it 

is that we’re to use?” he inquired. 

‘Stones or bricks indeed!” echoed the little man 

contemptuously. “Those pillars are made of solid 

rose leaves, stuck together with that mortar I gave you, 

and nothing else. Just fill those baskets with some 

from the bushes over there, and I’ll show you how to 

do it.” So the children picked up two fair-sized baskets 

which lay on the ground, and began to fill them as fast 

as they could. 

“ That’s right,” said the elf encouragingly, when they 

reappeared with the rose leaves. ‘Now, just lay a 

thin layer of the leaves on this ring.” And he drew a 

circle of about half a yard in diameter on the soft sand 

with his foot. ‘‘ Now spread some mortar over them, 

and then put another layer. If you work hard you 
(472) G
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ought to do at least three inches a day, and the pillar 

has only to be a quarter of a mile high, so no doubt 

you will finish it sometime. Jam going off td amuse 

myself now, but the work is so simple that you can 

hardly manage to make a mistake.” With which com- 

forting reflection the little man promptly vanished. 

Willie and Mabel did their very best. At first they 

thought the whole thing rather fun, but Sodii their 

backs began to ache with the constant stooping, they 

scratched their hands in the bushes, and besides, they 

wete getting very hungry, though they Had only done 

about half an inch of the pillar. At last Mabel sat 

down on thé ground in despait. 

&Tt seems hours and hours since we had dinner,” 

she said pitifully. “And I’m so tired and hungry that 

I can’t go oni any longer.” 

“Perhaps if we call as loud a8 wé Cat that old 

goblin ot the little man will hear, and bring us some 

food,” suggested Willie. But neither the goblin not 

the little man did hear—or at anyrate they did not 

heed, though both the children screamed till they were 

hoatse. 
“1 don’t feel inclined to stay here till I’m starved to 

death, and don’t recommend you to do so either, ® tee 

taatked Willie a8 soon as hé had recovered hig Voice. 

% Suppdse we tty td run away. It would be qiiite
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éasy to knock down a bit of this old fence—fungi are 

precious soft things—and if we could only find the 
passage we came through again it would be all right.” 

So they took each other’s hands and made the best of 

their way through the rose bushes to the fence. Then 

Willie tried to kick. down a bit of it, and was very 

imtich surprised to find that though he persevered until 
he clit hig boots, he cotild not itiake the slightest im- 

pression upon any of the fungi it was madé of—it never 
occurred to Him that the goblins liad takén the pre- 

caution of tuiniiig thetn into solid rock: Mabel Bicked 

up some great heavy pieces of stoheé wliich were lying 

aboiit td batter the fence with, but it was nd good— 

and both children began to tealizé that they must 

thake the best of a bad job. They tried feeling about 

for the spring which the goblin had touched, but could 

not fihd it; of coutse, so they were just retiring sorrow- 
fully from thé search, when suddenly Mabel caught 

sight of something which tnadé her j jump: 

“Oh! look, Willie! Look on that big dandelion!” 

shé exclaimed. And suré enough; sitting on an enor- 

tidus dandelion as if it were a music-stool, was a pretty 

little fairy with 4 kind face; long golden hair; and a 

dlendet Wand in her tiny hand. She slipped from 
her seat down to thé proutid ahd eyed the children 
itiquirtingly.
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“Oh, you are the small mortals that Beanstalk is 

supposed to be looking after! Why are you not busy 

at your pillar?” she asked rather languidly. 

““We have been busy at it for ever so long!” explained 

Willie indignantly. ‘“ But we’re too tired to go on now, 

and we want something tc eat.” 

‘Oh! Well, I suppose I must manage that for you 

—mortals seem to me to require three or four meals 

a-day, no matter how busy they are. We fairies only 

eat when there’s nothing else to do. Go back to the 

court-yard where the pillars are, and wait for me at the 

door of the summer-house.” .There was something 

about the fairy which made the children understand 

that she meant to be obeyed, so they proceeded to do 

as they were told at once—only, though they ran all 

the way, instead of having to wait for her, they found 

that she was waiting for them with a little gold key in 

her hand when they got to the summer-house. She 

unlocked the door, which flung itself right open 

promptly, and left the key in the lock. The children 

could not help exclaiming with astonishment at what 

they beheld. In the centre of the summer-house was 

a good-sized table covered with a white cloth, and laid 

for two people. It was laden with every delicacy you can 

imagine, from plum-pudding to strawberries and cream 

—in fact, neither Willie nor Mabel had ever seen so
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many nice things together before. ‘You can take 

what you like and when you like it,” observed the 

fairy shortly, pointing to the table. ‘The door will 

always shut of its own accord whenever you both go 

outside; but, as I left the key in the keyhole, you can 

open it when you want to come in again.” 

“Thank you!” said Mabel, who, seeing that Willie 

had forgotten his manners, felt bound to take the lead. 

“But would you mind telling us what we are to do if 

we want anything very much when you are gone? 

Beanstalk didn’t hear us when we called just now, at 

least he didn’t take any notice.” 

“ He was asleep most likely, or dancing perhaps— 

all those elves are so frivolous,” said the fairy with a 

frown, as she untied something which was fastened to 

her wand. ‘Here is a filbert whistle which you can 

use. I shall hear it if Beanstalk doesn’t.” Mabel 

took the whistle and turned her head for a second to 

show it to Willie, but when she looked round again 

the fairy was gone. So the children directed their 

attention to all the good things on the table—there 

were so many that they could not decide what to eat 

first. : 

“T mean to begin with just what you do,” said Mabel, 

who was not remarkable for originality. Willie’s big 

eyes wandered about among the dishes doubifully.
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“T yote for strawberries and cream,” he said at last. 

And he helped Mabel to one plateful and himself to 

another. 

sf Goblin-land i isn’t $0 bad after all, ” remarked Mabel, 

holding out her hand for the sugar. 

“Tt’s rather jolly for some—oh! ugh!” And Willie 

interrupted himself with a splutter and a series of 

hideous grimaces, which quite frightened Mabel, whose 

first spoonful was half-way to her mouth. 

