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CHAPTER I 

KRAB’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY 

My bicycle is at the door, 

My bag is on a cab, ~ 

T'll tell no stories any more, 

You'd better send for Krab; 

For I’m away on a holiday, 

Across the Irish Sea, 

And Krab can spin what yarns he may, 

But you get no more from me, 

Not a single one from me. 

I know old Krab, and thisIsay, . 2 
The stories he can tell, 

Will last from now to New Year’s Day. 
But mind you treat him well. 

Poor Pater may be meek and mild, 

He has to stand a lot; 

But if you bully Krab, dear child, 
My word ! you'll catch it hot, 

You'll catch it very hot. 

PaTER’s Book of Rhymes. 

T was Christmas Eve, and a Christmas Eve of the good 
old-fashioned sort. The snow lay thick, crisp, and 

white upon the ground, and rested in heavy lumps 
on the fir-trees like sugar on a birthday-cake. Krab, 

the Cave-man, stood at the door of his cave; a huge white 
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The First Book of Krab 

fur coat buttoned close over his blue and yellow suit, 

a warm woolly cap pulled over his ears, and a red tippet 

trimmed with beaver on his shoulders. He was smoking 

a pipe at the door of his cave, with a smile of extreme 

benevolence on his aged countenance. Indeed if he had 

been hugging a fir tree in his arms, he would have looked 

just like a Father Christmas in a confectioner’s shop witha 

hollow inside full of sweeties. And well he might be jolly. 

It had been a regular jubilee year for Katawampus, as many 

of you children may remember. Krab had had to start an 

office, and a staff of clerks to deal with the letters and 

accounts. Fifteen thousand four hundred and ninety- 

eight children had been taken to Slapland at ten shillings 

and threepence halfpenny a head. One million forty-two 

thousand and eighty-eight new tempers had been put in 

at two shillings each ; and five hundred and fifty thousand 

six hundred and twenty-one new sets of manners had 

been sold at sixpence halfpenny aset. So you can find 

out for yourself the exact amount of money that Krab had 

made during the year ; and any child who works this sum 

out correctly, and sends the answer to Mr. Nutt with three 

shillings and sixpence, shall have a copy of this book for a 

prize. 

Krab was rubbing his hands with glee as he thought of 
the business they were doing. It had gone beyond his 
wildest expectations, and the more he thought of it the 
more he wondered; because it seemed to him that ‘for 

every child cured of Katawampus two new children broke 
out with it, and at that rate things would be brisk for many 
years to come. 

Now it was Krab’s custom every year to take a holiday 
2



Krab’s Christmas Holiday 

at Christmas time, and he was thinking, as he stood at the 

door of his cave, where he would go this year, when a 

little goblin with a big bag on his shoulder came strug- 

giing up the path out of the wood towards the mouth of 

the cave. It was Snapwit the postman. 

“Any important letters?” asked Krab, as the goblin 

came up. ; 

“A lot of growls from discontented parents, a few bills, 

and half a ton of Christmas Cards,” replied the goblin. 

“It’s my belief,” said Krab wearily, “that parents never 

were and never will be satisfied; but it’s good for trade. 

Take them into the office.” 

“There’s a letter here I’m rather doubtful about,” con- 

tinued Snapwit. “There is twopence to pay on it because 

it is not stamped, and it is not properly addressed either.” 

“Hand it over,” said Krab. 

The goblin postman pulled a little crumpled note out of 

his pocket and gave it to Krab. The envelope was ad- 

dressed— 
Old Friend Krab 

The Cave. 

“Old Friend Krab,” muttered Krab to himself. ‘ That 

is all wrong. If it had been Duke Krab, or Count Krab, 

or Mr. Krab, or Krab, Esq., 1 would have opened it ;. but 

“Old Friend Krab” isn’t respectful, is it? I sha’n’t pay 

twopence for that.” 

“Hand it back, then,” said Snapwit. “It may be an 

invitation to dinner, though, for all you know.” 

“Ah,” said Krab, “so it may.’ And he held it up 

to the light to see if he could see through it, but he 

couldn't.
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Snapwit held it up too. “I think I can see the word 

‘pudding’ inside,” he said gravely. “It’s either ‘pudding’ 

or ‘puddle’.” ; 

“Tf its ‘puddle,’” said Krab, squinting at the letter 

once more against the sky—“ if it’s ‘puddle’ it’s not worth 

twopence, and if it’s ‘ pudding’ the next thing you want to 

know is whether it’s ‘ rice’ or ‘plum ’.” 

“The postmark is Manchester,” said Snapwit, “so I 

should say it is more likely to be ‘puddle’ than 
yo ‘pudding’. 

“We'll open it and see anyhow,” said Krab; and he 

handed the postman twopence and opened the letter. 

The letter ran as follows : 

Dear KRas, 

Mother and Pater have gone away for ten days, and 

will not be at home on Christmas Day. We think it is very 

sneaky of them. Will you come and stay with us while 

they are away? Weare all very good. 

Love and kisses from 

OLGA 

MOLLY 

KATE 

TOMAKIN 

“Nothing about a pudding after all,” said Krab discon- 

tentedly. 

“Turn over,” said Snapwit, “there is more on the other 

side.” 

“So there is,” continued Krab, turning over the paper 

and reading it out: “P.S. We are going to have a 

turkey and a plum-pudding on Christmas -day, and 

4
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KRAB AND THE GOBLIN POSTMAN



Krab’s Christmas Holiday 

mince pies too, and we have some chestnuts to roast 

afterwards.” 

Krab smacked his lips as he read this out, while the 

little goblin postman dropped his sack and turned head 

over heels in the snow. 

“You be quiet,” said Krab, “and be off into the office. 

You are not invited, so you can’t go; but I think I shall 

accept. ‘Chestnuts to roast afterwards’—that is a most 

excellent idea. I'll go in to the stable and order the 

sleigh.” So saying, he walked off to the stable, leaving 

poor little Snapwit, who on finding that he was not going 

to be taken with his master, went crying into the office 

and told his woes to a couple of goblin-clerks and a 

goblin cashier. 

Krab’s two white reindeers, Fliska and Floska, stood in 

their stable ready harnessed. They had red leather trap- 

pings with chains of little silver bells hanging from their 

collars. The big sleigh was soon drawn out of the coach- 

house and the reindeers put in. Krab went back to the 

office and sent a telegram to say he was coming. 

_ “J had better send it to Tomakin” he thought ; so he 

wrote it out thus : 

Tomakin, Manchester. Shall be with you to-morrow for 

dinner. Keep some chestnuts. 

KRAB. 

Snapwit was still crying in the office. 

“T tell you what,” said Krab, “it’s rather hard to leave 

you behind, seeing that you brought the invitation. I 

shall want some one to look after the reindeers, and you 

shall go ; ‘but you will have to hang on behind ; there will 

5
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be no room inside. Now be off sharp, put on your best 

clothes, and pack up my things.” 

Snapwit cheered up in two seconds when he heard he 

was to go, but the two goblin-clerks and the head cashier, 

and indeed everyone in the office, began to howl and cry, 

for they had all been giving Snapwit their sweeties to 

comfort him, and now he was going to have a treat after 

all. That is enough to make anybody cry, even a_ goblin. 

Krab fled from the office in disgust. 

About ten minutes afterwards the sleigh came round to 

the door of the cave, Fliska and Floska drawing it lightly 

over the frozen snow. Krab’s big trunk was fastened on 

behind, and Snapwit seated himself on top of it, hanging 

on to the straps. Krab tumbled in and covered himself 

with huge fur rugs, which he tucked round him, and having 

lighted his pipe, drew on his big bearskin gloves and 

caught up the reins: Fliska and Floska needed no whip ; 

they were quite fresh, for they had not been out since last 

Christmas. 

_ It was a glorious evening. The moon shone brightly 

on the crisp snow, throwing long grey-green shadows 

from the surrounding fir trees. The stars twinkled brightly 

in the deep blue sky. “Hurry!” shouted Krab, shaking 

the reins gently, “hurry, my boys!” And Fliska and 

Floska threw back their horns proudly and sped away 

‘ down the mountain side, their bells tinkling merrily in the 

silent night. “ Hurry!” shouted Krab once more, “ hurry !”’ 

and the two reindeers leaped forth into the moonlight at 

the rate of about a thousand and one miles an hour in the 

direction of Manchester. 

Then Krab fell back in the sleigh and snoozed peace- 

6
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fully among the fur rugs, but Snapwit had to keep awake 

and hang on to the trunk straps, for fear he should be 

blown away by the cutting breeze. 

Now, whether Krab came across the Irish Channel by 

way of Belfast and Fleetwood, or Dublin and Holyhead, 

Ido not know. All I can tell you is that on Christmas 

morning you might have seen his sleigh gliding quietly up 

Market Street in Manchester, the reindeers picking their 

way daintily over the frozen roads, and Krab smiling and 

nodding to all the children he met. Snapwit sat behind 

on the trunk, blowing his fingers and whistling, for he 

was very cold. Half-way up Oxford Street they nearly 

ran over a city alderman, who shook his head and his fist 

at them, and said to a policeman who was standing by : “ If 

that isa motor-car, they ought to blow a horn to tell people 

they are coming.” 

“Tt’s not a motor-car at all,” said the policeman ; 

“it’s reindeers. There ain’t no rules for reindeers that 

I know of.” 

“Then there must be in future,” said the alderman, 

fiercely. “I don’t see why reindeers shouldn’t be made 

to blow their horns. If you've got a horn, why shouldn’t 

you blow it ?” 

“Well, blow it!” muttered the policeman, and he 

turned on his heel and walked off, leaving the alderman 

grumbling on the pavement. 

Meanwhile Krab was trotting along towards the 

children’s home, and when he got to their house there 

were Olga, Molly, Kate, and Tomakin, with their four 

noses flattened against the dining-room window, eagerly 

on the look-out for his arrival. As the sleigh turned the 

7
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corner and the two white reindeers came in sight, they 

raised a joyful shout: “Here’s Krab! I knew he’d come! 

Three cheers for Krab !” 

They rushed out into the garden to meet him. Snapwit 

tumbled off the trunk and stood at the reindeers’ heads 

with his arms folded, and Fliska and Floska shook their 

heads proudly and pawed the ground with their hoofs. 

Very few reindeers could have made the journey as quickly 

as they-had done, and: they were very pleased with them- 

selves. ‘ 

“Cousin Susan is here,” said Olga. “She has come to 

look after us.” 

“She will be jolly glad you have come,” said Molly, 

rushing at Krab and hugging him. “She says she can’t 

keep us quiet anyhow.” 

“T wrote my name to that letter all myself,’ said 

Tomakin, sidling up and getting hold of Krab’s hand to 

lead him into the house. 

“Olga wrote the letter, you know,” said Kate, “ and we 

all signed it.” 

“Tt was a noble letter,” replied Krab. ‘ How about the 

chestnuts ?” 

“Oh, we've saved them all,” cried the children, “for a 

feast after dinner.” 

“That is capital,” said Krab. “TI was afraid they might 

be gone.” 

By this time Cousin Susan, who had been reading in 

the drawing-room, being roused up by the noise, looked ° 

out of window and was greatly surprised to see the sleigh 

with Fliska and Floska standing at the door. Still 

greater was her surprise when she went into the hall to 
8



Krab’s Christmas Holiday 

find Krab hanging his coat on the hat-stand, ae off 
his big gloves, and stamping his feet on the mat. 

“Why, I declare it is Krab,” she shouted, and went into 
wild fits of laughter. This was really rather rude of her, 
but, as she explained afterwards, he was such a funny 
little man and looked so tuffy and squinney, she couldn’t 
help it. 

Krab made a low bow with his hand on his heart. 
““He’s come to stay with us, haven’t you ?” shouted the 

children. 

“T hope you have, indeed,” said Cousin Susan. “I 

never met such children. I can’t amuse them anyhow.” 
“Dear me,” replied Krab,. gravely, “you surprise me. 

I should have thought you would amuse any one.” 

Cousin ‘Susan was not quite sure whether this was a 

compliment or not, so she said “Thank you,’ and went 

off to see that the spare room was made ready for their 

visitor. It was foolish of Mother and Pater, she thought, 

not to have told her about Krab’s visit, for it never 

entered her head that Krab had been invited by the 

children, and not by Pater at all. Of course she knew 
Krab was an old friend of Pater’s, for she had often heard 

Pater speak of him, and his portrait, sitting on a wave, 

hung by the bookcase in the study. 

When she returned, she found Snapwit had carried 

Krab’s trunk into the hall, and Krab was unpacking 
it. He took out a doll’s perambulator, painted yellow 
and green, with a real hood and four indiarubber-tyred 

wheels, for Molly ; another, painted scarlet and orange, 

for Kate ; a clockwork railway, with six carriages and two 

engines, for Tomakin ; and three story-books for Olga. 
9.
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The children were in a state of wild delight. Krab 

dived into the trunk again as Cousin Susan appeared, and 
brought out a jewel-case, with a diamond bracelet in it, 
which he presented her, with one of his sweetest smiles. 
She did not laugh at him this time. Indeed, she came 

to the conclusion that though “he wasn’t tall, you know, 
yet at times he looked quite dignified.” 

Krab now asked what was to be done with Fliska and 
Floska. There were no stables to the house, and the 

cook was decidedly against having them in the kitchen, 
which was what Krab had suggested. 

“Well,” said Krab, “of course if the cook thinks they will 

be in the way when the cooking is going on, that settles it.” 

“The bicycles live in the cellar,” said Kate. “They 
might go there.” 

“Not warm enough,” said Krab, 

“There is the wash-house, or the tool-house, or the box- 

room upstairs,” said Olga, running over the possibilities. 
“It’s a very stupid house,” said Molly discontentedly. 

“There seems no place in it for reindeers at all.” 
. Snapwit suggested they might live outside in the 

garden in the daytime, and it was finally settled that they 
should do this, and come in at night;-one to sleep on 
the kitchen rug, and the other on the dining-room sofa, 
Krab promising that they would lie down quietly, and 
not go knocking about and spoiling things. 

By this time it was the dinner hour, and never did they 

have such a jolly Christmas dinner as that was. Krab sat 
at one end and carved; Cousin Susan sat at the other, 

and laughed so much at Krab’s jokes that there was no 
one to keep order at all. Snapwit was such a tiny fellow 

10
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that Cousin Susan thought he ought to go into the 
nursery for dinner. Krab told her, however, that he was 

really one hundred and four years old, so that it was 

clear he was old enough to come down to dinner. 
Nurse brought down Tomakin’s old high chair, that he 
had grown out of years ago, and Snapwit sat up in that 
with a napkin round his neck, and made a rare dinner. 
The children were glad he was not sent upstairs, because 
after the turkey had gone, and before the plum pudding 

came on, he gave them a tumbling exhibition, and stood 

on his head on the top of the cruet-stand, which the 

children would not.have missed for worlds. After pudding 

time, there were crackers, and riddles, and all sorts of fun 

and merriment, so that you would have had to be a very 

dreary and superior person indeed not to enjoy yourself. 

It has been well said by a wise man, that all good 

things have an end except a roly-poly pudding, -which 

has two, and the children’s Christmas dinner finished at 

last, and they went into Pater’s study to roast chestnuts. 
Krab settled in Pater’s easy-chair, and Olga found him a 

big cigar from a box.which she knew Pater always got 

out when any special friend came to see him. It was 

growing too dark to read, and Cousin Susan joined them 

and helped to roast the chestnuts. Olga sat on the rug, 

to turn them when they were burning. Molly sat on 

one of Krab’s knees, Kate on the other, and Tomakin 

climbed up and perched himself on his shoulder and 

half on the back of the chair. Snapwit had gone out to 

give-the reindeers their share of the plum pudding and 

one mince-pie each. The chestnuts spluttered by the 

fire. Krab made beautiful rings with the smoke from 
II
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his cigar, which floated up to the ceiling, and every one 

felt peaceful and perhaps somewhat sleepy. Suddenly 

Molly, who never could be happy for two seconds unless 

something was going forward, shouted out, “ Let’s have 

stories !” 

“Bag’s first choice,” shouted all the children at once, 

Tomakin being, perhaps, two seconds late. 

“You shall all have turns,” said Krab, “if you are good ; 

and Cousin Susan, too, if she likes.” 

“Cousin Susan’s asleep,” said Olga. ‘I vote for a love 

story.” 

“Bother love stories,’ said Molly. “Let us have a 

story about naughty children.” 

“Let Tomakin choose,” said Kate; “he is the 

youngest.” 

“Youngest first,” said Krab, “and Tomakin is to 

choose.” 

All eyes were turned on Tomakin, who gazed stead- 

fastly on the floor, and looked terribly puzzled. 

“ Have fairies,” whispered Kate. 

“That isn’t fair,’ shouted Molly. “He has to choose 

by himself.” 

“T want a story about a beetle, then,’ 

solemnly. 

' Every one laughed. 

“Why a beetle, dear?” asked Cousin Susan, smiling, 

for she had wakened up now. 

“Because there is a beetle, just crawled under your 

dress,” replied Tomakin, pointing to the floor. 

Cousin Susan jumped up with a shriek. The little 

girls shrieked in chorus. But Tomakin clapped his 

12 
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hands and laughed to see him running for the fender. 

Before he reached it, however, Snapwit was on to him, 

had caught him by the left leg, and pulled him out of 

the door, down the hall, and into the garden. 

It took some time to restore order, and Cousin Susan 

would not settle again until Snapwit had made a thorough 

search for beetles all round the room. 

There were no more to be seen, and Krab asked them 

if they knew the story of Butterwops. “For,” said he, 

“that is the best beetle story I know.” 

As nobody had ever heard it, he began as follows. 

 



CHAPTER II 

BUTTERWOPS 

Beetles blue and gold, Beetles on the wing, 

Dressed in varied hue,’ Wheeling home at night, 
Glittering wings enfold, Greater poets sing, 

Sprinkled by the dew. Praise their droning flight; 
Common fellows mine, Mine, the housewife’s toe 

Found in every crack; Scrunches on the back; 

More to me than beetles fine Pity’s tears from me shall flow 

Are beetles black. For beetles black. 

From my study floor, 

When the children sleep, 

Underneath my door 

Friendly beetles creep, 

Glean their daily bread, 
Fearing no attack; 

Mother’s chivied off to bed 
By beetles black. 

PaTER’s Book of Rhymes. 

NCE upon a time there was a black beetle 
named Butterwops. He was very old, very 
wise, and had seen a great deal of the 
world. He had lived in a number of 

different houses, and was said to know more about the 
various qualities of sugar than a blue-bottle, and to under- 

14



Butterwops 

stand the ways of men better than a cricket. Therefore it 

is not to be wondered at that he became the leader of a 

‘small army of beetles, who called him “The General.” 

He had a thick hoarse laugh, and could tell many tales, 
both fierce and merry, of battles he had fought against 

earwigs, cockroaches and caterpillars. But for some time 
his laugh had not been heard, and he had been sad and 
melancholy, for his army were dying by thousands, and if 

things went on in the way they were going, there would 

soon be not a single beetle left to listen to the tales of 

“ The General.” 

