
-I1I4 | The Children’s Fairy History of England. 

  

Well, Jack, I can’t help it. peu have drawn a gorilla, and a gorilla you 
must be, 

See here, Hilda is even worse oti than you, for she i is to be a hippopotamus. 
And here is little Tommy Titbits who has drawn himself as Jumbo ; and Aunt 
Tabitha will have to go inching along as a rattlesnake. 

You certainly have got pretty well mixed up, and here, to make matters 
worse, Polly Dumpling, who is as round as a ball, and whose head rests on her 
plump little shoulders without an inch of visible neck, has drawn a giraffe. 

Well, come along with me up to the red room and we will do some very 
unnatural history. I should suggest that you elephants, bears, and lions don’t 
go up stairs on all fours, it’s apt to wear out the knees, and you might slip. 

Now, before we commence work, I am going to tell you a story of a parrot. 
By the way, who has drawn the parrot ? 

Bob! well, judging from your present appearance, and from what we all 
know of you, a nice lively Pretty Poll you will be! Now for the story. 

Some time since some American travellers were on their way down to Brazil 
in a steamship. On board ship you know, people go in for all kinds of fun and 
amusement. Now it happened that when these Americans got tired of playing 
poker, and other little games with which they whiled away the time, they found 
out that the ships steward had a very intelligent South American parrot. They 
taught him to say all kinds of things, and to sing the popular songs of the day. 

The parrot seemed quite at home with his new friends, and under their 
hands became even more highly educated than he was before. 

The ship at last arrived at port, and they landed and went up he. river 
Amazon into the interior. 

They had been gone about a week, and were in the midst of one of those 
magnificent tropical forests that abound in those parts, and had settled down 
to take a szesta in a shady spot, during the heat of the day. While they were 
smoking their cigarettes, and were chatting, they suddenly heard the words, 
“Boys, hurry up and get mea corpse-reviver.” On looking up they saw, sitting 
upon the overhanging branch of a neighbouring tree their old friend the ship’s 
parrot. He had somehow or other got away from the ship, and had followed 
them on their tour. After a few words of preliminary conversation, the parrot 
settled down strictly to business, and gave a peculiar loud and shrill whistle. 
Thereupon from all parts there came a rush of grey and green parrots ; every 
tree in the neighbourhood was covered, to use a nautical expression, from stem 
to stern. Up amongst the branches, balancing themselves at the end of the