“Why, what is the matter? Are you] ill?” she cried 

In amazement. 

“TIl? It’s enough to make me!” gasped Willje not 

very explicitly. “I never tasted anything so utterly 

nasty in my life—not even when I munched up that 

rhubarb pill granny gave me by mistake!” 

“What are you talking about? You haven’t had 

anything but strawberries and cream, and I’m sure 

there’s nothing nasty about them! Kee returned Mabel 

looking thoroughly bewildered. “Just taste and try, 

that’s all!” grumbled Willie ruefully. And Mabel took 

his advice, though she regretted doing so a moment 

later. “Oh, Willie!” she cried shuddering. “ How 

could that cruel fairy take us in so? The fruit tastes 

like senna-tea and Gregory’s powder mixed, and the 

cream reminds one of castor oil!” ‘Perhaps it was 

a mistake,” said Willie doubtfully. ‘We had better
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take something else to try and get rid of the taste.” 

But everything, no matter how nice and inviting it 

looked, was exactly the same. Even the water with 

which the unlucky « children tried to rinse their mouths 

was more like a mixture of pepper and ink than any- 

thing else, though it was as clear and sparkling as 

possible, 

“Suppose we whistle for the fairy? There really 

isn’t anything we can eat,” suggested Willie. So 

Mabel blew ia shrill note on the filbert, and they 

waited anxiously. 

“What’s wrong now?” It was a little voice behind 

them, and turning round hastily they saw the fairy 

leaning on her wand, with an amused smile lurking 

about her lips. “I was a thousand miles off,” she 

went on impatiently, “but it’s not the least necessary 

to whistle so loud. What do you want?” 

“Something to eat which really is what it looks 

like!” pleaded Willie, making a wry face at the heavily- 

laden table. ‘Even some dry bread would do.” 

“Would it indeed! But as it happens you won't get 

anything but what you have already in this part of the 

world, However, as you seem too stupid to find it out 

for yourselves I will tell you a secret,” she added, as 

her eyes fell on Mabel’s disconsolate little face. “You 

have only to take three bites of whatever you want to
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eat. The second and third will be quite as nasty as 

the first, and then the proper flavour—the natural one, 

that is—will come back to whatever the article happens 

to be; and if you want water you must take three 

sips before you can enjoy it—it will taste all right 

after that. When you want to go to bed you have 

only to press that little white knob on the left-hand 

wall, and you will find rooms and everything you re- 

quire in them. Now you have nothing to grumble 

about, and as I wish for a little peace I shall take 

away the whistle.” The children were so busy trying if 

the fairy had spoken the truth that they hardly noticed 

when she vanished, which was as soon as she had com- 

pleted her. last sentence. Willie was the first to get 

through his two more mouthfuls of strawberries and 

cream, but neither of them lost much time, and they 

were soon both enjoying a delicious feast, which was 

very nearly worth all they had gone through to obtain 

it—and that is saying a great deal. 

“T’m very sleepy, and you look as if you couldn’t 

keep your eyes open,” remarked Willie when they had 

done. ‘“ Besides, it’s getting quite dark. Suppose we 

go to bed?” And as Mabel had no objection to this 

arrangement, and felt as much disinclined for working 

any more at the rose-leaf pillar as her brother did, she 

made the best of her way to the white knob on the
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wall and pressed it gently. A door flew open at once, 

showing two lovely little rooms divided by a screen, 

and with a dear little white bedstead in each of 

them. 

“JT never saw such comfortable-looking beds!” said 

Willie, looking wistfully at the soft eider-down quilts 

and clean linen sheets. “What a pity we haven’t got 

any night-gowns!” But they were both far too tired 

to think much of any minor considerations of that sort, 

and Willie was ready to jump on to his cosy little nest 

in less than two minutes. He jumped off again, though, 

in a shorter time than it takes to tell it, and began 

dancing about on the floor with a shriek which fairly 

startled Mabel. 

“What's the matter now?” she asked with visible 

irritation. 

“Matter indeed!” groaned Willie, rubbing himself 

ruefully. ‘‘Why, the mattress is lined with thistles 

and holly mixed, or else upright pins—I don’t know 

which—that’s all!” 

“You don’t mean it!” And Mabel felt gingerly at 

her own mattress with her hand. “Why, mine is just 

the same! What are we to do? She took the whistle 

with her!” 

“T shouldn’t wonder if we are expected to get into 

bed on the top of the prickles three times, and then
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it would be all right for the fourth,” said Willie dis- 

mally. ‘There seems to be some tule of that kind 

about everything in these regions.” 

“ We'd better try,” returned Mabel, bravely making 

her first attempt; and both children made their second 

and third in rapid succession, with many exclamations 

and grimaces. Willie was right. When they jumped in 

for the fourth time, the beds felt perfectly comfortable, 

the prickles had all vanished, the sheets, pillows, and 

blankets were the height of luxury. The only, pity 

was that they had so short a time in which to enjoy 

them, for no sooner had their eyes closed than they 

were both fast asleep. 

And when they woke up again, behold the summer- 

house, the bed-rooms, the court-yard with the pillars, 

and the garden beyond—all had vanished! The chil- 

dren were not even near the Toadstool Mountain—they 

were only sitting crouched up ona bank under the very 

hedge where they had sat down to have dinner, with 

a few scraps of bread, some torn bits of paper, and 

other remnants of that meal scattered around them. 

Mabel was the first to open her eyes, and she nudged 

Willie energetically till his followed the example of 

hers. 
“Do you see where we are?” she asked anxiously,
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wondering whether it was only, she that had been 

dreaming, and if Willie would know nothing ; about it. 

But his first remark reassured her. 

“Why, where are the goblins? However did we get 

out here?” 

“That’s just what I don’t know!” replied Mabel. 

“J thought it was only a dream I’d had; but if you 

have been dreaming exactly the same, it’s rather queer. 

Anyhow, I’m only too thankful if it isn’t true!” 