The kitchen he lived in had plenty to eat in it, and was 

warm and comfortable, with lots of cracks in the walls 

and ceiling to live in during the day ; but lately the master 

of the house had taken to spreading yellow powder over 

the floor and the young beetles would eat it, and it dis- 

agreed with them and theydied. This yellow powder, so 

Butterwops told me, smelled deliciously of sugar and 

cheese and drippings from beer barrels ; and all the young 

beetles, being greedy, ate it up wherever they could find 

it. What happened to them after they tasted it was this: 

as soon as they had had three mouthfuls, they felt a bad 

pain underneath their shell, turned over on their backs, 

kicked a little and died, and in the morning the cook 

swept them up and threw them into the garden. No 

wonder that Butterwops felt sad. He himself never 

tasted anything unless he had seen another beetle try it 

first and had watched him walk about for quite five 

minutes. That is how he came to live to be old and 

become their general; but he told nobody about that, 

keeping it a secret. 
1s
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Butterwops had a great-grandson called little Jimmy. 

He was very lively and adventurous, and was always 

trotting across the floor in the daytime to frighten the 

cook ; so it is a wonder he had lived as long as he had. 

He did not eat the yellow powder, though he would have 

dearly liked to, for he was an obedient little beetle, and 

always did what Butterwops told him to do. As he was 

about so much in the daytime he was generally the first 

to hear the news, and one day, about this time, he came 

to Butterwops and told him that the house on the other 

side of the street was taken, and he had seen some people 

moving in to it while he was sitting on the window-sill in 

the gloaming on Thursday evening, which was the cook’s 

night out. 

“Fancy that !” said Butterwops. ‘“ Why I used to live 

in that house when I was a tiny little beetle just your 

size. It’s a grand old house. Not askirting board within 

half an inch of the floor, cracks in all the walls and holes 

in the plaster. I wonder what sort of people are living 

in it.” 

“Newly married people,” said little Jimmy, ‘‘ whatever 

that may mean. I heard the cook say so, and the police- 

man told her about it.” 

“Ah!” said Butterwops, rubbing his hind legs together 

thoughtfully ; “newly married people. They will do for 

us. They will have lots of sugar and leave it about, and 

then they will get some children to live with them, and 

the children won’t eat fat and will make crumbs all 

over the floors; there will be lots to eat. We shall 

move.” 

That night the General called all the beetles round him 
16
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after the cook had rolled the rug up and gone to bed, and 
sitting on the heel of one of the master’s boots, which 
were drying on the fender, explained to all the beetles that 
they must move across the road. “For,” said he, “there 
is a newly married couple over the way. Now this kind 
of human being eats little else than sugar, and knows 
nothing of the ways of the world or the habits of the 
beetle. Their hearts are full of kindliness, and believing 
others to be as good as they are, they leave the best food 
in the easiest places, and often allow the beer barrel to 
drip on the floor for days together. So happy are they 

together, that they would not interfere with the happiness 
of others, even though they are black and wear shells. 
With them we may live for many years in health and 
comfort, whereas here we die by tens and twenties every 

night. Arise, therefore, and follow me carefully and 

quickly. But when you are on the pavement in the road 
listen carefully for the tread of the policeman. If he 
comes among us while we are on the pavement he will 
kill many of us, for policemen have bigger feet than any 
other kind of men; only, luckily, Providence has given 
them squeaky boots so that they may be heard coming a 
long way off. Now follow me and remember what I have 
said.” 

So speaking he crawled off the boot, down across the 
floor, under the scullery door, along the garden walk, 

across the pavement, in at the opposite gateway, round to 

the back door of the other house; and in half an hour 

Butterwops, little Jimmy, and two hundred and forty-nine 

of the beetles were safe in their new house, having crossed 
the road with the loss of only three beetles, two having 
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tumbled down a drain, and a third losing his way in 

trying to make a short cut across a flower bed. 

They all set to work to get comfortable in their new 

quarters, and Butterwops, who liked to be near the fire, 

found a crack in the wall on top of the oven where 

they dried the wood. From this place of safety he 

could come out and walk about among the warm wood 

and enjoy the heat, and yet run away on the first 

alarm. 

“This is capital,” he said, as he sat warming himself and 

watching twenty-five beetles climbing into the sugar basin 

at once; “this is peace and quiet, and here we shall be 

very happy.” 

As for the master of the old house they had lived in, he 

was very happy too, and wrote and told the man from 

whom he had bought the yellow powder, “ Your powder 

has killed all the beetles in my house.” And the man who 

sold the powder printed that in all the newspapers, and 

other people bought it ; but it did not kill all their beetles, 

and that made them angry. Now if they read this story 

they will know how it really happened. 

Although, as I have said, the house itself was very old, 

and suitable for beetles in every respect, yet all the things 

in the house were new, and perhaps the newest thing of 

all was the young servant, who seemed rather jealous 

of the other new things and often broke them, At 

present they had no cat, and as there was no one else 

to blame, the new Mistress scolded the new servant, and 

then they both cried ; especially if it happened, as it often 
did, that what was broken was a wedding present. How- 

. ever, the Mistress was far too happy to be angry for long, 
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and too proud of all the beautiful new pots and pans 
in the kitchen, which she loved better than any of the 
lovely furniture in the drawing-room, to keep away from 
them for many hours. Besides, the young servant did 
not know much about anything, and the Mistress used 
to help her to cook, and especially to get the Master’s tea 
ready when he came home. Indeed, in spite of the 
breakages, they were all very happy. The Mistress used 
to go about the house singing brightly and cheerfully ; 
while the young servant had four lumps of sugar in her 
tea and a large slice of cake with it every night, so that she 
was quite happy, although singing was out of the question. 
As for the Master, you had only to see him running up 
the house steps to see how glad he was to get home again 
after his day’s work. 

And dear old Butterwops! Why, it did his kind heart 
good to see so much happiness, especially as the beer 
barrel stood just outside the kitchen door and dripped 
on to the floor, the food got left about in easy places, 
and the larder door was always wide open so that you did 
not have to scrape your shell getting underneath it. It 
was a grand place for beetles, and Butterwops told them 
that if they kept quiet during the day and only came out 
at night, things would go well with them. Indeed, I have 
no doubt it would have been as he said, if they had only 
obeyed his instructions ; but beetles, like children, some- 
times forget to do what they are told. 

Little Jimmy, for instance, was never happy unless he 
was frightening womenkind, and one afternoon three 
or four days after they had arrived, when the Mistress 
and her servant were getting tea ready, he scuttered 
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across the room, helter-skelter, right under their eyes. 

The girl saw him first and threw the toasting fork on to 
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the best tea-things, breaking two cups and saucers with 

it; then she bounded on to a chair, pulled her skirts 
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tight round her legs and screamed out, “Beetles! Black 

‘uns !” 

In a moment the Mistress dropped the kettle, which 

nearly crushed little Jimmy, and jumped on to the table 
herself, screaming, if anything, louder than her servant. 
Little Jimmy could hardly get under the skirting board, 
he was laughing so, and old Butterwops, looking out 
cautiously from the wood pile, grunted to himself, “ Little 
Jimmy again,” for he knew who must have done it as 
soon as he heard the women screaming. 
How long the two ladies might have stayed there 

screaming before they would have dared to step down 
on to the floor again I do not know, but the Master of 
the house came in just then, and hearing the cause of the 
trouble laughed aloud and called his wife a “little silly.” 
Then she cried, and he picked her off the table and kissed 
her, and then she pretended to box his ears, and then the 
young servant laughed, and they all laughed together and 
got tea ready and were merry.again, and soon forgot 
about beetles. 

“But,” said the Master of the house wisely, “if there 
are beetles, I will get a beetle trap.” And he did so. 

That night he brought one into the kitchen, and before 
they went to bed he and his wife mixed up a dose of 
treacle and sugar and beer, and put it in the trap and left 
the trap on the floor. Butterwops was looking on all 
the time from out of the wood pile, and he laughed 
all down the back of his shell at them. He had seen that 
kind of beetle trap before. It was a box of wood, with 
sloping sides to walk up and a sort of inkstand in the 
middle, leading to the beer and treacle. When you 
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walked up the sides, you smelled the mixture and if you 

went to the edge of the glass inkstand, you stepped in 

and got drowned. There was no getting out of it. 

That night Butterwops was very anxious about the 

other beetles, for he knew what duffers they were, so he 

  

got down right away and sat on the edge of the trap and 

told them all about it. As the Master of the house 

had been foolish enough to leave the sugar and treacle 

on the table, no one bothered about the trap. They had 

a merry feast, only spoilt by one giddy young beetle 

tumbling head first into the treacle pot, and there the 
Master found him when he came down to light the fire ; 

which he often had to do, for the young servant was very 
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sleepy, especially in the mornings, and they could not 

get her up. When he found nothing in the trap, and the 

dead beetle in the treacle pot on the table, he seemed 

very angry and threw both treacle and trap out of the 

scullery window, across the garden into the ashpit. 

“To-night,” he said, “we will have a hedge-hog !” 

Butterwops, who had stuck his head out of his crack 

to see what was going on, drew it back quickly and 

shuddered at this, for he knew what hedge-hogs were. 

His grandfather had been eaten by one in a garden close 

to the house, and he had heard they were terrible. fellows 

for catching beetles, as indeed they are. 

Sure enough, that night the Master brought home a 

hedge-hog, a little prickly round ball in a basket. He 

unrolled himself by the fire and had a sup of milk. 

“Let us call him Curlywig,” said his: wife, as she 

poured out the milk; “he is such a little darling. See 

him drink.” 

- So they called him Curlywig; but he paid no atten- 

tion to them, and curled up on the rug and went to 

sleep. 

That night Butterwops did not come down from the 

fireplace, but looked out from the wood pile in great 

trouble. When all his army of beetles were creeping and 

crawling over the floor, picking up food and having a 

rare good time, he kept shouting out from the edge of a 

log: “Do go home! Do go in! .There’s a hedge-hog 

in the corner.” 

But some of the beetles went close to Curlywig to — 

look at him, and came back and said to Butterwops: 

“Nonsense, it’s only a mop-head. You are growing old 
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and nervous, General. (Go to bed and let us eat in 

peace.” 

Almost as soon as they had spoken, Curlywig unrolled 

himself, and darting here and there and everywhere, went 

round the room cracking up beetles like one o’clock, 

while poor old Butterwops sat wringing his feelers and 

crying out from the wood pile: “I told you so! I told 

you so !” 

Several nimble ones that were lucky enough to get 

away disappeared under the floor through the first crack 

they could find. One hid in the tea-caddy and got 

smothered and made into tea next morning. Two or 

three jumped into the porridge, which was by the fire, 

and were destroyed, while one beetle who escaped by 

the skin of his shell turned white with sudden fright from 

that moment. Never was such a clearance. Twenty- 

eight. beetles were caught and killed in about sixty-five 

seconds. From that time onwards, there was no peace 

for beetles. If one put his head up above a crack in the 

floor, Curlywig was on to him and he was snapped 

up. In three days, one hundred and four beetles had 

been eaten, and the rest were all starving. Butter- 

wops himself had not tasted bite or sup all the time, 

and you could hear little Jimmy crying behind the 

skirting-board that he had nothing to eat. and was very 

hungry. 

How long this might have gone on no one can say, 
but at last Butterwops hit on a bright idea, and-the next 

night as soon as the people of the house were in bed, he 

.came to. the edge of the wood pile and said to the hedge- 
hog: “Mr. Curlywig, sir !” 
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Curlywig looked up, and seeing a beetle, snapped his 

jaws at him but said nothing. 

“Mr. Curlywig, sir, can you explain to me why you are 

here ?” 

“To eat beetles, 1 suppose. What better job can you 

have? I’d eat you if you would come down, though you 

look rather old and tough, and there are lots of young 

ones left yet.” 

“ Ah, but I sha’n’t come down, thank you,” said Butter- 

wops, smiling blandly. “I suppose,” he continued, as if 

he was merely thinking it out, “you don’t know what it 

is like to be eaten, do you?” 

“Not I,” said Curlywig. “How should I?” 

“No, of course not,” said Butterwops. “ Poor little 

fellow, how should he! It seems a cruel shame to bring 

him here for that. Poor little fellow !” 

“Who is a poor little fellow ?” asked Curlywig, rather 

angrily. 

“That’s what the Mistress said, while you were asleep,” 

said Butterwops, innocently, “and she was making the 

pie-crust. She said, ‘ poor little fellow, I hope they won't 

hurt him skinning him !” 

Curlywig shivered in every prickle. “Who is to be 

skinned ?” he snapped out, looking round nervously. 

“The cookery book was open at Hedgehog Tart,” went 

on Butterwops, quite coolly, as though he was talking 

about the weather, “and the servant said at the rate you | 

were eating beetles she thought you would be fat enough 

by to-morrow.” 

“Dear me! dear me!” said Curlywig ;” what wicked 

things these men are. I remember now when the Master 
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of the house bought me, he said: ‘ Lean-little beggar this, 

but he’ll soon fatten up at our house for we are full of 

blackbeetles.. What wretches they. are! What -shall I 

do?” 

“As far as I can learn,’ continued Butterwops, “it is 

done like this. You take a young hedge-hog, the-fatter 

the better, first remove the prickles and skin quickly 2 

“Do be quiet,’ groaned Curlywig, rolling himself up 

into a ball. “What shall Ido? What shall I do?” 

“That is to say,’ said Butterwops, “that is how it is 

done if they decide on tart. If it’s to be curry you won't 

be skinned, only then you will catch it hotter in the 

saucepan.” 

“Shut up!” shouted Curlywig, running round the 

kitchen table in despair. ‘Oh my poor prickles! What 

shall I do ?” 

“Well, if I were you,” continued the General, calmly, 

“TJ do not think I should stay on, but do not go:on my 

account. You might squeeze under the scullery door if 

you wanted to, or you can stay and be eaten, and I have 

no doubt you will look as handsome in a tart as you do 

out of it. But after all, handsome is as handsome does, 

and the real question is what will you taste like. Now 

you will never know, but I shall hear all about it. Yes,” 

chuckled Butterwops, “I shall hear all about it.” 

Curlywig was now galloping round the room mad with 

terror, shouting out: “Oh, my poor prickles! Oh, my 

poor prickles !” 

Butterwops continued slowly as though he was address- 

ing a dear friend. “I am really very sorry for you, but 

don’t worry so much. They are going to put some 
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steak and kidney in the pie, so you will have company ; 
and I dare say being baked is not bad, though I fear 

you won't like the skinning, especi- 

ally this chilly weather. But it will 

soon be over, and once inside the 

oven you will be warm again in a 

jiffy.” 
Curlywig did not hear allthis. He 

had heard enough. The foolish fellow 

believed every word Butterwops said 

to him, and when he came to the 

word skinning Curlywig uttered a 
wild shriek and away he fled under- 

neath the scullery door, across. the 
garden, out into the fields beyond 

the church, where he hid in a dry 

ditch for three days, and dared not 

move out for fear the people of the 
house were hunting for him. 

Then the beetles had peace and grew up with the 
children who came to stay at that house, and cleaned up 

the floors, and kept out of 

sight as much as might be. 
Even little Jimmy grew wiser 
and gave up frightening the 
Mistress; and as for the 

young servant she grew older 
and ate less sugar,and walked 
about the kitchen very care- 
fully for fear she should tread on a beetle. No one 
ever heard of Curlywig any more. And everyone in that 
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house, from the Master of it down to little Jimmy, lived © 

happily ever afterwards. 

This much more there is to tell: that if you can make 

friends with a blackbeetle you should get him to tell you 

stories of Butterwops. And this any good beetle will do 

willingly, for there never has been such a General as he 
was before or since. But of all the many tales of his 

valour and wisdom, there is none they love to tell better 

than the story of how he outwitted Curlywig the Hedge- 

hog. “That,” as little Jimmy said at a dinner given by 

all the beetles to their General to celebrate Curlywig’s 

flight, “is a story fit to be written in letters of Treacle on 
the skirting boards of Time.” 

  

“T like little Jimmy best,” said Tomakin quietly, as Krab 
finished. 

“Butterwops told shocking fibs to Curlywig, you 
know,” said Olga. 

‘He'd have been eaten up if he hadn't,” said Molly, 
“and so would little Jimmy.” 

“Well, it was Curlywig’s own fault, of course,” said 
Olga, thoughtfully. “Whose turn is it to choose a 
story ?” 
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“Mine next,” said Kate. “Let us have a story about a 

- little girl that went to school and grew up and had 

adventures.” 

“There is the story of Undine,” replied Krab thought- 

fully ; “but she was a wave, and of course went to a wave 

school. However, she grew up and had adventures. We 

might try it.” 

“Rather !” cried Molly; “it sounds Ar. Fire away!” 

And Krab fired away as follows. 
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CHAPTER III 

UNDINE 

Oh the lamb may leap in the field, 

And the gull sail down the wind, 

There are none so free 

As the waves of the sea, 

Free to be harsh or kind; 

Free to flow where they will, 

To be ravenous, rough and wild, 

Free to be calm and still 

To sleep like a tired child. 

And the fate of none is sealed 

By the laws of human kind, 

Like the lamb that leaps in the field 

And the sea-gull on the wind. 

PaTER’s Book of Rhymes. 

ID you ever notice the waves rolling in over 
the sands at the sea-side on a stormy day? 
If you stand on the cliffs you can see them 
miles away rushing towards you. They do 

not hustle or jostle each other until they near the shore. 
They have to march in order across the sea. Even the 
waves have to obey rules; each has to keep in his place, 
and I never heard of a wave being rude enough to try 
and get before another wave coming across the sea. It 
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would lead to no end of confusion if they did that. 

No; they take their proper turns, and play “Follow 

my leader” over the sea until they come to the shore. 

Then it is “One! two! three and away !” and when they 

break on the beach each one may go for himself,, and 

they rush up the shore as hard as they can. Then, as 

you may have seen,-the biggest gets the best of it. He 

romps over the heads of the little ones as he rolls over, 

and ducks them well under before he shoots up the slope, 

spreading himself over the brown sand and turning it 

green with envy. For the sand cannot romp and play 

round as the waves can, but has to sit still while children 

dig into it and make puddings of it. . Poor old sand!_ It 

is very patient, if you come to think of it, and it is glad 

when the sea comes over it and tidies things up after the 

children have been at play there, for they make a great 

mess of it, and the sand likes to look smooth and neat: 

When a big wave turns round to go home again you 

may have seen it try to spoil the next wave’s fall—a mean 

thing to do when you have had a jolly plunge. yourself. 

Then the two of them wrestle and fight and lose a lot of 

spray, shooting it up into the air when they meet; but 

they get past each other somehow, and so the game’ goes 

on. Ifyou had ever been a porpoise you would under- 

stand what glorious fun it is. You cannot play at being 

a wave in the bath at home. I’ve tried it, and it makes a 

terrible mess all over the floor, and that makes Mother 

cross. 

Those big waves are savage, cruel fellows, many of 

them, and when they get really angry and gather together 
for the Storm War it is well to be out of the way, 

31



The First Book of Krab 

The waves and the winds boast that they can never be 

tamed by man, and are ever ready to do him injury. 

They have all sorts of foolish notions about men and 

their ships, and they long to destroy all they meet with. 

Yes, they are bad fellows. They teach the young waves 

that it is their duty to kill men whenever they have a 

chance to do so. Men, they say, worship a goddess 

called Britannia, who has a three-pronged spear, and 

boasts that she can rule the waves and keep them in 

order. But the waves say they have no ruler, and are 

a free people having an alliance with the four winds. 
Luckily for men the winds and waves quarrel sometimes, 

and then it is calm. Besides, waves are lazy fellows and 

fond of play ; so that it is only when they get angry, and 
hear people talking about Britannia, that the waves make 
friends with the four winds and go forth to the storm 
war. Then you may hear the shrill blast of the trumpets 
calling them to battle, and the wave who stays at home 
and will not come out to destroy men is looked upon as 

-a coward. But they are all too eager and willing to go, 
and delight in fighting and destruction. Of course their 
ideas are very wrong and very foolish, but they have 
never been taught any better and do not know what love 
is. Some day when they see that all the little children - 
on the sands are kind to each other they will follow their 
good example, and learn to love one another and be kind 
to men. Then the world will be much happier. 

