
Introduction. Xxili 

a Se 

The resources of the English language fail me here. The flower-garden is, as 

you see, filled with old-fashioned . flowers—mignonettes, sweet-williams, - violets, 

primroses, and wall-flowers ; and passing through it, down the terrace, here we 

are at Merewater, as the lake is called, and there, under the headland, you can 

see, lying at anchor, the cutters and schooners, the Rob Roy canoes, and rowing- 

boats, in which we go out yachting and boating in the sweet summer time. 

Then, far away, just by that old church spire, you can see the model dairy, 

where we revel in Devonshire cream, and curds and whey, and such butter! 

Talk of Irish Pats—just try our English fats, and you will never want to go to 

Cork for butter any more. And the eggs! Why, they are just as good as if 

they were laid on purpose for us. Each egg is a small Lord Mayor’s banquet 

in itself. ; 

I was talking to you about the sweet summer time, but, alas! we were not 

there in the summer, but the winter ; and such a winter it was—a regular freeze- 

_ your-bones, and ice-you-all-over concern it was. At first we were happy enough; 

we skated on the lake, we went sleighing as the snow began to fall in the park 5. 

and then, as the snow came down thicker and thicker, we made snow-men—such 

beauties—and a snow Windsor Castle, and had snow-pudding. It’s all the world 

like blanc-mange—only different. At iast, sthowever, it snowed in such desperate 

earnest, that we could not get out at all. 

“ Who were we?” 

Oh, I forgot, I haven’t introduced you yet. 

First and foremost (there’s conceit for you) there was the Writer of this 

book ; he will speak for himself, and you will have quite enough of him by the 

time you have got to the end of the last page. Then there were Jack and Ethel, 

just fresh from their travels in the air; you can read all about them in the 

“Children’s Fairy Geography,” where you will remember they are described as 

sailing about on a wishing carpet, or striding from city to city and country to 

country in grand electric boots, that carry them everywhere, in next to no time. 

Jack and Ethel, however, are a little older, and we will hope a little more 

sensible, than when they first began to go about the world. 

This bouncing boy in jackets—or rather in one jacket—is my youngest boy 

Bob. He is a very good sort of fellow in his way; he does not shine in writing 

or spelling as yet. His great weakness is for always taking photographs, and 

such photographs they are. Look at his detective camera hanging round his 

neck; he'll photograph you if you. don’t move on. Here is Hildegarde, called 

Hilda for short ; she is rather tall and thin, and goes in for High Art, as you can