“Why, the moon is shining—and what a lot of 

stars!” exclaimed Willie. ‘ It must be dreadfully late, 

and granny will be frightened. I think we’d better 

go home at once and tell her all about it. Don’t 

you?” 

Mabel did think so, and the consequence was that 

two pale, tired, and very subdued little children arrived 

at their cottage door, just as granny was peeping out 

~ anxiously to see if the neighbours, who had gone in all 

directions to search for them, were coming back with 

news of the truants. She was very thankful to see 

them safe and sound; but she looked very severe over 

her spectacles, for she had sent to the school-house 

when she found that the children did not come home, 

and knew that they had not been there. So Mabel 

and Willie did not have a particularly pleasant time of 

it for the next few days, and having come to the con-
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clusion that running away from school was not, on the 

whole, as entertaining as it might be, they very wisely 

determined to play no pranks of a similar nature in the 

future—a determination to which, I am glad to say, 

they scrupulously adhered. 

 



  

    
  

  

a]|ONG ago, in a space that had been cleared 

{| away in the midst of a thick wood, there was 

a little cluster of cottages, which the inhabi- 

tants dignified by the name of a village. There were 

only about a dozen cottages at the most, and they 

were all very small, shabby, and generally tumble-down 

looking edifices, for all the people who lived in them 

were very poor; and at the time I write of they found 

it harder than ever to get even the necessaries of life, 

because the famine which was being felt so severely 

throughout all the land had begun to penetrate even 

  

into the forest village. i 

The men could no longer get the price they had 

been used to for the loads of wood and faggots which 

they carted laboriously to the nearest town, any more 

than the women could for their warm woollen socks 

and the other knitted goods that they earned money 

by making; and, besides, everything that they bought
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to eat was twice the price that it had ever been before. 

So things were going very badly with some of the poor 

people, and theré were a great many pinched; white 

faces in the forest village, which showed that their 

owners knew what it was to be very hungry without 

being able to get anything to eat, as indeed they all of 

them did only too well. 

But there was one old woman—Frau Hertzman— 

who was poorer, and sufféred more than anyone else. 

She lived in one of the smallest cottages in thé village 

quite alone; and as she | was getting tdo old to work 

very fast or vety well, and had no oné to kelp her, 

and not a very large amount of : savings to fall back 

upon, things went hardly enough with het soriiétities, 

poor old thing! 

Next door to her there lived an old womati, whom 

everyone called Elise. She was a little better off than 

Frau Hertzman, for, besides being able to work faster 

and better, she was noted for what she called prudence 

and most other people stinginess, and was never 

known to waste or give away a singlé copper coin 

without an uncommonly good reason, Frati Heriz- 

man had been very good to her once when she was ill 

with a contagious fever, of which everyone ele jas 

terribly afraid, and Elise, who seldom or néver forgot 

a kindness, did her best to repay this one; now that
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het benefactor was in need of help, with sundry pre- 

setits of black bread, jars of honey, and other delicacies 

which the famine had made valuable enough. 

Frau Hertzian was very grateful for the gifts, which 

had helped her go far to keep the wolf from the door; 

bit shé would have enjoyed theni more if they had 

béell giver i a Moré pleasant manner—without con- 

tinal remiiidets that if it had not been fot thé reck- 
less extravagance and generosity of the recipieiit they 

would iidt iavé been needed. For, much to the sorrow 

of higt midefly friend aiid neighbour, Frau Hertzman 
Was generous to a fault, and often in moré prosperous 

times she had ditied ag frugally as shé was obliged to 

dd now, becatige She had given half the contents of 

her larder to thé first beggar who asked for food at her 

door, anid divided three parts of the remainder amiong 

thé second and third. Babies in particular she never 

could tesist, atid Elise declared that she was sure 

the beggar women took it in turn to bring the same 

wtetchied- looking infant to her door in different clothes 

over arid over again, just as often as they cotild invent 

a, fresh story pitt! enough to work successfully upon 

thé kind old woman’s exceedingly tender heart. 

“You'd give away your head if it wasn’t fixed on 

pretly tight, I do believe!” shé exclaitned indignantly 

one day alter watching a miserable-looking woman
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walk off triumphantly, hugging the nice meat pie which 

Frau Hertzman had intended for her own dinner. 

“ Not that I’d take it as a gift if it was me you offered 

it to, for it’s not an article that’s up to business. You're 

as easy took in asa child in pinafores, and if you don’t 

die in the workhouse, you will on the way. Mark my 

words!” With which solemn warning Elise caught up 

her crutch, and hobbled off to her own cottage in great 

displeasure. 

But in spite of everything Frau Hertzman struggled 

on, and managed to live somehow, until there came a 

day when there was nothing in her cupboard except 

the remains of the last batch of potatoes she had dug 

from her garden, and when even her neighbour Elise 

was so poor that she had only just enough bread for 

herself, and not a morsel to give away. Then indeed 

things looked very black and unpromising; but the , 

widow was strong in faith, and never doubted that her 

daily bread would be provided in some unforeseen 

way—as in fact it was. To make matters worse, the 

weather had suddenly become bitterly cold; and one 

frosty morning, when she looked out of the window 

as usual, she saw the ground was white with snow 

which had fallen in the night. 

Frau Hertzman shivered a little at the dreary pros- 

pect, and was just turning from the window to concoct
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the largest fire possible out of the very small amount 

of fuel at her disposal, when her eye was caught by 

something that was lying just outside Elise’s door-step. 

It was a little bundle, wrapped up in some linen 

material of so pure a white that it could hardly be 

distinguished from the snow that it lay upon, and it 

looked so round and substantial that for a moment 

she hoped it was a present of all sorts of good things 

to eat from the fairies, who had often been known to 

come to the aid of the poor people when they wanted 

food in the last generation, though of late years they 

had almost discontinued their attentions to starving 

mortals. But this bundle had so decidedly a fairy-like 

appearance that Frau Hertzman felt sure it was some 

friendly sprites who had laid it at her neighbour’s door, 

and very nearly seriously inconvenienced herself by 

putting her neck out of joint with stretching it over 

the window-sill to see if they had not left something 

of the kind on her door-step, which, to her great dis- 

appointment, she soon managed to convince herself 

that they had not. 