Once upon a time there was a child wave named 
Undine. “Undine the Beautiful” they called her, because, 
when she was quite a little ripple, she sparkled more 
brilliantly than any of her thousand brothers and sisters, 
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and not one of them was so crystal clear or dressed in 

such wonderful shades of sapphire blue and emerald 

green. She was born at the mouth of a white limestone 

rock cave on the coast of Devonshire. The fourteenth of 

August was her birthday. Never had there been such a 

lovely little ripple as Undine. The old Tide let her run 

up and down on his back when he came into the bay 

where she lived. She kept close by the cave for a time, 

and grew big and strong, and became first a billow and 

then a wavelet ; but when a month had passed she was a 

full grown wave—only a small one of course, but still a 

wave. 

Her father was a well known Devonshire coast wave, a 

jolly compact old sea salt roller, with a great thatch of 

creamy foam on his head. He ran up and down the coast 

and out to sea in a lazy aimless kind of way, playing with 

the fishing smacks. and rolling over the porpoises. 

He had a kindly look and was a friendly fellow as a 

rule, but could be as cruel and fierce as the worst of them 

when he was roused. Old Lobster-Pot they called him, 

because he loved when he could to dive down and wash 

the lobsters out of their baskets, and then come and dance 

round the fishermen’s boats in the morning when they 

pulled them up, and laugh at them when they found all 

their hard work had been for nothing. 

Undine’s mother was a tall graceful wave with a 

beautiful green breast, on which she rested her white 

surge head proudly like a royal swan. Her name was 

Mora. She thought it vulgar to play with the lobster- 

pots, and when her children were old enough she took 

them across the sea to stay at the French seaside towns 
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for the bathing season. She liked to hear the people on 

the pier cry out, “Oh! look at that lovely wave! ” as she 

held back her glorious head and rushed through the 

girders of the pier, splashing and sparkling in the sun, 

and followed by her merry family tumbling headlong 

after her. 

Little Undine saw nothing of her mother and father 

during the first months of her life. She never went out- 

side the bay, but rippled up and down in front of a large 

cave, diving under the ruddy golden seaweed to look at 

the quiet sea anemones. They were wonderful fellows, 

she thought. Even the youngest of them could sit still 

for hours. You never saw sea anemones fidgeting about, 

and as for turning head over heels, they do not even think 

of it. But Undine was a restless young thing, full of life 

and spirits, never still fora moment ; and the sea anemones 

loved her, for she was always gentle and kind to them. 

Ah! those were happy times ! 

The old waves like to go voyaging about and to see 

something of the wide world, so they are sensible enough 

to pack their children off to-school as soon as they are 

born. The ripples have a class to themselves. They are 

taught to walk in rows, and each one learns to keep his 

place. You cannot teach a ripple much more than that, 

but that is something. There was a wave school in the bay 

in which Undine lived. The Zephyr taught the ripple 

class. They went every morning at sunrise, and had 

drill in a pool behind the rocks. It was a pretty sight. 

The sea anemones, red and white, opened out on the. 

rocks to look on, lazy star-fishes stretched themselves 

upon the sands and laughed when the little ripples tried 
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to move them higher up the beach, even those snarly little 

periwinkles peeped out of their black shells to see what 

was going on, and the old hermit crab, grumbling all the 

while at being roused up so early, sat at the door of his 

shell, and beat time to the marching with one of his 

claws. 

“One, two, three, four,” said the gentle Zephyr. “‘ Heads 

up! Keep your places! Let the little ripples have plenty 

of room. Now, Undine dear, throw your shadow well 

forward.” 

When the morning drill was done, the Zephyr used 

to say to the ripples, “ Now you shall have a holiday ; go 

and play together. Love one another. Be as good as 

youcan. Be kind to all the world and you will be happy.” 

Then she kissed them all lightly, and flew away across the 

yellow sand and the heather covered rocks, and they saw 

her no more until next morning. But they could hear 

her singing on the cliff one of those songs about the 

waves she loved so well, and when the chorus came they 

would join in, for she had taught it to them in the class, 

and it went this way : : 

Oh, children may be naughty, 

And monkeys may be bad, 

Young fishes, too, will often do 

What makes their teacher sad ; 

Did we expect them to behave, 

We should expect too much, 

But a ripple is a little wave 

And should behave as such, 

Yes, must behave as such. 

Ah! the Zephyr was a kind teacher, and took such 
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pains with the little ripples in her class, that in a week 

they were ready to go into the Upper School. 

They had good playtimes too. The old Tide let them 

play sea-horses on his back. Then there was “ Hide and 

Seek” round the rocks, “ Hunt the Cockle,” and “ Ripple- 

Chivy.” It is no use telling you how to play those games, 

for children cannot play at them. 

One of their favourite sports was to race up the sand 

and see who could get furthest. Undine was very clever 

at that game. One day when they were doing this, a little 

boy.and his elder sister were paddling in the water, sailing 

a boat. He was a bonny little fellow, about four years 

old, and when Undine came running up the sand, rocking 

his toy boat and splashing the sails, he clapped his hands 

and cried out, “ Look at that great, big, lovely wave !” 

Undine could not help laughing at the little fellow’s 

glee, but she liked to be called a big wave. 

At this moment a nasty, rough ripple—who was quite 

big enough for the billow class—came rushing along, and 

the little boy got in his way and spoiled his run up the 

sand. 

“Knock him over!” shouted a lot of the bigger ripples. 

“ He is spoiling the game !” 

“Leave him alone,” cried Undine, as she floated grace- 

fully back again. 

' But several of the bigger ripples rushed up at the same 

time, and knocking over the little fellow, rolled him in the 

wet. 

“Undine! Undine!” he called out in his terror as they 

tumbled over him. 

Undine rushed back to help him, but she was not strong 
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enough. He knew nothing of Undine the ripple. It was 

his sister, who was also named Undine, for whom he was 

calling ; and she had run into the water at his first cry, 

and picking him up in her arms, had carried him out on 

to the dry sand. But the nasty little ripples had now 

caught hold of his boat and were pushing it out to sea. 

“Undine, Undine,” sobbed the little chap, “I want my 

boat, I want my boat!” 

His sister could not reach it, and the two stood hand- 

in-hand, helpless on the beach, while the little boat drifted 

away. Bravely did our Undine, when she heard the call, 

dash forward to do battle with the naughty little ripples, 

who called out angrily, “Shut up! Wash it out to sea! 

Swamp it! He was spoiling our game.” 

They were too strong for poor Undine, and would have 

destroyed the little boat or washed it away, had not the . 

kind Zephyr, hearing all the noise, swept down from the 

cliffs, filled the sails of the toy boat and wafted it to shore. 

After this she blew the naughty little ripples away, and 

they went into rock pools and sulked by themselves. 

When the Zephyr had returned to the cliffs, the big 

rough ripple who had knocked over the little boy cried 

out fiercely : “ When I am a wave I shall kill all the boys I 

can and swamp their-boats. That is what my big brother 

is taught to do, and he is a wave and goes out to sea.” 

The Zephyr often heard this sort of talk among the 

ripples, and when Undine asked her why they said these . 

things, she kissed her gently and told her not to be angry 

even with the ripples, who did not know what they were 

saying, and begged her when she grew up to be kind and 

good to every one, for then she would be happy. 
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However, she was not altogether happy just at first, for 

the other ripples were not at all pleased with her and 

would not speak to her. The little boy was carried off 
the beach by his sister, so Undine was left all alone and 
hid herself under some dark brown seaweed in the cleft of 
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a rock and cried herself to sleep, when she dreamed that 
the pretty little boy was a beautiful wave and was dancing 
with her hand-in-hand over the wide ocean. 

The next day she was moved into the billow class. The 
Master was the South Wind. He had just come home 
from college. He taught them cresting and breaking on 
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rocks. He was a bright, clever fellow, but he told them 

nothing about being good and kind as the Zephyr had 

done. After a week in the billow class, Undine and several 

of her young friends were moved up into the wavelet 

class. This was taught by a young wave, and here they 

learned rushing, leaping, rolling, and marching in open 

order. The young wave told them exciting stories of 

wrecks and drowning men, and repeated to them all that 

nonsense about Britannia wanting to rule the waves, and 

insisted on the duty of all good waves to go about fighting 

men and killing as many as possible. This he called 

“patriotism,” and Undine listened to his eloquent stories 

until she had nearly forgotten all that the kind Zephyr 

had tried to teach her. But the fierce young wave coul 

not change Undine’s real nature, and she remained at 

heart a kind and gentle wave. Outwardly she grew tall 

and strong, and her mother and father and all her brothers 

and sisters still called her “ Undine the Beautiful.” 

Atthe end of a month she passed all her examinations 

and was a first class wave ready to go to sea. That 

-was a great day when they all left school. Old Lobster - 

Pot and his good wife Mora came to fetch them away. 

The South Wind made an oration in Latin about the duty 

of waves to fight for their country. 

__ It began Arma virumque cano, and old Lobster Pot said 

it was very original and clever. The Zephyr sighed to see 

all these young waves, full of bright hope and eager 

fancies, passing out of the quiet bay into the open Channel 

and the wide world. 

< They sailed along in open order among the fishing 

boats, and yachts, and steamers. The nasty rough ripple 
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that had knocked down the little boy and tried to steal his 

boat had grown into a handsome big wave. Surger, they 

called him, because of his handsome head and fine flowing 

surge when he broke over the sand banks. He was very 

fond of Undine now, and kept close to her as they sailed 

up the channel. It wasa glorious day. The sun shone 

brightly, the gulls swooped down and floated for a few 
moments on Undine’s shoulders and then soared away 

down the breeze. The boats leaped merrily in front 

of them. 

“Shall we see any wrecks to-day ?”” asked Undine. 

“T hope so,” shouted Surger ; and he shook his curly 

white head and shot in front of Undine, who could not 

help admiring his handsome presence. 

“Wrecks! Nonsense!” growled out old Lobster Pot 

from behind. “These are.the holidays, and we are going 

to picnic up the river.” 
Then they turned aside from the channel and went past 

a castle on a high rock, underneath steep cliffs, across 

wide mudbanks, lifting up the boats which were lying 

asleep among the damp seaweed. Some of the waves— 

lazy old fellows these—went off into the harbour for a 

quiet snooze, others ran up the river into long creeks, 

forcing their way roughly among the quiet country streams. 
Old Lobster Pot and his wife went straight along the 
big river.. There Undine saw many strange sights. Trees 
and flowers, horses and carts, men, women, and children ; 
but not one among them so beautiful, to her thinking, as 
the little blue-eyed boy she had tried to rescue from the 
naughty ripples. There too, along the banks of the river, 

she saw wide waving fields of green, turning to gold, which 
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rustled in the breeze, and she shouted to them to join her; 

for she felt so happy herself she wanted everyone else to 

be happy too. But they did not understand her language, 

so they made no answer ; for they were only cornfields. 

At last they came to a big city, and ran between high 

walls of white stone, and saw tall buildings and the 

big towers of the Cathedral, and here there were crowds 

of people. 

“Oh! oh!” cried Undine and Surger together, “this 

is beautiful.” 

The Cathedral clock chimed four. Old Lobster Pot 

shook his head and called out the order for return. 

“Time is up,” he said; “we must be moving down again 

now, or the river will be on to us.” 

Surger laughed and cried out, “I will run another mile 

before I return anyhow ;” and he rushed up through the 

city with new force. 

Undine followed him, but now she felt a faint weary 

feeling coming over her. Her beauty was going, and her 

lovely colours changing to a grey inky hue. The river 

was forcing its way down against them, and she and 

Surger were soon glad to follow old Lobster Pot down the 

river again. Back they went, past the fields, and soon 

they felt the pure sea breeze and lent a hand to swing the 

huge ships round at their moorings under the cliffs. They 

were glad enough to escape from the dull cold river that 

was rushing after them, and sweep round the headland 

into the good salt sea, where they could feel alive again, 

free and joyous, and afraid of no one in their own 

country. 

Many a time did they run up rivers like that, and Undine 
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looked out for the little blue-eyed boy ; but she never saw 

him. Sometimes they went out to the wide ocean, or 

visited the coast towns with Mora, and splashed the ladies 

bathing and made them scream and laugh. Always Undine 

was looking for her little friend, but she never saw him. 

Many were the journeys she made, and wonderful were 

the sights she saw; indeed one could fill a book with all 

that Undine did and saw when she grew up and became 

a wave. 

It was now October, and had been wonderfully warm 

close weather for the time of the year. The waves were 

rolling lazily about out at sea some three miles from the 

land. They arched their huge backs and pressed silently 

after each other, doing “serpent drill,” as they called 

it, and weary work it was. The little waves were slapping 

at each other angrily, for no better reason than that they 

had been told not to but had nothing else to do. They all 

seemed uneasy and troubled, yet Undine could not have 

told you why she felt in such a strange condition of pent- 

up excitement. A rumour ran round that there was to be 

a Storm War that evening, and almost before they had 

begun to discuss whether this was likely to be true, the 

clouds lowered, the sky grew black and dismal, the wind 

trumpeted out shouts of battle, huge waves bigger than 

old Lobster Pot rushed up the channel in answer to the 

summons, and the whole sea was one seething angry 

mass of cruel waves bent on destruction. 

Now the great battalions of the Sea Wolves, as they 

call their fiercest fighting waves, came thundering up 
from the Atlantic, breaking and shattering all before 
them. Undine had never seen such wild handsome 
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fellows before. Every one joined them, and soon the 

sea was nothing but a reckless mob of madly enraged 

waves, moaning and wailing horribly in a frenzy of rage. 

Down came the sleet and hail in sharp volleys, as though 

from a battery of artillery which had taken up its posi- 

tion behind the thick clouds. A solitary storm bird was 

driven before the wet rushing wind, with stiff wings and 

  

bent claws, squealing miserably as though to warn the 

vessels of their doom. 

If you have never been a wave, you cannot under- 

stand the wild feeling that seizes you when the Storm 

War begins. Even gentle Undine quivered with rage 

and sought about for something to destroy. As for 

Surger, he was leaping about and yelling like a mad 

thing. 

The fishing smacks had hauled up their nets, or cut 

them adrift, and were speeding for the shore. Some few 
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smaller boats had made for the beach earlier, suspecting 

danger. Old Lobster Pot hurried round among his 

family, giving orders in loud tones of command. 

“There’s for you,” he shouted to Undine and Surger, 

_as a small open boat with a single lug sail rushed 

through the surf. “He will be making for the little 
bay by the cave. Away with you! Drive him on to 

the rocks!” 

A solitary man half sat and half stood in the stern of 

the boat, his back to the tiller, the end of the sheet in 

his hand. It was passed securely round a pin near to 

him. He stooped down to cover up with a spare 

sail two little children, girl and boy, who were lying 

frightened at the bottom of the boat. Then he set 

his teeth, and stared through the blinding hail into the 

gathering darkness, to find the opening into the little 

bay. 

Undine and Surger rushed on to the slender little 

vessel with all their force. The man skilfully made way 

for them, and they passed under the keel of the boat, 

doing no harm. The wind howled and shrieked at them 

for their failure, and caught the boat with all its might, 

driving it past the two waves and nearer to the rocks. . 
Then Undine and Surger raced on alongside the little 

boat until it neared the opening to the bay, and as the 

man tried to turn her into the safe harbour, the wind 

made a terrible effort, and the two waves, leaping 

together at the side of the boat, crashed her into the 
rocks. 

In-a moment the man had thrown back the sail and 

seizéd, from. the bottom of the boat, the two children, 
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who were lying hidden under the sail. They were the 

little blue-eyed boy and his sister, Undine. Bravely he 

struggled with them across the rocks and through the 

surf to gain the beach. Surger and Undine were after 

him, for in her rage and fury she had not seen that it 

was the little blue-eyed boy. Mora and Old Lobster 

Pot, with many other big waves, seeing what had 

happened, were rushing across the sea towards the hay, 

for fear Surger and Undine should not be strong enough 

to drown the man and his children. Happily they were 

too late; for before they arrived, the man had gained 

the shore, and pulled himself up the slope of the beach, 

saving the girl in his arms, but Surger managed to 

knock the little boy out of his grasp, and was rolling him 

down again into the sea to drown him. The man and 

the girl were too stunned and bruised to know whether 

they were saved or drowned. A coastguard was running 

down the cliff, but he would have been too late to 

save the little boy, had not Undine heard him calling 

out in despair, as Surger dragged him underneath 

the waves, “Undine! Undine! Save me! Save 

me !” 

The waters were falling on to him, doing their best 

to choke him, when Undine heard the call, and for the 

first time since she had been a little ripple, remembered 

what the Zephyr had taught her of love and pity. Ina 

moment she had forgotten her anger, and the fierce 

commands of Old Lobster Pot, and the battle shouts 

of the Storm War; she thought only of the beautiful 

little blue-eyed boy, who was being dragged under the 

water and drowned. She rushed past Surger, who tried 
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his best to stop her, and, heedless of the shouts of Old 
Lobster Pot and Mora, who yelled out, “Kill him! 
Drown him!” and caring nothing for all the rage and 
ravin of the mad waves that pressed round her, she 
caught up the little boy on her breast, and with all her 
might threw him on to the soft sand, just as the coast- 
guard reached the edge of the sea, and was there to pull 
him out. : 

Then, half ashamed and half .overjoyed at what she 

had done, she turned back and fled away out to sea. 

And there arose-such a yell and a shout from the 
assembled waves, mingled with the groaning and howling 
of the angry wind, that she sped on in the wildest terror 
like a hunted hare. And all the waves of the Sea, full of 
rage that one of their number should turn traitor and | 
coward and save a mortal man in a time of Storm War, 
gathered together and chased after her. 

Away she went down the Channel, across the Bay of 
Biscay, round Cape Finisterre, and through the gates of 
Gibraltar into the warm Mediterranean ; and after her in 
hot pursuit raced a surging crowd of fierce and angry 
waves. But they were not to punish her for her brave 
deed, for there, near the warm shores of Sicily, they say 
she met the good Zephyr, who saved her from her 
pursuers, taking her into her arms and changing her into 
a beautiful cloud. 

And the glorious Sun heard the story of Undine, and 
was so pleased with what she had done, that he made her 
one of his special evening attendants and gave her a 
splendid robe of amber and gold. And if you look in 
the sky when the sun is setting in the sea, you may see 
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Undine even to this day, a beautiful golden cloud gazing 

lovingly down at the world she used to live in. 

  

“ Poor little Undine !” sighed Olga. “They were very. 

cruel to her.” 

“They didn’t know any better, you know,” said Kate ; 

“they were only waves.” : 

“Jt might not have been different,” said Cousin Susan, 

“if they had been children.” 

“Or even grown-ups,” added Krab, with a smile. 

“Never mind,” said Molly; “she got a new dress at the 

end of the story, so she is all right now, and it’s my turn 

to choose. I want a story about a naughty little girl—not 

too naughty you know—and of course she must end up 

good for ever and ever. They always do.” 