Just then she heard Elise pulling back the bolts of 

her door with, if possible, more noise than usual, and 

watched breathlessly to see the effect of the fairies’ 

gift. She heard a shrill scream of astonishment when 

Elise first caught sight of the uncanny-looking bundle, 
(472) H
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and saw her pick it up gingerly and lift it into her 

cottage out of the cold. Then the door slammed, and 

all was perfectly quiet again. 

Now Frau Hertzman was a very good woman, but for 

all that she was a woman, and she could not restrain 

her violent sensations of curiosity to know what it was 

that the fairies had wrapped up so carefully. And so 

when she Had lighted the fire, and put her dish of cold 

potatoes with the salt-cellar and a jug of water on the 

table ready for breakfast, she slipped on a warm cloak 

and a pair of enormous snow boots, unlocked her door, 

and went quietly out to see what was going on next 

door. 

When she lifted the latch in response to her friend’s 

“ Come in,” she stopped upon the threshold in dumb 

astonishment. For lying flat upon its back, in the 

most uncomfortable position possible, was a small 

child of about eighteen months, dressed in white, and 

with the soft Cashmere shawl that it had been wrapped 

in crumpled up upon the table beside it. Elise, look- 

ing anything but well pleased, was standing over the 

infant, brandishing a large iron spoon containing a 

liquid which smelt like black coffee. 

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Frau Hertzman, too 

utterly taken aback to take the trouble of trying to be 

elegant. Then catching sight of the spoonful of strong
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coffee: “ You’re surely not going to poison the baby 

with that stuff? It ought to have milk or potato- 

soup!” she exclaimed. 

“Calves’-foot jelly and port wine is what you'll be 

proposing next, I suppose?” replied Elise with a glance 

of withering contempt. ‘I didn’t feel like taking the 

wretched little thing to the workhouse before break- 

fast, so I’m giving it a drop of what I’ve most ot 

as a charity—just to stop its mouth till I get rid 

of it!” 

“ Get rid of it! Why, didn’t the fairies bring it?” 

murmured Frau Hertzman, who was still in a state of 

considerable bewilderment. 

“‘ How should I know who brought it? Some beggar 

woman who was tired of carrying it, and thought this 

cottage looked as if it belonged to someone who was 

capable of being imposed upon, I suppose. But if you 

think I’m going to feed and clothe other people’s 

children, when I’ve every prospect of being starved 

myself, it’s a pleasure to tell you you're mistaken. 

There’s no reason why I should take the trouble of 

catrying the child to the workhouse, instead of just 

putting it back into the snow again; only I always was 

a soft-hearted creature, and don’t like to think of the 

little thing being frozen to death, or eaten by wolves. 

It would bring them so near the house.”
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Frau Hertzman had possessed herself of one soft 

baby hand, and was fondling it thoughtfully. She had 

had a husband and little children of her own once, 

‘and this poor little mite reminded her of happy times 

long ago. It wasa pretty, delicate-looking little baby, 

not at all the kind that one cares to think of in a work- 

house, and the bare idea of its being left out in the 

snow to perish with cold made her shudder. An idea 

which she was almost afraid to talk of, because she 

knew her neighbour would laugh at it so, was working 

in her mind. She was thinking how very little such 

a small child would eat, how much she would like to 

have it for her own, and wondering whether she could 

possibly manage to keep it. Anything would be better 

than the workhouse. : 

“You'll think me very silly, Elise, I know,” she said 

slowly, “but I’ve always had a fondness for children, and 

I should dearly like to keep the little thing myself. It 

_won’t want much but potatoes and milk for a long while, 

and I’ve got some clothes that belonged to my own 

little Gretchen which would fit it. It would be a down- 

right sin to lose the chance of using them,” she added 

apologetically. 

“You keep her! Why, bless me, whatever are you 

talking of?” gasped Elise. “Where you find enough 

to eat yourself has been a mystery to me this long
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time. And where would you get the milk from, I 

should like to know?” 

“Herr Muller gives me a pint every evening regularly. 

That would have to be enough, and I could put water 

withit. Besides,I’ve got some socks knitted ready to sell, 

and I heard someone saying their price was going up.” 

“ Oh, well, if you’ve made up your mind, my good 

woman, you must have your way. I only wonder you 

don’t offer to support a whole family while you're 

- about it. If you want the little brat, the sooner you 

have her the better—I’m thankful to be saved the 

trouble of taking her to the workhouse. You and she 

will have to go there together, I should think, before 

many days are over, unless you can manage to live on 

air, and teach her to do the same; but that, after all, 

is no affair of mine.” 

So Frau Hertzman quietly wrapped the child up in 

the white Cashmere shawl, and stepped out into the 

snow with it in her arms, 

It was a serious step to take—adopting a child in 

the middle of a famine; but the cottage looked so 

much brighter and more home-like when she had 

pulled out the little wooden cradle which had been 

lying idle all the long years since her own last baby 

had died, that she never once regretted her act of 

kindness, even when she put’ the largest half of her
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meagre breakfast back into the larder, so as to ensure 

having plenty for the baby’s dinner. 

“J will call her Gretchen, after my own dear little 

girl, and I will always teach her to call me mother,” 

thought Frau Hertzman to herself that evening, when 

she sat knitting by the fire in her old arm-chair, rock- 

ing the cradle with her foot as she worked. She was 

sitting in the furthest chimney-corner facing the little 

window which was on the right-hand side of the hall 

door, when all at once something happened which 

caused her to sit bolt upright and suddenly take off 

her gold-rimmed spectacles, wipe them with her apron, 

and hastily put them on again. She could knit per- 

fectly well-without looking at her needles, and so, as 

candles cost money, the room was only lighted by the 

remains of the fire, and consequently, as she had put 

up the shutters to keep out the cold, was very dark 

indeed. But all the same there was light enough to 

distinguish a strange little figure, which had appeared 

in the most miraculous manner over the top of the 

shutter, having apparently forced its way through the 

glass without breaking it. It was about six inches 

high, dressed in some pure white material, trimmed 

with soft, fluffy fur, and it had lovely golden hair fall- 

ing down to its tiny feet, and was altogether the most 

beautiful little fairy ever seen out of Fairyland.
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Frau Hertzman, who had never seen a fairy of any 

kind before, and was not clever enough to know at 

once if this was a good or bad one, was petrified with 

fear, and did nothing but sit bolt upright, and stare as 

though she had paid for the right of staring, and in- 

tended to have her money’s worth. The fairy was not 

the least disconcerted, as a mortal would have been, 

at her rude reception, but just quietly slid down the 

shutter on to the window-sill, in much the same way as 

adventuresome little boys slide down the banisters. 

Then it seemed to the astonished old woman as if the 

shutters parted in the middle and melted away like a 

dissolving view, leaving a glorious background of the 

sky studded with myriads of stars, and the young silvery 

moon shining away in the left-hand corner. Then the 

fairy began to speak. 

“‘Where did you find that little baby that you have 

got in the cradle over there, my good woman?” it 

inquired. 

-“J__T found it next door,” stammered Frau Hertz- 

man, feeling terribly shy, and altogether frightened out 

of her seven senses. j 

“Next door!” exclaimed the fairy with an angry 

frown. “Did you steal it from the door-step?” 

“Steal it! Oh, your highness, no!” gasped the poor 

woman horrified. She did not know exactly what to
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call her-visitor, and therefore gave her the most respect- 

ful title that she could think of. “ Elise is very poor, 

and so, as she did not want to keep the child, she was 

going to send it to the workhouse or get rid of it 

another way. Only I happened to drop in and take 

a fancy to the little mite. So I brought it home.” _ 

“Do you mean to say that your neighbour did not 

intend to keep the child—that she thought of leaving 

it out to die in the snow, perhaps? When I had ordered 

my people to leave it at her door myself, too!” 

Frau Herizman always stood up for her friends 

behind their backs; besides, she had a grateful remem- 

brance of the sundry presents of black bread and honey, 

which she-would have found it so difficult to get on 

without sometimes, therefore she tried to excuse Elise. 

“But she didn’t know that it was you who had 

ordered it to be left there. And. besides, there is a 

famine in the land, and we all find it hard enough to 

get food for ourselves, let alone other people. Elise 

is like me—she is very poor.” 

“T know all about her circumstances, thank you,” 

said the fairy, nodding her head emphatically. “She 

is a great deal better off than you are, and it would 

only have needed a little self-denial for her to have 

kept the child, even without assistance. We fairies 

have reasons for all we do, and we don’t like it when
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you mortals are impertinent enough to upset our plans. 

I am not blaming you, renember—you did the very 
best thing that there was to be done under the circum- 

stances, and we are all very pleased with you.” 

“That's a mercy, I’m sure,” gasped the astonished 

woman. “ But how did you come to know anything 

about what I’d done, if I may make so bold?” 

“Ask no questions and you'll hear no—you know 

what, my good woman,” replied the fairy, looking very 

wise. “It is quite enough for you to know that you 

have been fortunate enough to draw on yourself the 

good-will of me and my people by your kindness to 

that poor little baby, who will certainly turn out a 

blessing to anyone who takes care of her. You are not 

going unrewarded, I can tell you—no one ever does 

who is kind to anyone or anything that fairies take an 

interest in.” 

“J don’t want a reward, your royal highness, I am 

sure,” said Frau Hertzman, leaning over the cradle 

to draw the counterpane more warmly over the sleep- 

ing child. “I had dear little children of my own 

once, and ever since they died I have longed for 

another baby all my own to take their place—it is 

terribly lonely to live here alone with no one but my- 

self to think of all day long. Ifonly I can get enough 

for it to eat, the little one is as welcome as flowers in
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May—or coals in winter,” added Frau Hertzman, with 

rather a dubious glance at her almost empty coal cellar. 

The fairy smiled knowingly. 

“Vou did not mean to give me a hint, but you ave - 

given me an idea all the same,” she said. “ What 

would you like me to give you for a present best? 

You may choose anything you like.” 

Frau Hertzman hesitated fora moment. She knew 

well enough what would be most useful, but was afraid 

of asking too much. 

“Tf you would only give me some food and a little 

coal,” she said timidly, “I should be grateful to you 

all my days.” ; 

“J thought so,” said the fairy with another smile; 

‘Cand I sent one of my invisible messengers to get what 

I believe will suit you about a second ago. Here it is, 

or rather here they are!” she added, giving a little push 

with her tiny foot to two objects which were lying on 

the window-sill, but certainly had not been there a 

minute ago, namely, a hamper with two handles, which 

looked as though it would hold about three pounds of 

apples, and an exceedingly small black sack. Now, 

Frau Hertzman had expected a larger present after all- 

the fairy’s grand speeches; but she was well-mannered 

enough to be ashamed of having been greedy, even in 

her thought, so she made her best curtsy, and thanked
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the fairy as warmly as if she had presented her with 

about a cart load of eatables and another one of coals. 

The fairy’s eyes twinkled. 

“J daresay you think that won’t last long,” she 

said. “But for once you are mistaken, because both 

the food and the coals will last just as long as you live 

—that is a very long time. I don’t think you will ever 

regret your kindness, and I am sure you will find your 

little adopted daughter a treasure to you, particularly 

when she is old enough to understand what you have 

saved her from. And now it is time for me to go. I 

have been here longer than I intended; but as it is my 

first visit, and will be my last until I come to take Gret- 

chen away to Fairyland after your death, perhaps you 

won’t mind, Good-bye!” Whereupon the lovely little 

figure stepped back from the window-sill, and flew far 

away like a bird until it was out of sight, when the 

shutters suddenly closed themselves again of their own 

accord, and there was nothing left of the day’s wonder- 

ful adventures but the baby in the cradle and the 

magic hamper and sack which had fallen on to the 

floor. It was getting very late, and when Frau Hertz- 

man had got over her excitement a little, she suddenly 

became conscious of the fact that she was beginning to 

want some food, and that there was very little in the 

larder with which to satisfy her hunger. So she ad-
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vanced cautiously to the fairy hamper which was lying 

on the floor still, and opened the lid very carefully, 

feeling half afraid that it would explode or do some- 

thing unexpected and startling as she did so. 