“Right,” said Krab ; “then I will tell you ee story of 

the Clockwork Child.” And he did so.



CHAPTER IV 

THE CLOCKWORK CHILD 

I’ve brought out a new invention, 

And shortly my intention, 

Is to patent it and sell it in the street; 

It’s a “ripper,” and “ first-rater,” 

And I trust that every Pater, 

_ Will take one home to Mother for a treat. 

For instead of wasting smacking, 

On kiddies bad as blacking, 

I'll provide you with a new one, mannered mild; 

A delightful little darling,' 

As lively as a starling, 

A tidy little Clockwork child. 

ad 

Dickory, Dickory, Dockwork, 

Have them built of clockwork, 

Then they are not naughty, rude or wild, 

But say, “If you please,” and ‘Thank you,” 
And they don’t fly round and spank you; 

Not they! 

Oh say! 

What price for a Clockwork Child ? 

You can buy one for a dollar, 

‘That will wear a linen collar, ‘ 

Keep it clean and quite uncrumpled for a week; ° 
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A kiddy used and able 

To sitting still at table, 

One that waits until it’s spoken to, to speak. 

It is warranted for ever, 

To be good and kind and clever; 

So parents now may give up being riled 

By unnecessary riot, 

And may live in peace and quiet, 

With Pater’s Patent Clockwork Child. 

Dickory Dickory Dockwork, 

Have them built of clockwork, 

Then they are not naughty, rude and wild, 

But say ‘If you please,” and “‘ Thank you,” 

And they don’t fly round and spank you; 

Not they! 

Oh say! 

What price for a Clockwork Child ? 

PaTER’s Book of Rhymes. 

NCE upon a time, there was a Mother and a 
Pater who had one little girl named Mary. 
When she was a tiny child they used to call 

her “little Mary,” and though: she grew to 

be quite a big girl, somehow or other they‘went on 

calling her “little Mary” most of her life. When she 

first came to stay with Mother and Pater, she was a long- - 

clothes baby, and spent a great deal of time crying, as 

though she was sorry she had come to visit them at all. 

But in good time she grew bigger and gave this up, and 

only cried when she tumbled down and hurt herself or 
felt naughty. 

Every one said that little Mary was a wonderful baby, 

though how she differed from other babies I cannot tell 
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-you. She had two grandmothers ; Mother's mother and 

Pater’s mother. Such nice old ladies they were, with grey 

hair and pretty white caps; and they were never tired of 

  
nursing little Mary, and telling Mother—Mary’s mother— 
that Mary had a nose like Pater, a mouth like Pater’s 
father, ears like Mother’s Aunt Jane, anda chin the very 
image of Mother’s grandfather, who had been a sea 
captain, and whose picture in full uniform, chin and all, 
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was hanging over the dining-room’ mantelpiece down- 

stairs. 

There was no doubt that Mary was a very wonderful 

baby, because Pater took a great interest in her, and Pater 

was a very clever man and not likely to be taken in bya . 
second rater. More than that, Pater had never been 

known to be partial to babies as a class, but he used to 

spend many hours of a cold winter's night, walking up 

_and down in his red and yellow dressing-gown, with little 

Mary in his arms, singing her to sleep with “ Onward, 

Christian Soldiers,’ while she howled at the top of her 

voice. You may be sure Pater would not have done that 

for any ordinary baby. 
Well, she grew bigger and bigger, her lungs got 

stronger and her squeal more piercing every day, and at 

last she learned to crow. Now a little dark fluff appeared 

above her forehead, and then the two grandmothers 

clapped their hands with joy, and both of them declared 

that she would be walking and talking before any one 

would have time to turn round. However, there was a 

good deal of turning round to be done before anything 

of this sort happened, and the first really great event 

that occurred in Mary’s life was the arrival of her first 

tooth. 

It never got into the newspapers, but that is because 

you can never trust an editor to hear about the really 

important things of this world ; however, both the grand- 

mothers know all about it, and they will tell you that the 

day little Mary’s first tooth was found was Friday, 

February ist. Mother made a note of it in her account 

book, and Pater made an entry in his diary at the office, 
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““M’s tooth to hand,” which I have seen for myself. Not 

that I believe the tooth was to be seen on that ‘day, nor 

could you feel it with your finger, but Nurse had dis- 

covered it with a thimble, and felt prouder and happier 

than Columbus did when he discovered America. 

For several days afterwards, if Mary was in a good 

temper, and would allow Nurse to do it, visitors were 

allowed to hear this real tooth grate against the thimble. 

Ah! that was a treat! The time came when you could 

actually see the tooth with your own eyes, but that was 

not for a long time afterwards. It was strange what a lot 

of trouble Mother and Pater and the two grandmothers 

would take to coax Mary to let them see that tooth ; 

because, after all, it was not an extra big one, and was no 

good to chump things with for manya month. After the 

first tooth was well through, others came, but there was 

not so much fuss about these ; in fact, they made little 

Mary so fractious and noisy at night-time, that Pater once 

shocked the two grandmothers by saying that he did not 

care if she never had. any more. 

The months went on, and little Mary learned to crawl, 

and then to toddle, and then to walk. She learned to 

call Pater “ Papee,” and all her aunts and uncles and the 

two grandmothers and Mother and Pater gathered round 

to listen, and could not have been prouder of her if she 

‘ had been a talking kingfisher. Months became years, 

and little Mary learned her A BC; first the big letters, 

and then the little letters ; and she had the measles, and 

the whooping-cough, and got quite well after them, and 

grew up to be a big bouncing girl; until, at the time I 

am writing about, she was about eight years old, and as 

52



The Clockwork Child ° 

any child of six knows, that is being very nearly quite 

grown up. 

Little Mary had no brothers and sisters, and, perhaps, 

this was one reason why Mother and Pater and the two 

grandmothers allowed her to have a great deal too much 

of her own way. Indeed, if she had not been a very 

amiable child she would have been quite spoiled and not 

fit to play with at all. Even as it was, I am sorry to say, 

she was growing rather cross and selfish at times, nor 

was she as kind and good to Mother as all little girls 

should be. She used to linger about the room when she 

was told to go to bed, and sometimes so far forgot herself 

as to bang the door after her in a temper, if she was sent 

off before she was quite ready to go. This was rather 

hard on the door, for it was not the door’s fault, anyhow. 

When little Mary was seven years old, she went to school. 

Her reports came home every term, and her conduct 

was described each time as “ Excellent,” “ Noble,” “A 1,” 

or “ Spiffing,” or words to that effect. However, it did 

not improve much at home; but, when Mother asked 

Mary how that was, she explained that “it was quite 

different there, becausc they taught you to be good at 

school.” 

The grandmothers said that it was Pater’s fault, and 

that he ought to talk to her seriously. So Pater took her 

in hand, and pointed out to her, in his gravest tones, that 

no one would ever love little children who were selfish 

and rude. This was all very well for a beginning, but it 

always ended in the same way. Little Mary used to get 

round Pater by asking him to tell her stories of what he 

did whéh he was a little boy. Then he used to stop his 
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lecture, and went off into a series of stories about all sorts 

of scrapes and adventures, to which Mary listened with 

breathless interest, until Mother came in to find her 

laughing over these stories instead of listening to a grave 
reproof from Pater about her naughty ways. So, from 

one cause and another, she did not grow tov good to be 
true ; and though I believe she tried to grow wiser and 
less naughty, she did not succeed much better than any- 

body else. 

One winter’s evening Mother and Pater were sitting in 

the study thinking about little Mary. They rarely thought 

about anything else, for you see they had no little boy to 
think about. That day had been a bad day with her. 

She had spilled her cocoa on to a clean tablecloth at tea- 

time. She had left four books, a paint box, a cap and a 

top behind her on the drawing-room sofa when she went 
off to bed ; and I am more than grieved to say, that when 
sent for to come and put them away, she had returned 
grumbling and crying as though she were being ill-used, 
and finally rushed out of the room in a temper and 
slammed the door. No wonder then, that long after 
Mary was asleep, poor Mother and Pater sat over the fire 
late in the evening, not talking much to each other, but 
both thinking very much, and very sadly, about their little 
daughter. oe 

Mother was reading a learned book on education, 
entitled, “How to Bring up Your Daughters,” by an Old 
Maid, and Pater was smoking a pipe and looking through 
Mr. Sutton’s “Catalogue of Garden Seeds,” to see if he 
could buy ‘a packet of birch-tree seeds to plant in the 
garden in the spring. 

54.



The Clockwork Child 

At length Mother put down her book with a sigh and 

said, “She is very untidy and very naughty when I speak 

toahere: 

“T don’t suppose she is much worse than _ other 

children,” replied Pater gloomily ; “but I do wish she 

‘would not slam the door.” 5 

“She was such a dear, good little baby, too,” said 

Mother sighing again. 

“H’m !” grunted Pater, for he was thinking of “ Onward, 

Christian Soldiers,’ at one in the morning, and was 

rather glad, on the whole, that Mary had taken to 

growing up. 

“She was the dearest and best baby in the world,” said 

Mother rather angrily. 

“Certainly, my dear. Certainly,” replied Pater, shaking 

his head and smoking away at his pipe, as though the 

matter were too difficult for him to bother about any 

more. “You are always right. She was an excellent 

baby, and she has grown up into a naughty little girl ; let 

us hope she will grow up into a good young woman.” 

‘That is foolish,” said Mother decidedly ; “something 

ought to be done or I don’t know what will happen to 

her.” 

_“There’s nothing to be done,” said Pater wearily ; “but 

to let her grow.” . : 

“There’s always something to be done,” said Mother 

sternly. 

_ “There’s always something to be done,” echoed a voice 

from the fireplace, and there, sitting on the top bar of the 

: grate with his back to a live coal, sat a little dwarf about 

four feet high, dressed in an old blue and yellow suit, 

55



The First Book of Krab 

grinning at Mother and Pater as though he was quite 

amused at their troubles. ‘What is the matter with you 

two ?” he said. “If two grown-ups cannot manage one 

seven-year old child, the world has come to a pretty pass 

anyhow. Hand round the tobacco and tell us what is 

the matter ?” 

Pater was too surprised to answer him. He handed 

the little man his tobacco pouch in silence, and watched 

him curiously as he filled his pipe, lighted it from a live 

coal, and began puffing the smoke in big white rings over 

+he top of his head so that it flew up the chimney. 
‘Now then,” he said impatiently, when his pipe was 

well alight ; “make haste and let me know what you are 
grumbling about. I have a dozen other cases to visit 
to-night, and if you want me to hep you now is your 

time.” 

So Mother and Pater told him all their worries and 
troubles about little Mary, from the date of the first tooth 
onwards, which did not seem to amount to very much 
after all, and their visitor sat upon the hob smoking and 
smiling, and looking as though he had heard the same old 

story many hundred times, and expected to hear it many 
hundred times more. 

“Well,” he said when they came to a pause, “ what you 
want is a Clockwork Child.” 

“ A Clockwork Child!” repeated Mother and Pater in 
surprise, 

“Yes, a Clockwork Child! One that gets up at half- 
past seven, goes to bed quietly at a quarter-past seven, 
never contradicts any one, always says ‘Please’ and 
‘Thank you,’ never cries at all, speaks when she is spoken 
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to, and does as she is bid. You may find a bit of diffi- 

culty at first, perhaps, in getting her to bed at quarter- 

past seven. Even a Clockwork Child does not go off to bed 

as well as it might. They always gets a little slow about 

bedtime. They will try an extra ten minutes, and it’s 

dangerous to give it to them, for they ought to be wound 

up and put to bed, regularly, or else they may run down 

and there is an end of them. Except for that, a Clock- 

work Child is perfect.” 

“Ah!” sighed Mother, “it sounds too good to be true. 

A Clockwork Child would be perfect.” 

“H’m !” grunted Pater, “I suppose that is what we do 

want;” but he did not seem very sure about it. 

“Well,” continued the stranger, “if you do want one, 

have your wish. What lessons does little Mary do ?” 

“Blue Poetry book,’ subtraction in money, first 

‘declension in Latin, and ‘Citizen Reader’ dictation,” 

replied Pater with some pride. 

“T can give you a Clockwork Child warranted to do 

all that for five shillings and sixpence,” replied their 

visitor. 

“ Five shillings and sixpence,” said Pater thoughtfully, 

“is a lot of money. It would buy a whole pound of 

tobacco.” 3 

“Oh, I will pay it out of housekeeping,” said Mother. 

“T shall save it in a week in breakages.” Mother then 

took out her purse and paid the little man five shillings 

and sixpence, which she put down in her account book 

under the head of “ Sundries.” 

The stranger counted the money, put it into his pocket, 

and gave her a little key like a watch key saying, “In the 
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morning you will find a Clockwork Child instead of little 

Mary. She is wound up under the left ear.” 

“Like our clockwork mouse ?” asked Pater. 

. “Very much in the same way,” he replied, “about 

seven turns will do it, and take care not to overwind her. 

She will do all I have promised, and I wish you joy of 

your bargain.” So saying, he vanished up the chimney, 

leaving Mother and Pater alone with the key staring at 

each other in amazement. 

“Well, I hope you were right about it,” said Mother 

quietly. 

“Why, my darling,” said Pater, “it was your suggestion 

not mine.” 

“Nonsense,” replied Mother, calmly but firmly, and 

that ended the conversation; for when Mother said 

“ Nonsense” there was nothing more to be said. 

The next morning when little Mary got up, she did not 

fight her nurse about turning the tap on for the bath, 

as she often used to do, and she stood still the whole 

time her hair was being done, so that Nurse had not once 

to tap her on the head with the back of the hairbrush 

to keep her still. The consequence was that she was 

down to breakfast, had tied her feeder on, and was waiting 

in her place with her hands folded in front of her when 

Mother came down. 

Mother looked at her rather anxiously. “Did you 

have a good night, Mary ?”’ she asked. 

“Yes, thank you, Mother dear,” replied Mary ; and as 

Mother kissed her she looked behind her left ear, and 

there sure enough was the tiny place to wind her up; 

and the child before her, though exactly like little Mary 
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in every respect, was a little Clockwork Child, just as the 
dwarf had promised. 

Breakfast went on much as usual, except that little 

Mary did not spill anything at all, and never went round 
behind Pater’s newspaper to persuade him to give her 
butter and marmalade together when Mother was not 
looking. There was no sulking at the porridge, so break- 

fast was quickly over, and Mary went off to get ready 
for school, shutting the door so peacefully that you could 

scarcely hear it close. 

“ Holloa!” cried Pater, after a minute or two, looking 

up from his newspaper, “ where is Mary ?” 

“Gone to get ready for school,” replied Mother. 
“Well, I never heard her go,” said Pater. 

“That comes of buying a Clockwork Child, and I call 
it money well spent.” 

“You don’t say it has all turned out to be true,” said 

Pater, “and Mary is a Clockwork Child with a place to 

wind her up, and everything as promised ?” 

Mother nodded proudly. 

“My word!” said Pater, whistling to himself softly, 

‘(what glorious times we shall have now, to be sure.” 

“Of course we shall,” said Mother, smiling. “Are not 

you glad now that you took my advice about it ?” 

Pater was going to reply, but Mary came in ready for 

school, with her hair neatly brushed out of her eyes, her 

hat quite straight, and all the books tidily packed into 

her satchel. “Come along, Mary, we will pick a few 

strawberries out of the garden,” said Pater, putting down 

his newspaper. 

“No, thank you, Pater, dear,” replied Mary. ‘After 

59



The First Book of Krab 

the heavy rain last night, walking on the beds might make 

my feet wet. We had better put it off until this even- 

ing.” 

Mother smiled contentedly. Pater stared at the child, 

and went back to his newspaper. Mary went quietly off 

to school at exactly the proper pace, refusing to race with 

Charlie, who often met her at the gate, because, as she 

told him, they might get over-heated. Charlie called her 

a Molly Coddle, whatever that is, and had a race by him- 

self. 

When Mother had seen Mary off, she said to Pater in 

great glee, “Now I call that a really great improve- 

ment.” 

“Perhaps,” replied Pater slowly, but not as though ~ 
he was very sure of what he was saying. “ Perhaps.” 

I need hardly tell you that Mary was most successful at 

school. All her lessons went off like the clockwork inside 

her. Nota mistake in the poetry, no blots on the copy- 

book, and the behaviour in class was perfect. When 

they went out into the playground, things were different, 

and something seemed to have gone wrong with little 

Mary altogether. 

The other children could not make it out. Yesterday 

little Mary had been one of the best players at cricket and 

rounders in the school, and now she not only could not 

play at all, but seemed to have forgotten what the games 

were like, . : 
You see, Pater had not told the dwarf that he wanted a 

little girl who could play games, and when you are order- 
ing a Clockwork Child it is very important to mention 

everything that you want and to see you get it. 
60



The Clockwork Child 

However, the poetry had been so well said that morning 

that the Schoolmistress said she could go out of the “ Blue 

Poetry Book” into “A Thousand and One Gems,” which 

every one who understands anything about poetry knows 

is a great advance. And when little Mary arrived home 

with her new volume, and told her Mother about it, 

Mother was very proud of her clever little girl. Mary 

herself did not seem in the least interested about it. 

Instead of romping with the kitten as usual, she sat down 

quietly on her chair with her hands in front of her, and 

said nothing until dinner-time. 

After dinner—at which Mary had eaten two helpings of 

rice pudding and not even asked for apple tart—Mother 

said she must learn her poetry before she went into the 

’ garden to play, and instead of howling and weeping and 

rolling on the floor, and telling Mother she was cruel and 

unkind, she sat at the table without a murmur and read 

her poetry over to herself, never once tipping her chair on 

one leg or taking her eyes from her book. 

“ Ah,” said Mother to herself, as she went on with her 

knitting, “this is indeed a pleasant change. I should like 

Pater to see his little girl now; he would admit that I was 

right to propose having a Clockwork Child.” 

The minutes sped on and became half-an-hour, and 

that lengthened on towards.an hour, and still little Mary 

sat at the table quietly reading her poetry to herself. 

This was quite unlike her, for, though she often missed 

out a line and got the little words in the wrong place, she 

generally learned her poetry quickly. 

At last Mother said to her: “Mary, don’t you know 

your poetry ?” 
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Mary turned round. “I’m afraid not, Mother, dear. I 
cannot get it into my head.” 

“Let me hear what you know,” said Mother, and she 
took the book while little Mary stood-up with her arms 
behind her. 

In vain did Mother ‘start her with a word, then with 
two or three words, and then with a whole line. She did 
not know a syllable of it. Then Mother tried to teach it 
to her, but it was no use, and at last Mother gave it up in 
despair and sent her off for a walk with her Nurse, saying 
they would try again after tea. 

After tea Pater came in, and he and Mother went at it 
together, and though little Mary seemed to do her best 
they could make nothing of it. At last a curious idea 
occurred to Pater, and he took up the “ Blue Poetry Book.” 
Piece after piece he asked little Mary to say, and she 
knew them all. “It’s just as I thought,” he sighed. 
“That wretched little man has sent us a Clockwork Child 
that can only do ‘Blue Poetry Book,’ and our little Mary 
will neyer be able to learn any poetry except what is in 
that book.” And Pater put his head on the table at the 
thought of this terrible calamity, and wept aloud, 

“Tt’s all your fault,” cried Mother quite angrily. “You 
ordered the kind of lessons you wanted and of course 
you have got them; but it’s very provoking. I suppose 
she will have to remain in the same class all her life.” 

Pater groaned. 