But it opened exactly like any other hamper, except 

that as she opened it it began expanding in the most 

marvellous manner, until it was about three yards 

long, two wide, and tall in proportion—quite as big as 

the little room would hold. And when she saw the 

contents she could not resist giving a little cry of 

delight. There was positively everything in it which 

she had ever thought of wanting—to eat, I mean— 

besides a good many things which she had never so 

much as heard of, such as rare wines, game pies, and 

a particularly nice kind of jelly, which I don’t think 

anybody out of Fairyland would know how to make. 

And, of course, there were eggs, milk, bread, meat and 

vegetables. All these things were in a little tray on 

the top, which had such neat wee handles that she 

could not resist lifting it up to see what was under- 

neath. There were piles of soft, warm clothing—every- 

thimg that could be wanted for herself or the baby; and 

nestling on the top of a roll of red flannel was a strong- 
looking leather purse, with some silver money in it. 
So Frau Hertzman was richer than she had ever been 

before, and the only thing which troubled her was where
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to put the hamper, which had grown to such an enor- 

mous size. But that difficulty was soon solved, for no 

sooner had she taken the few things she wanted for 

that night out of it and closed the lid, than the whole 

thing quickly shrank up into the pretty little basket it 

had been before, and did not expand again until the 

next time she opened it. And it was just the same with 

the sack of coals, which seemed as light as a feather 

when she carried it into the cellar, although when she 

emptied it it contained enough coals to last a week— 

a great many more than she would have been able to 

carry if their bulk had not been reduced by magic. 

And the funniest part of it all was that every morning 

when Frau Hertzman lifted the lid of that little hamper 

she found it just as full as it had been the first time 

she opened it after the fairy’s visit, no matter how 

much she had taken out the day before; and whenever 

she went to the magic sack—which was generally every 

Saturday morning, because it held just enough coals 

to last a week—there it was as full as it could hold, 

no matter how thoroughly she had emptied it the time 

before. So that Frau Hertzman, for perhaps the first 

time in her life, had always enough to give away to 

any poor people she knew of, without suffering for her 

generosity, and all because she had not hesitated to 

share her last crust with a poor little child whom no-
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body wanted, and who was so young that it was almost 

sure to give her a great deal of trouble. 

That it certainly would have done if it had been 

a mortal child, but little Gretchen had fairy blood in 

her veins, I suppose. At anyrate, she was the most 

perfect little girl that ever was seen, and grew into 

a loving, useful, beautiful woman, a joy and comfort 

to everycne who knew her, but most of all to Frau 

Hertzman—“ mother,” as she was always taught to 

call her. Elise, I am sorry to say, was terribly jealous 

and discontented when she heard of the inexhaustible 

hamper and sack with which the fairy had endowed 

the protector of the baby which she had declined to 

trouble herself with; but Frau Hertzman used to take 

her some delicacy from the wonderful store every day, 

and by and by, when Gretchen learnt to read and sew 

and do housework—which she did very young indeed 

—she made herself almost as useful to her cross old 

neighbour as she did to the kind, pleasant woman she 

called mother. For the little girl seemed to know by 

instinct, as soon as she knew anything, that there is 

no joy in this world so sweet and pure as the joy of 

making others happy, and that it is the loving, sym- 

pathizing, unselfish people, who are not always seeking 

their own pleasure, that are the happiest in the end. 

Gretchen never married as the other girls in the



THE FAIRIES’ FOUNDLING. 127 

village did when they grew up. She lived always with 

Frau Hertzman, until. at last the old woman died 

quietly in her sleep, after a happy, peaceful old age, 

which her adopted daughter had done a great deal to 

brighten. The villagers thought that Gretchen would 

go on living by herself in the little cottage after that, 

because she never seemed to care much for com- 

panions; but the day of the funeral was the last that 

anyone saw her, for when people went the next day to 

see if they could help her the cottage was empty, and 

Gretchen was gone, as was the magic hamper and the 

magic sack. And when they found that she came 

back no more everyone concluded that it was the 

fairies who had taken her away, as no doubt they had. 

THE END.
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and true religion that keeps its own place.”—Perthshire Advertiser. 

New Light through Old Windows. A Series of Stories illus- 
trating Fables of Alsop. By Gricason Gow. 

“Most delightfully-written little stories."—Glasgow Herald. 

‘A Pair of Clogs:” And other Stories, By Amy Watton. 
“These stories are decidedly interesting, and true to nature.”—Academy. 

The Hawthorns. By Amy Watton. 
“‘A remarkably vivid and clever study of child-life.”"— Christian Leader. 

Dorothy’s Dilemma: A Tale of the Time of Charles I. By Cano- 
LINE AUSTIN. 

“Will be warmly welcomed by children.”—Court Journal. 

Marie’s Home: Or, A Glimpse of the Past. By Caroninz Austin. 
“An exquisitely told story. The heroine is as fine a type of girlhood as one 

could set before our little British damsels of to-day.”—Christian Leader. 

The Squire’s Grandson: A Devonshire Story. By J. M. Cau- 
WELL. 
“Cannot fail to favourably impress all young readers,”Schoolmaster. 

Insect Ways on Summer Days in Garden, Forest, Field, and 
Stream. By Jennert Humpnreys. With 70 Illustrations, 

‘*A charming book for young people.” —Schoolmaster. : : 

Magna Charta Stories: Or Struggles“for Freedom ‘in. the Olde 
Time. Edited by AnrHUR GILMAN, A.M. . 

“A book which ought to be in the hands of all hoys.”—Hdueas 

The Wings of Courage; Anp Tar Cnoup-SPinnai 
from the French of Gzores Sanp, by Mrs. CorKRan. 