“However,” said Mother cheerily—she always made 
the best of things, did Mother—“as long as she is a nice, 
quiet little girl, that won’t matter much. Nowrun along, 
Mary, and put on your best frock, and come down into 
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the drawing-room, and you may sit up to see the visitors 

-till a quarter-past seven. Not a moment later.” 

“Oh, do let me sit up until half-past seven,” said little 

Mary, imploringly. 

Pater raised his head quite joyfully at fs and said, 

“Yes, of course she may,” just as Mother was saying 

“No.” So Mother laughed and said, “ Well, for once in a 

way, and as we have visitors coming, you may sit up; 

but only for half an hour.” 

Little Mary looked very nice in her best frock as she 

sat in the drawing-room. Mother had never seen her 

look so neat and tidy before, because as a rule when 

visitors came, even if you dressed her up at the last 

minute, she got her hair rumpled before any one 

arrived. 

The visitors came about seven o'clock. Little Mary 

shook hands and said “ How do you do ?” to each of them. 

Even when Uncle Henry came she. made no difference, 

although as a rule she used to fling her arms round his 

neck, and hug him till his collar was limp, which for 

some reason or other that I have never understood, 

Mother did not approve of. 

“What is the matter with little Mary, Sis,” said Uncle 

Henry to Mother, as he looked at the demure little figure 

sitting on the edge of a chair with her hands folded on 

her lap. “She looks jolly starchy, to-night.” 

“Tittle Mary,” said Mother in her most dignified tones, 

“is greatly improved, I am glad to say.” 

“You look pretty mopish, Mary, old lady, said Uncle 

Henry ; “I guess you want me to come and romp you 

round.” 
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“No thank you, Uncle Henry,” replied Mary. “I had 

much rather sit still, thank you.” 

Mother smiled approval. 

“Whew!” whistled Uncle Henry, “that kid has ‘got 

measles or something of the sort. I never saw her like 

that before. I’ll speak to Pater about her. She ought to 

see a doctor.” 

Uncle Henry went across the room to try and speak to 

Pater, but he was talking to some ladies. The clock 

struck a quarter past seven. The ladies and gentlemen 

talked away.to each other, and no one noticed little Mary 

sitting quietly in her chair. She grew paler and paler 

until she was. as. white as a tablecloth. Her eyes closed, 

and her arms fell limp by her side. The servant an- 

nounced dinner, and every one was leaving the room, 

when Uncle Henry turned to say good-night to little 

Mary, and. he was shocked to see her head hanging over 

the back of the chair. ‘She has fainted,” he shouted out, 

and running to her, he caught hold of her arm to move 

her, crying out, “ Mary, old ae look up! What is the 

matter. with you ?” 

But Mary did not speak a word or open her eyes to 

look at Uncle Henry. She just rolled over ina heap on 

the floor and the wheels inside her went click! clack ! 

click! clack! whirr! for she had sat up too late and 

had run down, as the little dwarf had told them she 

would do. 

Pater picked her up, and he and Mother carried her to 

bed. They tried to wind her up, but they could not do 

so. Her spring seemed to be broken, and the key went 

round and round without turning anything inside. They 
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went down to dinner, and all the guests inquired anxiously 
about little Mary. 

“She is a bit run down,” said Pater ; ‘she will soon be 

all right I think.” 

“Yes,” said Mother, “that’s it; run down.” 

_ “It’s the weather,” said an old lady who sat near Pater. 

“T feel it myself ;” and she told Pater all about her own 

ailments, and the kind of medicine she liked best, and the 

sort.of pills she took, and where she bought them, until 

Pater began to wish she was a clockwork old lady and 

would run down too. 

As soon as the last of the guests were gone—Uncle 

Henry had come to stay the night—Mother and Pater and 

Uncle Henry went upstairs to see how little Mary was. 

Much to Mother’s and Pater’s surprise she was sleeping 

peacefully, her colour had come back again, and she was 

breathing regularly and softly. They each kissed her 

gently so as not to wake her, and stepped lightly out of 

her room. 

“ Holloa,” cried Uncle Henry to Pater as he picked a 
letter off the mat in front of the door, “you are leaving 

your letters all over the place.” 

The letter was sealed, and Pater broke the seal andread . 

it hurriedly. Then he handed it to Mother, and taking 

Uncle Henry downstairs, gave him one of his best cigars, 

and told him funny stories over which they laughed so 

much that at last Mother knocked overhead with a shovel 

to notify that it was really bed time. 

Now what made Pater so jolly was the letter, which 

was from the little dwarf, and it ran like this : 
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“DEAR SIR, 

If you can’t take more care of a Clockwork Child, 

you don’t deserve to have one. I have brought your own 

little Mary back. I left her for a day at Slapland. I sh’an’t 

let you have another Clockwork Child until you pay for the 

mending of the one you have broken, which will be 3s.” 

The next morning when Mary came down there was 

no doubt that she was not a little Clockwork Child. She 

flew at Uncle Henry and hugged him as of old; she 

would not eat her porridge until Uncle Henry started a 

porridge race with her ; she left the door open when she 

went upstairs, and said “ Bother!” when told to come 

and shut it. Uncle Henry took her off to school, and 

Mother and Pater watched them from the window and 

saw him holding the satchel while he started a race 

between Charlie and-Mary. 

“J wish Harry would be more careful,’ said Mother 

anxiously. “The child will get terribly over-heated 

running like that.” 

“ Nonsense,” said Pater; “it will do the child no harm. 

She is not a Clockwork Child.” 

“No, indeed,” said Mother indignantly. “The next 

Clockwork Child I shall order myself. A nice mess you 

made of it.” 

“We will never have another Clockwork Child at all,” 

said Pater firmly. “They are not worth the having.” 

“Well,” replied Mother, “I do not think they are; but 

I do wish Mary would behave a little better.” 

Now whether it was because Mother kept on wishing 

it, or because little Mary had spent a day in Slapland, or 

because Mother and Pater, as time went on, began to 
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expect little Mary to be less perfect, and little Mary began 
to try hard to be more perfect, or whether it:was for some 
other reason altogether I do not know; only this I can 
tell you, that as little Mary grew bigger, she grew better 
and wiser and happier, and Mother and Pater never 
thought any more about buying a Clockwork Child. 

  

“T don’t approve of that story,” said Cousin Susan. 

“T think it’s jolly,’ said Molly, for she had chosen it 
and felt bound to like it. . 

“You ought not to make out that a naughty child can 
be nicer than a good one,” continued Cousin Susan. 
“Who did ?” replied Krab. “It was only clockwork 

goodness.. You forget that.” 

“You can’t be good by clockwork, that is nonsense,” 

said Cousin Susan. 

“Of course it is,” said Krab smiling; “nonsense, utter 
nonsense. But there are tons of clockwork goodness in 
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the market just now, and precious little of the real article.” 

He shook his head gravely as he spoke. 

“Well, never mind all that,’ said Olga. “Let Cousin 

Susan have my turn and choose her own story and I will 

choose last.” 

“Thank you, dear,” said Cousin Susan; “and I will 

have a proper story with a proper moral at the end.” 

“A be-good-and-you-will-be-happy sort of story,” 

suggested Krab. 

Cousin Susan nodded approval, and Krab began without 

further preface the story of Bobby’s Paint-box. 
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BOBBY’S PAINT-BOX 

When first I took to sketching, 

I thought it rather fetching, 

To illuminate a sky with pure cobalt ; 

_ And I own I used to think 

There was poetry in pink, 

For I loved those gentle madders to a fault. 

Neither Hooker’s green nor sap 

For the trees were worth a rap, 

And I must admit by foliage I was floored ; 

While the lordly use of chrome, 

When I took my picture home, 

Made me wonder was there biliousness abroad. 

Bright streaks of gay vermilion 

Make a sunset for the million, 

They believe the sun is orange, but it ain’t ; 

For old Turner, clever fellow, 

Knew it set in lemon yellow, 

And the sun was made of paper, not of paint. 

I have noticed, have not you? 

That a sea of Prussian blue 

Is not half so-near to nature as one thought; 

While the use of Vandyke brown, 

On the tree trunks out of town, 

Proves the colours will not paint the things they ought. 
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See Macgregor with a chalk 

Make a goblin that can walk, 

You might think it was as easy as can be; 

Though the way he models facts 

Out of little bits of wax, 

Is a miracle and mystery to me. 

So I'll leave it to Macgregor, 

Who’s an artful sort of beggar, 

And his skilfulness I’ll celebrate in song ; 

For it’s more within my powers, 

To sit watching him for hours, 

While I smoke a pipe and tell him where he’s wrong. 

PatTeEr’s Book of Rhymes. 

NCE upon a time there was a little boy 

named Bobby, who had no end of nice 

toys, including the biggest furniture van 

you ever saw—bigger than a big Noah’s 

Ark—with his name painted outside, and a horse to draw 

it that came in and out of the shafts. Bobby had a fine 

time of it, I can tell you. Besides the furniture van, he 

had a tin hansom cab, a carriage and pair made of the 

same material, a stuffed donkey, a wooden Dobbin, and 

a railway lurry; and though he was only seven years 

old, he had already arranged with the cabman at the 

- corner of the road to go into partnership with him when 

he grew up into a big man, which really could not be 

long now at the rate he was growing. Meanwhile he 

met the cabman every day to discuss business with him, 

and they talked about each other’s horses and cabs in a 

knowing way, as men of the same trade usually do when 

they meet each other. 

When he was eight years old he had a lot of presents. 
aes 
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There were so many that I cannot remember them all, 

but I know that Uncle Arnold gave him a paint box. 

It was a real old-fashioned paint box; not one of your 

tin smudge boxes that are sold nowadays for a shilling, 

with twopence off if you haggle for it, but a good old 

solid mahogany box, with a lock and key, and a drawer 

underneath, and eighteen big fat cakes of different 

colours, with a lion stamped on one side and a coat of 

arms on the other. You do not meet with a box like 

that in these times, and indeed it had belonged to Uncle 

Arnold when he was a little boy, and he had had it fitted 

up with all the same kind of paints and materials that had 

been in it when it was first given to him. There were 

six camel’s-hair brushes in quills, with black sticks to fit 

into them, and three red sable brushes as well; a little 

cut-glass tub for the water ; a plump round black stick 

of Indian ink, decorated with golden Chinese letters, 

lying in a compartment made for himself; and two 

shells, one of gold, and the other of silver, lying under- 

neath the tray that held the colours. Then there was a 

palette, with three compartments to it, so that the colours 

should not get mixed together when you rubbed them, 

and each colour had a little place to rest in by itself, 

with a name under it. All the good old colours were 

there—scarlet red, vermilion, Prussian blue, carmine, 

emerald green, crimson lake, two or three chrome 

yellows, all looking brighter than each other, and a cake 

of green bice, which was enough to make you bilious to 

look at it. Uncle Arnold spent the afternoon with 

Bobby, showing him how to mix up the paints, and 

paint some old Graphic pictures, and such fine fun they 
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had, that Bobby determined to go out of the carting 

trade, and become an artist. He told the cabman this 

the next morning on his way to school; but he only 

shook his head gloomily and said it was very cold sitting 

on the pavement, and he did not think it would come to 

any good. Little Bobby, however, thought there was a 

lot in it, so he stabled all his horses and carts in a 

corner of the nursery, and turned his serious attention 

to the painting business. 

Perhaps the noblest paint of all was a flesh tint. 

You do not meet them about nowadays, and you are left 

to mix up vermilion and white, or yellow ochre and 

carmine, and do the best you can with those, which is a 

very slipshod arrangement altogether; because if you 

get too much red into it the faces look all on fire, and if 

you get too much yellow you think they have got the 

jaundice, and if there is too much white they look pale 

and frightened, as if they were afraid of something. 

But with a flesh tint there can be no mistakes of that 

kind, and everybody's face is just the right colour, and 

the same colour, too, which is all very natural and 

proper. 

Uncle Arnold had taken a lot of trouble to get that 

flesh tint, and it lived in the drawer underneath the box 

by itself, for there was no place for it in the tray. Uncle 

Arnold had found it in an old-fashioned shop down a 

by-street, kept by a little old woman who: had. stencil 

figures, and toy theatre slides, and penny sheets to make 

into toy villages, and a lot of quaint forgotten toys that 

Uncle Arnold used to amuse himself with years ago. 

“It’s the last flesh tint I have got, sir,” said the old lady 
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with a sigh, “and it’s a twopenny one. There used to be 

a great run on them when those theatre plays were all the 

go, but no one wants them in these times.” 

“Tye heard it said,” replied Uncle Arnold, gravely, 

tH 
| 

  

“that a good flesh tint will bring the people painted with 

it to life.” 

“Lor’, sir! you don’t say so,” said the old woman, 

looking anxiously at the paint through her spectacles. 

“No,” replied Uncle Arnold, “I don’t say so. I only 

say I’ve heard say so ;” and he put the paint into his pocket 

and took it home to Bobby. 

There happened to be a wet afternoon about a week 

after the paint-box arrived, and Uncle Arnold and Bobby 
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had a grand day’s painting together. They chose a picture 
of a royal wedding out of an old number of the Graphic. 
Bobby chose the colours and mixed them and laid them 
on, except where it was too difficult for him, and there 

Uncle Arnold came in. It was a real grand wedding. A 
royal Bride with six Bridesmaids and a Page, a royal Bride- 

groom in full uniform, with a best man in a grand uniform 
too. Several Beefeaters with spears in their hands standing 

by to keep order ; an Archbishop and two Bishops in full 
robes standing at the altar; and lots of Emperors, Princes, 

and Princesses, Lords and Ladies, crowding the church. I 
remember that the Earl of Beaconsfield stood in the front 
of the picture with his back to the bride, in a gorgeous 
uniform, with a cocked hat under his arm, smiling out 

into space, and there were other famous people there 
whose names I have quite forgotten. 

Uncle Arnold and Bobby sat on the floor and looked 
at the picture with pleasure, for there was plenty to go at. 

“Let us begin with the Bride,” suggested Uncle Arnold. 
“All right!” cried Bobby, gazing at her long flowing 

train with great satisfaction. ‘“Ican do her dress. Shall 
it be scarlet red, or vermilion ?” 

“Tt ought to be white,” said Uncle Arnold, smiling. 
“Oh, I’m to choose the colours, Gece, you promised,” 

replied Bobby. 

“Very well, then. Which is it to be?” said his uncle. 
Bobby decided on vermilion, and very fine the Bride 

looked with her long vermilion train carried by two 
Prussian blue Pages, and surrounded by six emerald green 
Bridesmaids with rose pink sashes. 

The Bridegroom had a scarlet coat and burnt umber 
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trousers. “It would not do,” as Bobby remarked when 

he picked out the burnt umber, “to have them all too 

smart.” However, Uncle Arnold pleaded to be allowed 

to put a stripe of gold from the shell down the side of his 

trousers and a silver star on his breast, and as Bobby did 

not object, this was done, much to the benefit of the 

Bridegroom’s personal appearance. 

The Bishops, with their big sleeves and long robes, 

came out very well when these were painted with green 

bice. The Archbishop was to have worn a robe of orange 

chrome; but unfortunately Bobby, in painting the Bishops, 

ran into the Archbishop, and so he had to be green bice 

too; “and this,” as Bobby said cheerfully, “was much 

better, for now you know exactly what they are meant 

for.” 

The Earl of Beaconsfield was next dealt with, as he 

stood right in the front, and Bobby felt that he deserved 

a great deal of care and attention. Chrome yellow trousers 

he was clearly worthy of, and as the indigo had not been 

used yet, it was chosen for his coat. It was a bit gloomy, 

perhaps, but Uncle Arnold livened it up with a carmine 

sash across his shoulder and some silver trimming to the 

_ cuffs and coat-tails, not forgetting four gold stars on his 

breast. Indeed, when he was finished Bobby thought he 

looked too grand altogether, and felt rather sorry for the 

Bride; for if she had looked round and seen the Earl of 

Beaconsfield she would have hardly been satisfied with 

her Bridegroom in the burnt umber trousers. The Beef- 

eaters and the crowd were next attended to, and all the 

paints that had not been used were given a fair turn, so 

that a sap green Beefeater stood near a lemon yellow 
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Duke, and the sons and daughters of Emperors were 

clothed in purple lake-and rose madder. Never was there 

a wedding party of such splendour and glory as that, and 

it was all Bobby’s own choice. 

Uncle Arnold did the faces, arms, and hands, last of all, 

with the new flesh tint; and this made them look “ quite 

real,” Bobby said. Then they pinned the picture up 

against the nursery door and sat on.the floor to admire it. 

“Tt’s just grand,” said Bobby, amazed at the result of 

his own efforts. “Grand! And we have used all the 

paints, too,” and he looked round admiringly at the row 

of damp cakes drying on the lid, edge upwards. 

“No, we never used this,’ said Uncle Arnold, picking up 

the stick of Indian ink in his fingers. 

“Bother!” cried Bobby; “give it me and I'll mix 

it up now.” 

Bobby mixed it up on one side of the palette and said 

in a disappointed tone, “It’s only another old black after 

all.” 

“We might have used it for some of the boots if we 

had thought of it,” said Uncle Arnold. 

The boots had however all been painted by this time, 

one pair with ivory black and the next with Vandyke 

brown, right across the picture—a very happy idea of 

Bobby’s which gave a little variety and cheerfulness even 

to such a dull subject as boots. 

“We will use him another day,” said Bobby, and he put 

him back in his little compartment. 

The bell rang for tea and away scampered Bobby, leaving 

the paints on the floor, and the picture pinned to the 

door. Uncle Arnold followed more slowly, and as he cast 
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a last look at the picture he burst into a wild fit of 

laughter ; though what there is to laugh at about a Royal 

Wedding with Beefeaters, and Dukes, and the Earl of 

Beaconsfield there, I really cannot say. 

After tea, Uncle Arnold suggested that Bobby should go 

up and put his paints away, but Bobby said he would do it 

at bed time, as he had to play a game of German billiards 

just then against himself, which could not be put off for a 

minute, of course. At bed time they were forgotten, and 

there they were when Mother and Pater came to bed 

at eleven o’clock, drying themselves on the lid of the box 

as before. 

Pater laughed even more heartily at the Royal Wedding 

than Uncle Arnold had done, but Mother said she thought 

it was very nice indeed, and was rather cross with Pater 

for laughing at it. “But,” she added, “I wish Bobby 

would be more tidy. I must send him up to put his paints 

away the first thing before breakfast.” 

Moiher and Pater closed the door gently and went off 

to bed, and all was silent throughout the house except for 

the regular ticking of the clocks, who seem to be able 

to manage without any rest at all. 

They had not been gone half an hour, when suddenly 

the nursery gas was turned up to its full height, lighting 

the room brilliantly, and there, on the bar of the gas- 

bracket, sat a little imp, with pointed ears, and a grin 

between them that spread right across his face. It was a 

Brownie, and it was his job just now to tidy up this 

particular nursery. It was avery hard place, and no good 

Brownies undertake nursery tidying, nor indeed are they 

ever set to do it, unless they have been very naughty ; for 
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a month of it would kill a really sturdy Brownie, it is such 
a terribly hard task. This particular Brownie had been 
extremely naughty, and had been sentenced to three days 
nursery tidying, which is a very severe punishment, I can 
tell you. This was his last day and he was off home in 
.the morning. 

He sat and looked wearily at the paint box. “ It will take 
me two hours to get that straight,” he grumbled. “ All these 
paints have places of their own, and I don’t know one 
from the other. It would be fine fun to make them tidy 
themselves.” 

He thought for a moment with his head on one side, 
and then he leaped lightly on to the table, thence to the 
floor, and ran round the box three times chanting some 
strange words in an unknown tongue. 

As soon as he finished, a most wonderful thing 
happened. All the paints jumped to their feet and began 
chattering away as hard as they could; and the strangest 
thing of all was that each cake had a pair of little feet, a 
pair of little arms, and a tiny face of its own. The brushes 
rose slowly and strolled arm in arm proudly round the 
room. The Indian Ink sprang to his feet, and danced 
madly about round the nursery rug, as though he were very 
angry ; while the gold and silver shells shook hands ina 
kindly way, for they used to know each other long ago 
when they lived together ona seaweed shore by the mouth 
of a big river, and they had not met to speak to each 
other since. As for the little cut-glass water-tub, he 
strolled leisurely to the fire and warmed himself, for he 
said he felt very cold. 

“Now you paints and brushes,” shouted the Brownie, 
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‘“ ae your places all of you, and ox to sleep at 

once.’ 

“Never!” shouted the Indian Ink in a frenzy of rage ; 

“never till I have had my revenge. Revenge! revenge!” 

and he screamed it at the top of his voice until you would 

have thought he would wake the house up. 

“Revenge ! revenge !” shouted all the paints together. 

“What is the matter?” asked the Brownie, who 

felt very sorry he had not put away the paints him- 

self. 

“Matter enough,” said the Indian Ink; “here am I, the 

King of the box, with a uniform of gold letters all over 

me, and they have not put a single dab of me into that 

picture ; not a dab.” 

“You ought to have been ceed for the boots, certainly,” 

said the Brownie, soothingly. 

“Of course I ought,” said the Indian Ink ; “and I ought 

to have been used for the Earl of Beaconsfield’s hair 

too.” And he shot off and shook his fist furiously in the 

face of the smiling Earl. The Earl’s hair had been 

painted brown ochre, which gave him a young and 

jaunty appearance, but he said nothing to the angry little 

paint who went on abusing him violently, Indeed, I do 

not see how a statesman could be expected to argue a 

point of that kind with a lump of Indian Ink who was too 

angry even to be civil. 

“It was the Brown Ochre’s fault!” shouted his big 

brother, the Yellow Ochre, who was really jealous of 

him, having himself only been used for the floor, where 

he did not show to much advantage, as the boots had run 

into him in several places. 
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“Tt was not at all,” said the Chrome Yellow. “He 

could not help it.” 

“You shut up. Who asked you?” said the Brown 

Ochre rudely. 

“Shut it yourself!” shouted the Yellow Ochre ; and 

before any one could prevent it, they had-gone for each 

other and were punching chips off one another in a dis- 

graceful way. 

The rest of the paints stood round to see the fight, 

crying out : “Go it, Chrome!” “Give it him, Ochre !” 

“Punch him!” “Whack him!” as loudly as ever they 

could. What would have been the end of the two 

quarrelsome colours I do not know, but before the fight 

had gone on many moments, the glass water-tub came 

pushing through the crowd and emptied itself over the 

two fighters. This cooled all the fight out of them and 

they ran off to shake themselves dry by the fire. Half 

the crowd got spattered with water, too, and grumbled 

and growled at the water-glass for interfering, but he was 

too big to mind what they said, and rolled away to a 

corner of the nursery where he curled up and went to 

sleep. 
“ Now do tell me where you all go, and get to bed,” 

said the Brownie; but not one of the paints would listen 

to him at all. A big camel’s-hair brush was strolling 

round the room arm-in-arm with a charming young sable 

brushlet with a graceful silver-tin neck. They walked up 

to the picture. 

“Tt is very lovely,” sighed the sable brush. 

“ Those foolish paints seem to think it is all their work, 

whereas without us they would never be seen at alle 
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put all that yellow ochre on the floor by myself,” con- 
tinued the camel’s-hair brush. “ How beautiful it is.” 

The sable brush was not attending to him ‘at all, 

  
“Without the gold and silver, the picture would not be 

worth looking at,” she said, “and that was my work. 

That is really the best part.” 

The camel’s-hair brush was going to explain to her 
that she was all wrong; but he was very much in love 
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with her, so all he said was, “Certainly, my love, you are 

very clever, and as beautiful as you are clever.” But he 

determined in his own mind to put the thing right after 

they were married. When he said this the sable blushed 

crimson, but they were not real blushes; she had been 

used for carmine and Bobby had forgotten to wash her 

afterwards. The camel’s-hair brush, however, did not 

know this, and drew her nearer to him and kissed her 

gently. They were both very happy. 

When they returned to their companions they found 

that the Chinese White was standing on top of the paint 

box just beginning to sing a song, and the paints and 

brushes had gathered in a ring round the box to hear 

him. The Brownie was among them, for he had given 

up trying to persuade the paints to go to bed, and thought 

he might as well enjoy himself as there was nothing else 

to be done. The Indian Ink sat in front on the edge of 

the palette, and calling for order in a loud voice 

announced: “The Chinese White, by royal request, will 

sing the ballad of the Gay Gamboge.” 

Then the Chinese White, who had a fine tenor voice, 

threw his head back and poured forth his song, all the 

paints and brushes, together with the Brownie, repeating 

the last line as a chorus. 

THE BALLAD OF THE GAY GAMBOGE. 

Oh the Gay Gamboge was a lively sort, 

He had been to college and lived at Court, 

And his heart was proud, but he lived to sue 

For the hand of the tender Antwerp Blue, 

And the world sang Well-a-day ! 
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So they were married, and soon their joy 

Was a bouncing, bonny, bright, baby boy, 

A golden green little cake of a chap, 

And Godfather Indigo named him Sap, 

But the world sang Well-a-day ! 

Then Sap had a sister, and she was fair, 

With her emerald eyes and bronze gold hair ; 

For she might have been born an Eastern Queen, 

And they called Sap’s sister the Olive Green, 

While the world sang Well-a-day ! 

Still the Gay Gamboge to the stars made moan, 

And the Antwerp Blue in her sleep would groan; 

For though he was yellow and she was blue, 

Their children dear were a different hue, 

So they both sang Well-a-day ! 

And mothers and fathers will often sigh, 

That the world is crooked and all-awry; 

For while they are as good as good can be, 

Yet their kids are not—it’s a mystery, 

And the world sings Well-a-day. 

After the song was over, the Indian Ink called on the 

Flesh Tint, who was known to have seen a great deal of the 

world, to tell them some of his adventures, and he related 

many strange tales. One of his stories was of a brother 

of his who painted a lot of robbers called “The Miller 

and his Men,” and they all came to life and acted a play 

in areal cardboard theatre, with tin footlights, and red 

fire at the end of the piece. That was a story, and all 

the paints envied the Flesh Tint, and wished they could 

see such things. 

A bright idea occurred to the Brownie. “Would you 
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like to see a real live wedding to-night?” she said to the 

paints, as the Flesh Tint ended his story. “A wedding 

is better than “The Miller and his Men.” I will make 

the picture come to life if you promise to go to 

bed afterwards, each in his proper place without any 

trouble.” 

“Promise !” cried all the paints at once. “ Promise ! 

A real wedding! Hurrah !” 

“Revenge,” shouted the Indian Ink; “I won't have it. 

I’m the King and I won't have it.” 

“ Bother revenge,” called out the Flesh Tint, who was 

a big two-penny cake and not a bit afraid of the Indian 

Ink. “Let us have the wedding and go to bed afterwards. 

That is fair.” 

“The wedding!” shouted the paints, “three cheers 

. for the wedding !” 

So the Indian Ink, seeing how things were going, 

thought he had better make the best of it, and called out 

in a loud tone to the Brownie : “We command that you 

show our people the wedding!” Even kings cannot 

have all their own way. 

“ Stand upon the box then, and keep out of the way,” 

said the Brownie. 

All the paints and brushes, the water. glass, and the two 

shells, got on the box and stood in a crowd waiting to see 

what the Brownie would do. He was as good as his 

word. He turned down the gas for a moment, and you 

could hear him mumbling some magic words in front 

of the picture. Then you heard the rustling of hundreds 

of silk dresses, and the solemn tones of the Archbishop, 

and, lo and behold, when the light went up again, there 
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was the picture just as they had painted it, and the Arch- 

bishop was lifting up his green-robed arms to bless the 

happy pair at the end of the service. 

The Bride took the Bridegroom’s arm, the Prussian 

blue Pages lifted up the vermilion train; they marched 

down between the sap green Beefeaters and the crowds 

of Lords and Ladies on each side, ; 

“There is no music,” shouted the Flesh Tint. “There 

should be music.” 

“Music!” shouted all the paints in one voice. 

The Brownie was at his wit’s end for a moment, but 

he spied Bobby’s little musical-box, which he touched 

lightly twice, and it started to turn itself round and to play 

its only tune in its best style. Luckily the tune was “ Wait 

till the Clouds roll by,” which the Flesh Tint said was very 

suitable for a wedding, and all the paints were satisfied 

with that. 

When the Bride and Bridegroom got to the end of the 

yellow ochre floor, the Earl of Beaconsfield hurried up, 

and shook hands with them, and congratulated them 

heartily ; the Bride blushed as scarlet as her dress and 

looked more beautiful than ever. : 

“Poor dear !” sighed the sable brush. “I do hope she 

won't break down.” 

“Not a bit of it,” said the camel’s-hair brush. ‘ Where 

-is the carriage, though ? They ought to go off in a 

-carriage with white horses.” 

The Brownie had not forgotten this, and as they were 

speaking, Bobby’s tin carriage and pair came rattling up 

at a grand pace, and drew up in front of. the Bride and 

Bridegroom. The two white horses pawed the nursery 
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oil-cloth, and the little groom stood in front of them with 

his arms folded. It was a pity Bobby had knocked his 

head off, because it spoilt the effect of the thing 

rather. 

The Bridegroom now handed the Bride into the 

carriage ; then he jumped in and caught hold of the pink 

wool reins, which Mother had luckily put on only the 

day before, the headless groom jumped up behind, and 

away they dashed amidst the cheers of the crowd, led by 

the Earl of Beaconsfield, who stood on tip-toe and waved 

his cocked hat. All the paints and brushes joined in the 

cheers, and the camel’s-hair brush made more noise than 

any of them. The carriage drove twice round the 

nursery, and then out of the door, but where it went to 

after that I cannot say. 

And now came an awkward pause. There stood all 

the crowd of Princes and Princesses, Lords and ‘Ladies, 

Bishops and Archbishops, and Emperors and Statesmen, 

but there were no more carriages to go home in. 

The Brownie went up to the Earl of Beaconsfield, and 

whispered something in his ear, but the Earl shook his 

head, and evidently would not have it. He then spoke 

to the Archbishop, who looked very indignant indeed. 

“Well,” said the Brownie, “there is nothing else for 

it,” and he walked off to the corner of the Nursery, and 

seizing the head of the grey horse that drew the furniture- 

van, tugged horse and van into the middle of the room. 

“There are no more carriages,” he said. “You must go 

in the van, or stay where you are.” 

In vain the Princes stormed and the Ladies wept, and 

the Bishops preached, and the Earl of Beaconsfield 
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threatened the Brownie with proceedings for High 

Treason before the Magistrates ; there was the furniture- 

van and nothing else, and they must either go in it or 

stay where they were. How the paints roared with 

laughter to see them so angry—all except the Indian 

      N=
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Ink, who thought royalty ought to be treated with more 

respect. 

The Emperor of Russia was the first to see that they 

must make the best of it, and he led the way, jumping 

into the van before the others, saying, as he did so: 

“The first thing is to get home, and then we can have 

some one hanged, drawn, and quartered afterwards.” 

When an Emperor does a wise thing it makes it easier 

for. others to do wise things, and in a few minutes they 
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were all packed in, and the Beefeaters having closed the 
doors, sat on top of the van, which trundled away after 
the carriage and pair. 

When I say that every one got in, I say what is not 
correct. The Earl of Beaconsfield absolutely refused to 
go in a furniture-van—nothing would persuade him to do 
so—and he was left alone on the nursery floor, arguing 
with the Brownie as to how he was to get to the House 
of Lords, where he was due to make an important 
speech. 

“There’s a hansom cab in the corner, but no driver,” 
said the Brownie. “ Will you drive yourself ?” 

“Never,” said the Earl firmly. 
“Will you paints go to bed quietly, after I’m gone,” 

asked the Brownie, “ if I drive him home ?” 
“Rather!” cried the paints, for they had had such a 

capital treat that they felt they ought to be good. 
So Bobby’s hansom cab was got oui, and the Brownie 

jumped into the driver’s seat. 
The Earl was quite pleased with this and leaped lightly 

into the cab, calling out as he got in, “House of Lords, 
driver |” 

The paints gave three cheers, the brushes waved adieu, 
and, as the Earl bowed in return, he caught sight of the 
Indian Ink, who was shaking his fist at him as the cab 
passed the paint-box. | é 

“Ta-ta, little man,” said the Earl; “keep your temper, 
and when I am out of blacking I’ll ask you to come and 
stay with me.” 

It was a cruel jest, and the royal blood of the Indian 
Ink boiled with rage. He jumped from the paint-box, 
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made one wild rush at the cab, and what would have 

happened to the Earl I do not know; but the Indian Ink 

slipped on the step, fell under the wheel, and was broken 

in three pieces, while the cab galloped off without waiting 

to see what damage was done. 
It was a sad ending toa happy day. The other paints 

gathered up the remains of their King and placed him in 

the royal compartment, where he groaned himself to 

sleep. Then each got into his own proper position, the 

brushes laid themselves down at full length, the Flesh 
Tint went into the drawer underneath, and all was at 

peace again. 

In the morning Nurse found the furniture-van in the 
hall stuffed full of little pieces of painted paper, and the 

carriage and pair with the paper Bride and Bridegroom 

close to it; but the hansom cab, with the Earl of Beacons- 

field neatly cut out and perched on the seat, had got as 

far on his way to the House of Lords as the scullery, for 

there he was found in the morning. 

“These are some of Bobby’s games, I suppose,” said 

Nurse as she collected the things, and she was rather 

cross about it. 

When Bobby came down to breakfast his-Mother sent 

him straight upstairs to put his paint-box tidy, and told 

him that if she found the nursery. so untidy again he 

should have only dry bread for breakfast. 

When Bobby returned in two seconds and said it had 
gone and tidied itself, Mother said: “Nonsense! paint 
boxes can’t tidy themselves.” 

“But it’s gone and done it,” said Bobby, who generally 

stuck to a statement when he had once made it; “and 
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the Indian Ink has been and got itself broken into three 

pieces.” - 

“Tf,” said Pater, looking up from his newspaper, “you 

said, ‘The Indian Ink is broken,’ that would be English, and 

sense too. An Indian Ink cannot go and get itself broken.” 

Bobby said nothing to this. He was not convinced, 

but when he disagreed with his Pater he did it silently, so 

he ate his porridge and thought the more. If he had 

known all that you know about the real facts of the case, 

he could have told Nurse and Mother and Pater some- 

thing to astonish them. But luckily Bobby knew nothing 
whatever about it; which was quite as it should be, for 

otherwise he might have thought that Mother and Pater - 

and Nurse were wrong, and that he was right. That 

would have been a sad thing to happen ; and, indeed, if 

you think that is the moral of this story, you are very far 

from the mark. No good Mother would let her little 

children read a story with a moral of that sort to it, 

whereas all good Mothers will read this story to their 

children, and explain to them the real moral of the story, 

which is not only true, but also good and beautiful. And 

this moral has been set down in Pater’s “Book of Rhymes” 

in this way : 

Those who want to breakfast with butter to their bread, 

Should always put their toys away before they go to bed. 
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Tea was now, announced, and after tea they settled 

down for more stories, and Krab said; turning to Olga: 

“You have been very patient all this time, my dear, and 

it is getting near bed time, but you must have your choice 

before then.” 

“Well, then,” replied Olga, “I want a real old-fashioned 

fairy story, with kings and princes and a beautiful maiden 

and a dragon in it.” 

“Tt ought to be a love story,” said Kate. 

“They always are,” continued Olga. “And theré ought 

to be two brothers, a good one y 

“And a bad one,”. said Tomakin, beaming at the idea, 

which he believed was original. 

“And a princess, of course,” said Kate. 

“Yes,” continued Olga, not heeding the interruptions ; 

“and the bad one must have it all his own way until the 

end, and then——’” 

“He must be scrunched,” said Molly fiercely. 

“It’s evident to me,’ said Krab gravely, “that you 

know the story I was thinking of telling you. It is called, 

‘The Harp, the Cloak, and the Caldron.’”’ 

Now, curiously enough, not even Olga had heard of 

this story; and Krab having assured them that it contained 

all that was wanted, chestnuts were handed out to every- 

body, six new ones started on the top bar of the grate, 

and Krab began as follows. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE HARP, THE CLOAK, AND THE CALDRON 

A baby we must all agree, But soon in sailor suit you’re 

Is never rude or wild; dressed, 

Dear mother nurses you, and Dear mother’s only joy ; 

she — No need to feel a wee distressed, 

Looks down upon her pet to You'll learn to love that nickname 

see, best, 

A gentle child. “Her gentle boy.” 

For when you move among mankind, 

To scheme and strive and plan, 

: Then mother’s way the best you'll find, 

She taught you to be good and kind, 

A gentle man. 
PaTER’s Book of Rhymes. 

I 

- Why Kan and Kahnt set out on their journey to the Court of King Howel 

the Good, and how Kahnt became the owner of a Harp and a Cloak. 

NCE upon a time, many centuries ago, there 

was a man named Handy Kraft who lived 

at Liverpool, and gained a great fortune by 

catching porpoises and cutting up their 

skins and making them into boot laces. Now, at that 
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time, every one in Liverpool was a gentleman, except 

Handy Kraft, and the Liverpool gentlemen would have 

nothing to do with Handy Kraft because he was a 

manufacturer of boot laces. Now Handy Kraft did not 

much mind this for himself, because he was very happy 

catching porpoisés and making laces, and Liverpool was 

an excellent place for him to live in; for in those days 

boots had just been invented, and boots and boot-laces 

were very. fashionable. So, of course, every gentleman 

in Liverpool wore them, and it was well recognised 

that Handy Kraft’s boot laces were the best and went 

furthest. 

Handy Kraft had two sons ; the elder was named Kan 

and the younger Kahnt, and Handy Kraft was deter- 

- mined that when they grew up they should be gentlemen, 

and spend all his money and not make boot-laces any 

more. Kan was a sharp, clever boy and could do any- 

thing that you asked him to do, and was very good- 

natured and unselfish. He went out every day in a 

coracle to the mouth of the River Mersey, and caught 

porpoises with a boot-lace and a crooked pin; these he 

brought home to his father, and helped him to cut up 

their skins into laces. Kahnt, on the other hand, was a 

lazy fellow and very selfish. He could do nothing for 

himself, and if it had not been. for Kan I do not know 

what would have become of him. But Kan was very 

kind to him and helped him through his tasks, and made 

his share of boot-laces as well as his own, for which the 

ungrateful Kahnt was not even gracious enough to say 

thank you. ; 

Now in these days, Hywel Dda—or, as he was called 
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in England, Howel the Good—was King of Wales. And 

then, as now, Wales was the home of all that was true 

and good and beautiful; and it was well-known to all 

who lived in England, that if you wanted to be a real 

gentleman, you must go and see how it was done in the 

Court of Howel the Good, and study the King’s laws and 

learn the wisdom of Catwg, the philosopher. Now one 

of the laws of Howel the Good was, that the three 

necessary things for a gentleman were a Harp, a Cloak 

and a Caldron, for with a Harp you could sing songs to 

your lady love, with a Cloak you could cover a friend 

who was cold, and with a Caldron you could cook food 

for the hungry. f 

No wonder that the fame of the laws of King Howel 

had travelled far in England, even to such remote places 

as Liverpool; but the wisdom of Catwg the philosopher 

—he was only spelt that way to worry people; they 

pronounced him Katoog—was not yet known there. He 

did not agree with the King, but held that he is a gentle- 

man whose heart is filled with courage, truth, and love. 