“Mrs. Corkran has earned our gratitude by translating into ree 1 
these two charming little stories."—Atheneum. : 

   
   

    

  

‘FOR.THE YOUNGER CHILDREN. ~ i “ 

Adventures of Mrs. Wishing-to-be. By Atioz Conran, 
“Simply a charming book for little girls."—Saturday Review. 

Our Dolly: Her Words and Ways. By Mrs. R. -H. Reap. 
“ Prettily told and prettily illustrated.” —Guardian. 

Fairy Fane¢y: What she Heard and Saw. By Mrs. R. H. Ruap. 
“The authoress has very great insight into child nature "—Glasgow Herald.
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TWO SHILLING SERIES—Continued. 

Four Little Misehiefs. By Rosa Munnonnanp. 
“A charming bright story about real children.”— Watchman, 

Little Tottie, and Two Other Stories. By THomas ARCHER. 
“The book is a most alluring prize for the younger ones.”—Schoolmaster. 

Naughty Miss Bunny. By Ciara MULHOLLAND. 
“This naughty child is positively delightful.”—Land and Water. 

Chirp and Chatter; Or, Lessons rrom Frevp anp Tres. Py 
Aion BANKS, With 54 Illustrations by Gorpon Brownz. 
“A nicer present for a child one could not select."—Glasgow Herald. 

BLACKIE’S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES. 

In Crown 8vo, cloth extra, each with Tinted or Coloured lustrations. 

Tales of Daring and Danger. By 
G. A. HENTy. 

~ TheSeven Golden Keys. By JAMES 
E, ARNOLD, ; 

The ee Os peemuCeD By MARY 

Bae Navanticae at the North 
Fale ad Elsewhere. ey ALIOB 

: Fitted osetll Gola, By. JuNNCE PER- 
   

    

Wiis he. a Coward? By 
Fi LYSTER. : 

FORD’ HARRISON. : 

Yarns. on the Beach. By G. A. 
HENTY. 

A Terrible Goward. By GM. FENN. 

The Late Miss Hollingford. By 
Rosé MULHOLLAND. 

Our Cea one other Stories. By ° 
Amy W. 

The eee oe his Dog. By MARY 
C. ROWSELL. ; 

Into the Haven. By ANNIE S. SWAN. 

Tom_Finch’s Monkey. By J. ©. 
HUTCHESON. 

Our General: A Story for Girls. By 
ELIZABETH J. LYSAGHT. 

Aunt Hesba’s Charge. By EnmZa- 
BETH J. LYSAGHT. . 

By Order of Queen Maude. By 
Louisa CRow. 

Miss SGEADU CES Girls, and the Stories 
she told them. By THOS, ARCHER. 

. The Troubles of Little Tim, By 
GREGSON GOW. 

‘Down and Up Again. By GEEcson 
Gow 

The Happy Lad. By B. BJéRNsoN. 

Tho Patriot Martyr, and other Nar- 
ratives of Female Heroism. 

| Madge’s Mistake, By ANNIE E. 
ARMSTRONG. 

Box of Stories. By HonAck Happy- 
MAN, 

_ When I was a Boy in China, By 
YAN PHOU 

‘CWe are able to recommend one and all of these; their excellence is remarks 
able.”—School Guardian.
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BLACKIE’S SHILLING SERIES. 

Square 16mo, 128 pp., elegantly bound in cloth, with Frontispieces in 

Colours. 

Mr. Lipscombe’s Apples, By Jun1a 
GODDARD. p22 

A Gypsy against Her Will By 

An Emigrant Boy’s Story. By 
Ascott R, Hops. 

Theol Castle on the Shore. By Isa- 
EL HORNIBROOK. 

pis a’ Dale. By Many 0. ROWSELL. 

Jock and his Friend. By Cora 
LANGTON. 

Gladys: one ahs Sister’s Charge. By 

In ths eee Holidays, By Jzy- 
TT HUMPHREYS. 

uae ie Strike Began. By EMMA 
Lustig. 

Tales from the Russian of Madame 
Kubalensky. 

Cinderella’s Cousin. By PENELOPS. 

Their New Home. By A. S. FENN. 

Janie’s Holiday. By C. Ruprorp. 

The Children of Hayeombe. By 
ANNIE 8, FENN. 

The Cruise of the *‘Petrel.” By 
F. M. HOLMES. 

The Wise Princess, By M. Hannimt 
M. CAPES. 

A Boy Musician: Or, the Young Days 
of Mozart. 

Hatto’s Tower. By Mary C. Bow- 
SELL. 

Fairy Lovebairn’s Favourites, By 
J. DICKINSON. 

Alf Jetsam. By Mrs. Gzo. Cupprzs, 

The Redfords. By Mrs. G. CUPPLES. 

Missy. By F. BAyrorD HARRISON. 

Hidden Seed. By Emma Lusi. 

Jaek’s EWOISS Sovereigns, By ANNIE 

Ursula’s Aunt. By ANNIB 8. FERN. 

A Tinie Adventurer. By GREGSON 
We 

Olive Mount. By Annin 8. Fern. 

Three Little Ones. By C. LANeTon. 

Tom Watkins’ Mistake, By Emma 
LESLIZ. 

Two Little Brothers, By M. Har- 
Rim? M. CApPEs. - 

The New Boy at Merriton. 

Tho Blind Boy of Dresden. 

Jon of Iceland: A True Story. 

Stories from Shakespeare. 

Every Man in his Place, 

Fireside Fairies and Flower 
“ Faneles, 

To the Sea in Ships. 

Little Daniel: a Story of the Rhine, 

Jack’s Victory: Stories about Dogs. 

Story of a King: By one of his Sol- 
diers, 

Prince Alexis, or Old Russia. _ 

Sashes the Serf: Stories of Russian 
ce. 

True Stories of Foreign History. 

“The stories are without exception highly interesting, and all enforce some 

Aid. 
desirable truth. Teachers should make a note of this excellent series.” —Teachers’
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THE NINEPENNY SERIES OF BOOKS FOR 
CHILDREN. 