And though Catwg often told the King he was wrong, 

yet was the King so wise and indulgent that he did not 

cut off his head, but gave him honour and let him live at 

the Court. 

Knowing something of all this, Handy Kraft waited 

until his two sons were past twenty-one, and then he 

gave them each a large bag of money and took them 

across the Mersey and the Wirral peninsula, and started 

them upon their journey into Wales across the sands of 

Dee. And as his sons knelt on the shore to receive 

his blessing, the old man lifted up his eyes, which were. 
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full of tears, and said: “Go forth, oh my sons, and 

prosper, and find for yourselves a Harp, and a Cloak, 

and a Caldron; that when you come to the Court of 

Hywel Dda he will greet you as gentlemen, and give 
you each a princess in marriage, with whom you may 
return to Liverpool and live in splendour and glory.” 
Then his sons rose, and kissed their father, and 

started across the sands of Dee towards the Castle of 
Flint. 

But before they had gone a hundred yards, Kan heard 

his father calling, and he looked round, and his father 

shouted out to him: “Take care of Kahnt, for he is very 
foolish and very selfish, and if you do not take care of 

him, evil things may happen to him.” 

And Kan waved his hand and shouted, cheerily : “ All 

right, father, I will look after him.” 

And they had not gone another fifty yards, when their 

father shouted again, this time to Kahnt, saying : “ Mind 
you do what Kan tells you, and follow his advice, and all 

will be well.” 
But Kahnt only grunted, “Bother!” and trudged 

onwards across the sands. 

So the old man went back to Liverpool and made boot- 

laces, and wondered whether he should ever see his sons 
again. But when he told the gentlemen of Liverpool 
where he had sent his sons, they laughed at him, and said 

they had gone on a boot-lace errand. At which Handy 
Kraft groaned, as well he might. 

Kan and Kahnt crossed the Dee in safety, and arrived 
on the coast of Wales, and passed along the sea-shore 
until they came to the Vale of Clwyd. Here they had to 
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cross the river, and they made for the Castle of Rhuddlan 
where they had heard there was a ford. Now in this 
castle lived a giant with three heads, only one eye, and 
not a single vowel in his name, unless W is a vowel now- 
a-days. If it is a vowel it has grown into one since I was 
a little boy, or else the man who made my alphabet book 
was a duffer. The giant’s name looked even more 
horrible than he did, for it was spelt Llddtrmghndchfw. 
How it was pronounced nobody knew ; and if the giant’s 
mother had not carefully marked it in indelible ink on 
the tail of his shirts, I believe he would have forgotten 
it himself, for every one called him the Ogre of 
Rhuddlan. Nevertheless, there is no doubt about his 
name, for over the portcullis of the castle was: painted 
on a board, “Llddtrmghndchfw, wholesale and retail 
Ogre. Licensed to eat naughty children on and off the 
premises.” 

When this terrible fellow saw Kan and Kahnt coming 
along, he hid in a quarry by the side of the road, and as 
they passed by, he darted out upon them, and before they 
had time to run or fight for their lives, they were safe in 
the Ogre’s satchel, slung over his shoulder, and jostling 
along the road to the Castle. When he got to his Castle, 
he took Kan and Kahnt out of his bag and placed them 
on the table before him. “What are you little fellows 
doing about here ?” he asked. 
“We are on our way to the court of Howel the Good, 

to learn to be gentlemen,” replied Kan. 
The Ogre laughed aloud. “ What can you do for your- 

selves ?” he asked. 

“T can make boot-laces,” replied Kan proudly. 
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“And you?” said the Ogre laughing and turning to 

Kahnt. 

“T can do nothing at all,” replied Kahnt yawning. 

“You are the more likely to learn to be a gentleman, 

then. But for the present you must remain here in my 

dungeon, unless you can build me a bridge across yonder 

river ; for I have vowed that no stranger shall cross the 

river again until I have a bridge here, where I may sit 

and take tolls peaceably when I grow too old to fight. for 

my living.” 

So saying he threw open the casement, and across 

the courtyard you could see the wide rushing river, 

and all round the courtyard were cages full of prisoners 

groaning ‘miserably. When Kahnt saw this he fell on 

his knees and cried, and asked the giant to spare him, 

but Kan pushed him aside saying, “ Nonsense, a bridge 

of that sort is an easy enough job. Howsoon do you 

want it?” 

“Tn seven days,” said the Ogre. 

“T will do it in three days; but you must give me a 

coracle, a piece of string, and a crooked pin.” 

So it was arranged that Kan should have what he 

wanted, and Kahnt should remain with the Ogre as a 

hostage. 

Now the way in which Kan set to work was this. He 

took the coracle, and the piece of string, and the crooked 

pin, and sailed down the river out to sea, and with the 

string and the pin he made a line and hook and baited it 

with-a piece of starfish, and before many hours had passed 

he caught a porpoise. This porpoise he skinned, and 

getting inside the skin he jumped into the sea, and began 
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rolling about at the mouth of the river just as though he 
were a real porpoise. This attracted a large number of 
porpoises from all parts of the sea, who fancied there must 
be food about ; and when a crowd of some hundreds had 
collected, away went Kan in his porpoise skin, rolling up 
the river towards Rhuddlan with all the porpoises after 
him. Now when he had decoyed them close to the Castle, 
he jumped out of his skin, and wading into the river 
caught the porpoises and threw them ashore to the number 
of three hundred and sixty-five. 
When the Ogre saw what was going on, he rolled his 

three heads round in amazement. “That is wonderful 
enough,” he said to Kan, when he came in rather wet and 
tired after his day’s work, “ but what has it got to do with 
bridge building ?” 

“Wait till the third day,” said Kan, and he would tell 
them no more. 

The giant was for giving Kan a good supper and putting 
Kahnt down in the dungeon with the other prisoners ; 
but Kan would not have it, and told the giant he would - 
not build him a bridge unless he treated Kahnt properly. 
So they all three had supper open and after supper 
Kan fell asleep. 

“ That brother of yours is a wonderful fellow,” said the 
giant to Kahnt, as they were sitting over the fire. 

“Pretty well, pretty well,” replied Kahnt. 
“‘T guess you couldn’t do it,” sneered the Ogre, 
“T couldn't do it, perhaps,” said Kahnt ; “but I suppose 

you know that it was all my idea.” 
‘‘All your idea! Then how is he going to build the 

bridge with porpoises, tell me that ?” 

99



The First Book of Krab 

“No,” said Kahnt ; “ that would be telling secrets.” 

“Well, what is he going to do with the porpoises, can 

you tell me that ?” asked the Ogre. 

“Yes,” replied Kahnt ; “ to-morrow he will make them 

into boot laces.” He said that because he had never seen 

porpoises used for anything else. 

“Boot-laces! Bah!” said the Ogre. “I'll bet youn my 

Harp he won't.” 

“Well!” said Kahnt, “I'll bet you my Harp he 

will;” but he did not tell the giant he had not got a 

Harp. 

The next day Kan got up early, and before breakfast 

he had skinned the three hundred and sixty-five porpoises, 

and cut them up into boot-laces, so that as each porpoise- 

skin made a mile of boot-laces, there were three hundred 

and sixty-five miles of boot-laces lying on the shores of 

Clwyd by breakfast-time. 

“ By Jove!” shouted the Ogre, when Kahnt came down 

about half-past nine to breakfast ; “you were right; he 

has cut them all into boot-laces.” 

“T knew he would,” said Kahnt; “so the Harp belongs 

to me.” 

The giant grumbled a little, but brought out the Harp 

and gave it to Kahnt, who tried to strum on it but could 

not play a tune, and soon laid it aside. 

That afternoon Kan got fifty-two pine trees from a 

neighbouring forest, and drove four tall ones into the 

ground, two each side of the river. The others he cut 

into shorter lengths. The next morning he was up with 

the lark, and before breakfast-time the bridge was finished. 

Kan had knotted the laces together, and slung two strong 
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‘chains of them across the river from pole to pole, pegging 

the ends firmly into the ground. Between these chains 

  

  
he had woven a string network of laces, in which he 

had placed short lengths of pine trees to make a road. 

When the giant came down to breakfast he saw the 

first Suspension Bridge that was ever built in Wales, 

10l



The First Book of Krab 

and you might see it to this day if it had not unfor- 

tunately been pulled dgwn and a stone bridge built in 

its place. 

“You are a man of your word,” said the Ogre to 
Kan as he finished breakfast, “and so am I. You 
and your brother are free to go on your way, and I will 
release all my prisoners.” So saying he went into the 
courtyard and opened all the cages, and the wretched 
prisoners flocked round Kan and thanked him as their 
deliverer. 

“T should like to have made you a present,” said the 
Ogre as he shook hands with Kan and his brother, “ but 
the Harp was the only thing I had worthy your accep- 
tance, and that brother of yours won that over a bet about 
boot-laces.” ; 

Kan was a little disappointed not to have a Harp 
himself, but he was glad that his. brother had one. All 
he said was, “Oh, it doesn’t matter at all, thank you; the 
“bridge was very little trouble, I assure you, and I hope 
you will find it to your liking.” 

Then Kan and Kahnt bade him good-bye, and walked 
over the bridge on their way to Conway, Kan carrying 
the Harp, “For,” said Kahnt, “it’s my Harp, you know, 
but I don’t mind your carrying it, if you like.” 
Away they trudged across the hills by a narrow path, 

for there were no roads in those days, until they descended 
into the beautiful Vale of Conway, which was clothed on 

_ each side with tall trees and surrounded by blue shining 
Aills, while the waters of the river were golden in the sun. 
It looked far more beautiful than it ever does in these 
days, for Howel the Good kept a Clerk of the Weather at 
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his own Court, and fed him on cream and sugar crackers, 

so that they had many more fine days in Wales than there 

are now. 

As they descended the hill side to Tal-y-Cafn, they saw 

an old man sitting in a wide flat-bottomed ferry-boat, and 

Kan hailed him and asked him to carry them across the 

Conway River. The old man only shook his head and 

sighed. Then Kan offered him a gold piece, but the 

old man only shook his head and sighed. Then Kan 

offered him all his bag of gold; but he would not take 

it, and only shook his head and sighed, “I cannot 

do it.” 

“Why not?” said Kahnt. “A bag of gold is surely 

enough for such a short journey.” 

“It is thirty years,” said the old man, “since a certain 

traveller came this way. He was a young minstrel and he 

_ sang me a ballad, the name of which I have forgotten. 

And I have vowed a vow that never will I ferry any one 

across unless he can sing me that song, so that I may 

learn it and whistle it softly to myself in the silent hours 

of the night when I sit here alone waiting for travellers. 

So for the last thirty years every one has had to walk up 

the valley to the ford at Bettws-y-Coed, for no one can 

sing that song.” : 

When Kahnt heard this he’sat on the bank and wept, 

for he was very tired, but Kan asked him, “Can you 

remember what the song was about ?” 

The old man shook his head wearily. “It was some- 

thing about shrimps,’ he murmured. “Yes, it was 

certainly about shrimps. 1 think there were three of 

them.” see is a 
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“Tt wasn’t the ‘Three Shrimps of Silverdale,’ was it ?” 

shouted Kan eagerly. 

“That’s it!” said the old man, his eyes lighting 

up with joy. “That’s it! You've guessed it first 

time.” 

Then Kan unslung the Harp from his shoulder, and 

‘striking a few slow dreamy chords on its strings, burst 

into. song. While he was singing the old man lay back in 

his boat, shut his eyes, and beat time with the tiller, 

joining softly in the chorus, as well-as he was able, 

though in the high notes he was several semi-tones too 

flat. 

THE BALLAD OF THE THREE SHRIMPS OF 

SILVERDALE 

There were three Shrimps of Silverdale, 

Went out in Morecambe Bay, 

They did not fear the furious gale, 

So blithe of heart were they. 

And this the burden of their song, 

A-rolling o’er the wave : 

Our whiskers are so wild and long, 

For we’ve no time to shave, 

My boys! 

For we’ve no time to shave. 

There were three Shrimps of Silverdale, 

As far as Fleetwood got; 

They met a smack with a big brown sail, 

And a boiling bubbling pot. 

And this the burden of their song, 

A- olling o’er the wave ; 
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Our whiskers are so wild and long, 

For we’ve no time to shave, 

My boys! 

For we’ve no time to shave. 

There are three Shrimps of Silverdale, 

With other gallant fish ; 

Brown are their shells from top to tail, 

They sleep upon a dish. 

Life’s burden gone, they sing no song, 

Those shrimps once fierce and brave; 

.They’re waiting for the breakfast gong, 

With lots of time to shave, 

Poor things! 

With lots of time to shave, 

Three times did the old man cry “ Encore!” and three 

times did Kan sing the ballad again to him. Then they 

got in the boat, and Kan and Kahnt were landed on the 

opposite shore. ‘ 

“Ts there any gift an old man like me can give you for 

restoring to my memory that beautiful song?” said the 

old man as he wrung Kan by the hand when he stepped 

from the boat. 

“ Really,” said Kan blushing, “it is nothing at all. I 

learned the song from my father, who used to sing it to 

me as a little boy when I went with him porpoise fishing 

in his coracle. I am only too glad to have remembered 

it for you.” -And escaping from, the old man’s gratitude 

he ran yp the hill side. : 

“Look here,” said Kahnt, before he followed him, 

“you ought not to get a song for nothing, you know.” 

“So I say,” said the old man. 
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“Well, give me your Cloak then,” said Kahnt. “1 will 

tell my brother you insisted on his having it.” 
The old man was quite pleased with the idea, and 

stripping off his Cloak gave it to Kahnt, who threw it over 

his arm without as much as a “thank you,” and followed 

his brother. 

“Look here, my boy,” he said, as he came up with him, 

“the old fellow would insist upon giving me his Cloak. I 

don’t mind your carrying it because Iam rather tired ; but 
remember it belongs to me.” 

Kan took the Cloak, and wrapping the Harp in it, placed 
them on his shoulder and trudged on up the hill. 

  

II 

How Kahnt added aCaldron to. his other possessions, and was mistaken 

for a gentleman; and how both the brothers got into Society, and 

made the acquaintance of the beautiful Princess Angharad, 

They pressed onward beneath the slopes of Capel 
Curig, and some hundred yards above them stood a little 
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thatched cottage, from which came shrill piercing shrieks 

of “ Help! Help! Thieves.” 

Kan set down the Harp and Cloak and ran as hard as 

he could towards the cottage, not heeding his brother, 

who said to him: “Look out what you are doing, there 

may be more than one robber.’ As for that coward 

Kahnt, he took to his heels as fast as he could. 

When Kan entered the cottage, he found two sturdy 

robbers ill-treating a poor old woman. 

“Now, old lady,” cried the first robber, “stop your 

noise, hand over your money, and let us be going.” 

“My good sirs,” said the old lady kneeling at their feet, 

“Tama poor old woman and have no money whatever. 

Take all there is and spare my life.” 

The first robber lifted his hand angrily at this, but 

before he could strike the old woman, Kan came up 

behind him and catching him by the scruff of his neck 

and: the seat of his trousers, threw him out of the 

cottage door headlong down the hillside. 

To knock down the second robber and tie his hands 

and feet with some boot-laces, which he had in his 

pocket, was the work of a moment; and Kan carried him 

out, begging for mercy, and threw him into the pig-stye 

to think over his wickedness for a while. When he 

returned to the cottage he found:that Kahnt had returned, 

having seen what had happened to the robbers, and was 

comforting the old lady, who had been too frightened to 

recognise her deliverer and was thanking Kahnt for saving 

her from the wicked men. 

- “Well,” replied Kahnt as his brother entered, “you 

“must. thank my brother Kan, too, - He ‘got here first 
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because he can run faster than I can, but it would have 

been just the same whichever: of us had arrived first, for 
we are both very brave and strong.” 

Kan laughed at this but said nothing, and the old ca 
thanked them both and asked them to partake of some 

broth which was stewing in a Caldron that hung over 
the fire. Kan and Kahnt were not sorry to have some 
lunch and found the broth excellent. 

“There is no one can make better broth than that,” said 

the old lady proudly, as she saw the two brothers supping 
it out of their bowls with relish. 

“It is very good,” said Kan. 

“Tt wants flavouring !” said Kahnt. 
“What is that?” asked the old lady; for in those 

days the people of Wales were a simple and hardy 
race and had never heard of such a luxurious thing as 
flavouring. 

Cookery, however, was the one thing that Kahnt really 
understood better than Kan, and he would talk about 

things to eat, and the way to cook them, as long as 
any one cared to listen to him, He explained to the poor 
old woman, in a popular way, the meaning of flavouring, 
and she listened with open eyes, mouth and ears, for she 
had never heard of such a wonderful notion before. 
Meanwhile Kan, who did not care about cookery-book 
talk, had strolled out to look at the robber in the pigstye. 

“Oh! wise young man,” she said, interrupting Kahnt, 
“can you show me a flavouring ?” 

Then Kahnt drew from his pocket a bundle of leeks 
which he had pulled up on the roadside near Liverpool ; 
and when the poor old lady saw them, tears ran out of 
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her eyes with joy at the very odour of them, which she 

had never smelled before. 

And Kahnt stripped off the outer leaves from two leeks, 

and cast the leeks into the Caldron and stirred up the 

remains of the broth, and after a while he poured some 
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out and the old lady drank it. Then, for the first time, 

she tasted the taste of onions, which exists in the leek in 

its most delicate and beautiful form. And the old lady 

danced for joy and said : “O wise young man, who hast 

the knowledge of flavourings, I have stored underneath 

that bed five thousand pieces of gold. Take them all and 

give to me the three leeks that remain that I may plant 
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them in my garden and never be without that wonderful 
flavour again.” 

“No,” said Kahnt, “I will not take your money, for I 

have money of my own; but I will give you the leeks in 

exchange for your Caldron.” 

The old lady was overjoyed, and taking the chain off 

the hook, unslung the Caldron, and took it into the 

scullery to clean it up for him. In this way she became 
possessed of the first leek that ever came to Wales, and 
also the secret of flavourings; and when the people of 

Wales began to understand these things, as they did in 
after years, they chose the leek as their national emblem. 
In this they showed their wisdom; for the leek, like the 

Welshman, is mild, expressive, full of delicate imaginings, 

and outwardly green. 

But to return to Kan. He had given the second robber 
a long lecture and a good thrashing, and sent him on his 
way after he had promised never to be wicked any more. 
He now went back to the cottage and told Kahnt they 
must be moving on their way. The old lady thanked 

them both for their kindness and handed Kahnt the 

_ Caldron, which was a copper one, and looked very hand- 

some now it was polished up. 