Neatly bound in cloth extra. Hach contains 96 pages and a Coloured 
Tllustration. 

Things will Take a Turn. By 
BEATRICE HARRADEN. 

Max or Baby. By Ismay THORN. 

The Lost Thimble: and other Stories. 
By Mrs. MUSGRAVE. 

Jaek-a-Dandy; or the Hefr of Castle 
Fergus. By ‘g. J. Lysagut. 

A Day of Adventures. By CHAR- 
LOTTE WYATT. 

The Golden Plums: and other Stories. 
By FRANCIS CLARE. 

The Queen of Squats. By ISABEL 
HORNIBROOK. 

Shucks: A Story for Boys. By EMMA 
LESLIE. 

Sylvia Brooke. By M. HARRIET M. 
CAPES. 

The Little Cousin, By A. 8. FENN. 

In Cloudland. By Mrs. MusGRAvE. 

Jaek and the Gypsies. By Kats 
Woop. 

Hans the Painter. By Mary C. 
RowsELL. 

Little Troublesome. By ISABEL 
HORNIBROOK. 

My Lady May. By Harriet Bou.t- 
WOOD. : 

A Little Hero. By Mrs. Mus- 
GRAVE. 

Prince Jon’s Pilgrimage. By 
JESSIE FLEMING. 

Harold’s Ambition. By JENNIE 
PERRET. 

Sepperl the Drummer Boy. By 
PaRy C. ROWSELL. % 

Aboard the Mersey. 
GEORGE CUPPLES. 

A Blind Pupil. By ANNIB S. FENN. 

Lost and Found. By Mrs. CaRL 
ROTHER. 

By Mrs. 

Rishownan Grim. By Mary C. 
OWSELL. 

“They are admirably adapted for the young. The lessons deduced are such 

as to mould children’s minds in a good groove. We cannot too highly commend 

them for their excellence.”—Schoolmistress. 

  

SOMETHING FOR THE VERY LITTLE ONES. 

Fully Illustrated. 64 pp., '82mo, cloth. Sixpence each. 

Tales Easy and Small for the Youngest of All. Inno word will you see more 

letters than three. By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. 

Old Dick Grey and Aunt Kate's Way. Stories in little words of not more than 

four letters. By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. 

Maud’s Doll and Her Walk. In Picture and Talk. In little words of not 

more than four letters. By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. . 

In Holiday Time. And other Stories. In little words of not more than five 

letters. By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. 

Whisk and Buzz. By Mrs. A. H. GARLIOK.
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THE SIXPENNY SERIES FOR CHILDREN. 

Neatly bound in cloth extra. Each contains 64 pages and a Coloured Cut. 

A Little Man of War. By L. EB 
TIDDEMAN. 

Lady Daisy. By CAROLINE STEWART. 
Dew. By H. Mary WIiLson. 
Chris’s Old Violin. By J. LockHART. 

Mischievous Jack. By A. CORKRAN. 
The Twins. By L. E. TIDDEMAN. 
Pet’s Projeet. By Cora LANGTON. 

The Chosen Treat. By C. Wyarr. 
Little Neighbours. By A. 8. Fenn. 
Jim, By CHRISTIAN BURKE. 

Little Curiosity: Or, A German Christ- 
mas. By J. M. CALLWELL. 

Sara the Wool-gatherer. 
Fairy Stories: told by PENELOPE. 
ANew Year’s Tale, ByM.A.CURRIB. 
Little Mop. By Mrs. Bray. 

The Tree Cake. By W. L. Rooper. 
Nurse Peggy, and Little Dog Trip. 
Fanny’s King. By DARLEY DALE. 

Wild Marsh Marigolds. ByD. Daz. 
Kitty’s Cousin. By Hannan B. 

MACKENZIR. 

Cleared at Last. 
DARD. 

A Year with Nellie, By A. 8. Fenn. 
Little Dolly Forbes. By Do. 
The Little Brown Bird. A Story of 

Industry. 

The Maid of Domremy. 
Little Erie: a Story of Honesty. 
Uncle Ben the Whaler, 
The Palace of Luxury. 
The Charcoal Burner. 
Willy Black: a Story of Doing Right. 

The Horse and His Ways. 
The Shoemaker’s Present. 
Lights to Walk by. 
The Little Merchant. 
Nicholina: a Story about an Iceberg. 

By JULIA GopD- 

  

A SERIES .OF FOURPENNY REWARD BOOKS, 
Each 64 pages, 18mo, Dlustrated, in Picture Boards. 

A Start in Life. By J. LockHart. 
Happy Childhood. By Armin pu 

ENOIX DAWSON. 
Dorothy’s Clock. By Do. 
Toddy. By L. E. TIDDEMAN. 
Stories about my Dolls, By FELIoIA 

MELANCTHON. 
Stories about my Cat Timothy. 
Delia’s Boots. By W. L. RoopEr. 
Lost on the Rocks. By R. Scortmr. 
A Kitten’s Adventures, By CaRo- 

LINE STEWART. 

Holidays at Sunnycroft. By ANNIE 
S. SWAN. 

Climbing the Hill. By Do. 
A Year at Coverley. By Do. 

Phil Foster. By J. LockHART. 
Papa’s Birthday. By W. L. Roormr. 
The Charm Fairy. By PENELOPE. 
Bivie eee tOr SE Children. 

By 
Worthy of Tee By H. B. Mac- 

KENZIE. 
Brave and True, By GREGSON Gow. 
The Children and the Water-Lily. 

By JULIA GODDARD. 
Poor Tom Olliver. By Do. — 
Maudie and Bertie, GREGSON Gow. 
Johnnie Tupper’s Temptation. Do. 
Fritz’s Experiment. By Letra 

‘LINTOCK. 
Lucy’s Christmas-Box. 

** A Complete List of Books for the Young, prices. from 4d. to 7d. 6d., 
with Synopsis of their Contents, will be supplied on Application. 

BLACKIE & SON, LimiTED: Lonpon, GLascow, & EDINBURGH.
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