“JT will carry the Harp and Cloak myself,” said Kahnt 

to his brother, “for we must be near the Court of Howel 

the Good, and now that I have a Harp, a Cloak, and a 

Caldron, it is well that I should carry them in order that 

all may know I am a gentleman. Some day, Kan,-old 
boy, perhaps you will be clever enough to get them and 
become a gentleman too.” 

‘““Some day,” sighed Kan, “I may be more lucky; or 
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perhaps a time may come when I can be a gentleman 

without a Harp, a Cloak, and a Caldron.” 

“That is not possible,” said Kahnt proudly. 

“No,” said his brother, “I believe it is not. But never 

mind, our father will be pleased to hear that one of his 

sons is a gentleman, and even if I never grow into a 

gentleman I can be happy.” And he threw up his head, 

whistling, and trudged along with a light heart. 

Now at this time Howel the Good, King of Wales, had 

built for himself a beautiful summer pavilion upon the 

shores of Lake Dinas, which, as you may know, is one of 

the most glorious lakes in all wild Wales. There, sur- 

rounded by knights and ladies, he held his Court during 

the summer months, and with him was Catwg, the philo- 

sopher, the wisest man the world has ever known, and 

the King’s beautiful niece, the Princess Angharad, with 

whom all men were in love, for she was as good as she 

was beautiful. 

Now Catwg the philosopher had the power of sowie 

of all things that happened in the twelve counties of Wales. 

For he had in his service twelve tame hawks, and all the 

day long one of these hawks hovered high in the air over 

the particular county which Catwg had told him to look 

after, and at night time they flew home to Catwg and told 

him all they had heard or seen; and to this day it is a 

proverb among many people that “a little bird -has told 

them this” when they learn a secret by means unknown 

to others. Now the hawks had brought news to Catwg 

of the doings of Kan and Kahnt, and he said- to Howel 

the Good: “To-day we may expect two travellers, and 

one of them will be a gentleman and one will not.” 
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“There will be no difficulty in knowing which is a 

gentleman,” said King Howel, “for he will carry with him 

a Harp, a Cloak, and a Caldron.” 

“Tf you say that is the law, so be it. Nevertheless I have 

always said that a gentleman cannot be known by these 

things, but is to be proved by having in his heart courage, 

truth, and love.” 

Then the King laughed, for he and Catwg had often 

disputed about this matter, yet still each held his own 

opinion. 

While they were at dinner the Herald announced the 

arrival of two travellers, and Kan and Kahnt were sum- 

moned to the great dining hall, where the King and all 

his followers sat at meat, and on the right hand of 

the King sat Angharad the Beautiful and on his left 

Catwg the Wise. Kan and Kahnt advanced up the 

centre of the room, Kahnt in front marching boldly 

forward, his Cloak .over his shoulders, his Harp in 

one hand and his Caldron in the other. Kan followed 

him, hanging his head, for he heard the whispers of 

the courtiers, who said: “What has this fellow come 

to Court for? He has neither a Harp, a Cloak, nor 

a Caldron.” 

The King greeted Kahnt with the greatest respect, and 

without questioning him gave him a seat next to the 

Princess. Then he said to Kan: “Why have you come 

here, good youth ?”’ 

Kan answered : “ My father has sent me here to learn 

to be a gentleman.” 

“That is not possible,” replied the King, “unless you 

have a Harp, a Cloak, and a Caldron.” 
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“Or unless your heart is full of courage, truth, and 

love,” interrupted Catwg. 

“ Nonsense !” cried the King angrily ; but Kan held up 

his head and looked gratefully towards the old philoso- 

pher, for now he had hopes. “What can you do ?” con- 

tinued the King. ‘Can you sing ballads?” 

“ A little,” answered Kan modestly. 

“We are in want of a Chief of Song,” said the King. 

“Take your brother’s Harp, and we will see if you are fit 

to hold that position.” 

So while Kahnt sat down and regaled himself on 

roasted peacock and boar’s head, Kan stood up in the 

great hall and sang ballads. And he sang them “ The 

Three Shrimps of Silverdale,” and “The Lion and the 

Merchant,” and “The Blue Toad,” and “The Song of the 

Bear,” and the ballad of “Chang the Chimpanzee,” and 

so enchanted were the King and his Court, that they 

forgot all about their dinner in listening to his glorious 

songs. 

Most. of these songs you know, but the Ballad of 

Chang you may not have heard, and it goes like this : 

THE BALLAD OF CHANG THE CHIMPANZEE. 

Oh, I will sing of a Chimpanzee who was born in ninety-one, 

He danced on the top of an organ, and he loved all kinds of fun. 

The cap on his head was vermilion red, his trousers Prussian blue; 

He was smart and slick at every trick that a Chimpanzee might do. 

Yes, Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Could shut the door 

Like a child of four, 

So well-behaved was he. 
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He could climb the garden railings and stand on his head on a spike, 

Or dance all the steps of the schottische to whatever tune you like ; 

When he hung by his tail from a lamp post, it was clever, but not so 

‘droll, 
As to see him turn stars on the parallel bars, or slide up the greasy 

pole. 
Yes, Chang the Chimpanzee, 

When he was rising three, 

Not a lad in the gym 

Could come over him, 

So muscular was he. 

Seated one day on the organ, he was weary and ill at ease, 

Shivering, crouched near his master, in the chilly October breeze, 

When he saw a face at a window, and knew that his fate was there, 

In a beautiful dolly, so saucy and jolly, with glorious golden hair. 

Yes, Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

In a moment of folly, 

Fell in love with a dolly, 

So tender of heart was he. 

' The dainty dolly dreamed no dream of the passion she had inspired, 

_ In the merry, muscular Chimpanzee her mistress so admired ; 

Little she knew, in her sawdust heart, of the bitter pangs of woe, 

That a Chimpanzee, but rising three, for love will undergo. 

Yes, Chang the Chimpanzee, 

* When he was rising three, 

Was an altered ape 

In an awkward scrape, 

For love is a mystery. 

And that winsome waxen wonderful face haunted his inmost soul, 

He lost his sleep, his appetite went, and he spurned his morning 

roll; ; 
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He’d a fevered brow, an aching heart, and he felt inclined to cry; ~ 

For he’d caught it bad, that monkey had, which nobody can deny. 

And Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Found love no gain, 

But as great a pain, 

As a toothache is to me. 

He moped for fourteen days and more, and behaved like a sulky 

child, 

The organ grinder went on his knees and begged him to draw it 

mild; 

When a change came o’er the lovesick swain, and he slapped his 

chest and: sang, 

“No maiden fair with golden hair shall be one too many for Chang.” 

And Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Perked up his pluck, 

To try his luck, 

Since love to all is free. 

He wore a satin swallow-tailed coat; with buttons of burnished brass, 

The cloth he chose was a purple red, like wine in a ruby glass; 

When he sauntered round to her mansion grand, his lady love to see, 

And that cheeky Chang, both knocked and rang, and told them he’d 

come to tea. 

Yes, Chang the Chimpanzee, _. 

Though only rising three, ‘ 

Was sufficiently sly 

To wink one eye, 

And say he had come to tea. 

Then he placed his hat on the table, and he dropped his gloves 

inside, 

And he walked right by the footman, for he was not to be denied. 
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He found his love in the nursery, when he opened wide the door, 

Looking half asleep, in a tumbled heap, her head on the oilcloth 

floor. 4 

And Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Tore a great big patch 

From the top of his thatch, 

To proclaim his misery. 

For she had sat near the fire, till her heavenly smile was gone, 

While the cheeks that had once blushed roses, were waxy, yellow 

and wan; 

One soft blue eye was cracked across, and the other a vacant space, 

They had taken her dress for a new princess, with a smarter, 

saucier face. 

And Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Threw his arms round the neck 

Of this terrible wreck, 

And wept most bitterly. 

She could not return his wild caress to prove that her heart was 

tender, 

With one arm on the chest of drawers, and the other one in the 

fender ; aes : 

And she did not rise to greet her lord, her lover so brave and true, 

For her pride was great, and I grieve to state, she had neither sock 

nor shoe. 

But Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Was not the churl 

To desert a girl, 

--In-the days of her poverty. 
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He bore her away to his stable home, nobody said him nay, 
Her mistress was mad on some new born fad, dolly had had her 

day ; 

Boldly he sang his lover’s song, to the deep sown stars of the night, 

“Though we wake forlorn at to-morrow’s morn, you are queen of 

of my heart to-night.’’ 

And Chang the Chimpanzee, 

Though only rising three, 

Shall live as long, 

As this my song, 

Abides in memory. 

Now, the beautiful Princess Angharad, when she had 
heard Kan sing of the love story of the noble Chang, 

looked up and gazed at his handsome face, and he 

returned her glance, and they fell deeply in love. 

When the songs were finished, the King threw a neck- 
lace of pearls to Kan, and named him Chief of Song, and 

gave him a lower place at the upper table, above the 

Judge of the Court, and below the Master of the Ward- 

robe, and announced that he would give him in marriage 

the royal Washerwoman, whose name was Gwenvron. 

She was called “Gwenvron the Gabbler,” and the wise 

Catwg had said of her, that “were she as quick on her 
feet as with her tongue, she would catch enough of light- 

ning to kindle the fire in the morning.” Moreover, when 
the water was hard on washing days, she would fling her 

washing beetle at any one who approached the Royal 

Laundry, and had grown so handy at belabouring people 

that the King had made a law that she was not to throw 

her beetle at any one except on washing days. 

- The courtiers knew this, and knew also that Gwenvron 
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had a snub nose and squinted a little, so. they flocked- 

round Kan and congratulated him joyfully, feeling~ 

delighted that Gwenvron was happily disposed of, and 

could not now be given to any of themselves. op 

When the feast was ended, the King, who had been 

talking to Kahnt during the dinner, and had found him 

wise and discreet, because he never once contradicted 

or interrupted him—being, indeed, too intent on his 

dinner—announced that Kahnt was not only a gentle- 

man, but a man of learning and wisdom, and that he 

intended to reward him by giving him the hand of the 

beautiful Angharad, and that this day week they would 

celebrate two weddings, and hold a Tournament and a 

Week of Feasts. 

Then the Courtiers rose to drink the health of the 

happy pair, and cheered loudly, but Catwg the philo- 

sopher—whether on purpose or not, I do not know— 

broke his glass, and drank no health, while the beautiful 

Angharad fainted away, and was carried to her apart- 

ments by her maidens. 
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III 

How the wisdom of Catwg the philosopher was greater than that of the 

King, and how Kan overcame the Red Dragon of Wales ; ending, as 

all last chapters should, with a wedding. 

The time sped on towards the wedding day. Kan did 

his best to be agreeable to Gwenvron, who was by no 

means unkind to him, and got him up a beautiful new 

linen shirt, with fourteen frills. on it, to be married in. 

Kahnt, on the other hand, saw but little of the Princess 

Angharad, who walked daily on the hills above the lake, 

which was too far for the lazy Kahnt to go. He pre- 

ferred lying on his back among the cushions of the 

Royal Gondola, which six white swans pulled round the 

lake whenever he asked them. When Kan could get 

away from Gwenvron, he made excursions up the hills, 

and sometimes thought of returning to his native land; 

but hope prevented him. Whether or not he met the 

Princess, I do not know; all I can tell you is that, when 

they returned from the hills, which they did by different 

ways and at different times, they looked brighter and 

happier than when they went out. But that may have 

been caused by the mountain air of Wales, which is very 

bracing. 

Two days before the day fixed for the wedding, the 

whole. Court was startled by a shepherd rushing down 

from the hills, shrieking “Dragon!” at the top of his 

voice. They carried him to the presence of the King, 

and then he told them in piteous accents how the Red 

Dragon of Snowdon—or as he was sometimes. called, 
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The Diamond Dragon, for he had diamond eyes—had 

swooped down upon the sheepfolds, and carried off some 
hundreds of sheep. 

“He shall be punished,” said the King gravely, and 
made a note of the matter. 

“Nay,” said the trembling shepherd, “but there is 
worse to follow. As I descended the hill, the Dragon 
met the beautiful Princess Angharad in a lonely part of 
the mountains, and seizing her in his claws, threw her 

over his shoulder, and I marked him flying slowly across 
. Gwynant towards Snowdon with his victim.” 

“Ha!” said the King, turning to Kahnt, “here, then, 
is your task, To the rescue, man! To the rescue!” 

Kahnt stared in astonishment, but when he understood 

what was required of him, shook his head slowly, and 
said : “I would much rather not go; and, besides, I have 
no sword.” 

' “That shall be no excuse, my good gentleman,” said 
Catwg the Wise, and he ungirded his own sword, and 
gave it to Kahnt. 

Then Kahnt, seeing no escape for himself, and noting 
the black looks of the bystanders at his hesitation, said : 
“JT will go and prepare myself; but before I go, I must 
see my brother.” 

Then he took the sword, and retired to his apartment, 
and Kan came to him as he had requested. When Kan 
heard that the Diamond Dragon had stolen the Princess 
Angharad, he was crazy with despair, and had he had 
any weapon to fight with save his own hands, he would 
have hastened to the summit of Snowdon to rescue her, 
As it was, he went back to the Court, intending to borrow 
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Gwenvron’s washing beetle, but he found it was washing 

day, and she would not part with it, so his despair con- 

tinued. When he heard that Kahnt was inquiring for 
him, he went to his room, and there Kahnt unfolded to 
him a plan which his coward brain had invented, eng 

which was to save him from all danger. 

“Kan, old boy,” he said as his brother entered the 

room, “I have grown jolly tired of being a gentleman and 

am giving it up. You may have my Harp, my Cloak and 

my Caldron, and the sword that Catwg has given me, 

upon one condition, and that is that you go after the 
Princess Angharad who is carried off by the Diamond 

Dragon.” 

“Willingly,” cried Kan joyfully. 

“Stay a moment,” said Kahnt. “We must go away 

together and you shall carry my things for me, for it 

would not do for me to refuse to go. And while you are 

killing the Dragon I shall make my way back to Liverpool, 
which after all is a better place.” 

“As you please,” said Kan ; “only let us hasten, for every 

moment is of importance.” 

Kahnt announced to the King that he desired his 
brother to go with him, so that in case the Dragon slew 
him, he could bring a message back to the King. ‘The 
King thought that was very reasonable and gave him his 

blessing and the two departed. 
When Kan came to the lower slopes of Snowdon he 

said farewell to Kahnt and gave him many messages to 

bear to his father. Then he rushed up the side of the 

mountain in search of the Dragon’s home. Near the 

summit of Snowdon was a mighty cave in which the 
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Dragon dwelt, and he had carried off the fair Angharad, 
and placed her in this cave intending to eat her when he 
was teally hungry. As he had had half a flock of sheep 
that morning, he was in no hurry, and having placed her 

inside the cave, he threw himself down across the mouth 

of it and fell asleep. 

Here Kan found him, and he might fairly have slain 
him there and then, but he was a merciful man and desired 

that the Dragon should have time to repent of his sins 

before he killed him. Kan could hear in the cave the 

sobs of the fair Angharad and he called out to her to be 
of good heart, and when she heard his voice she was 

happy and stopped crying. Then Kan awakened the: 

Dragon by tickling his nose with a straw, and when he 

sneezed and held up his head, he saw Kan standing over 

him with a sword. 

“Great are your crimes, oh Dragon,” said Kan, “ but 

you shall have one hour to repent of them all, and then I. 

shall cut off your head.” 

The Dragon trembled, but he knew what Kan said was 

true, for he was not only a red Dragon but a well read 

Dragon, and had studied the books of prophecy in which 

all this had been foretold. So all he said was, “It is as I 

expected,” and bowed his head. “But,” he continued,, 

“grant me three things before I die. To hear a song, to 

have some supper, and to sleep under your cloak,” and he. 

rolled his diamond eyes piteously at Kan. 

- “That shall be if the Princess is unharmed,” said Kan ; 

“bring her out.” 

_ The Dragon brought out the Princess, who, though 

greatly frightened, was in no way hurt,. and she threw, 
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her arms round Kan’s neck and thanked him for saving 

her. 

Then Kan kept his promise faithfully, and unslinging 

the Caldron from his shoulder, placed it on some big | 

stones and made a fire under it, while Angharad prepared 

a stew of trout with shamrock sauce, a delicious dish which 

Kahnt had told her about at the dinner. 

During the cooking Kan sat down on a rock and sang 

the Dragon the ballad of “The Dragon Who Did,” all of 

them singing the chorus together : 

THE DRAGON WHO DID. 

“ The Dragon who did,” did nothing whatever 

Remarkably brave, or wise, or clever ; 

But he merely obeyed when he was bid, 

And so they called him the “the Dragon who did.”’ 

When he left the room he would kiss his paw, 

And he never was known to slam the door; 

He would eat rice pudding without remark, 

And retire to roost alone in the dark. 

And a snarly Katawampus kid, 

Of naughty habits may get rid, 

And learn to do what he* is bid. 

If he’ll only think of ‘‘ the Dragon who did.” 

‘‘The Dragon who did,” when he went to a feast, 

Was a courteous, kindly civil beast ; 

And he often rejected a slice of cake, eS 

That a smaller Dragon was longing to take. ~ 
  

** Note to parents.—In reading this to little girls, the pronoun 

will be more personal if it is made feminine. After all, historians 

differ, and ‘the Dragon who did” may have been -a she-dragon, or 

even a snap-dragon. 
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He learned from his mother, when he was young, 

How to close his jaw and to hold his tongue, 

And he acted up to what he was told, 

That speech was silver and silence gold. 

And a snarly Katawampus kid, 

Of naughty habits may get rid, 

And learn to do what he is bid, 

If he’ll only think of “‘ the Dragon who did.” 

*‘The Dragon who did”’ had a younger brother, 

But they never slapped or punched each other ; 

And if any one teased his little sister, 

It calmed her tears when the Dragon kissed her; 

Especially when in his thoughtful way, 

He stood her an ice but forgot to pay; 

For beneath those furious looks lay hid 

The kindly heart of ‘‘the Dragon who did.” 

And a snarly Katawampus kid, 

Of naughty habits may get rid, 

And learn to do what he is bid, 

If he’ll only think of ‘‘ the Dragon who did.” 

“Ah!” sighed the Dragon when the song ended, “if I 

had only learned that song at my school, and attended to 

its teaching, it might have been otherwise with me. How 

is the supper getting on ?” 

The supper was ready, and they all sat round the fire 

and enjoyed it thoroughly. When it was finished the 

Dragon said to Kan, “ After supper it is well to rest awhile, 

therefore I will lie down. Place the cloak over me while 

I sleep, and by no means try and cut my head off for it 

will only spoil Catwg’s old sword. You will find that my 

-head unscrews and my diamond eyes unscrew also. 
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Please keep them as a wedding present for your wife, 

but do not give them to her until your wedding day. So 

saying the old Dragon repented of all his crimes, Kan 

threw his cloak over him, and he turned over on his side, 

and fell into his last sleep. 

When he was sound asleep, Kan unscrewed his head, 

which came off very easily, and took the eyes out and put 

them in his pocket. Then he wrapped the Dragon’s 

head in his Cloak and taking Angharad on his shoulder, 

gathered up the Harp, the Cloak and the Caldron under 

the other arm and slowly descended the mountain. 

If you have ever been up to the top of Snowdon, you 

will know what a tiring journey it is, even if you get 

supper at the top, so that you will not be surprised to 

hear that when they got back as far as Lake Gwynant, . 

Kan and the fair Angharad sat down on the soft turf at 

the edge of the lake to rest. They were both very tired 

and Kan, placing his head on his arm, soon fell fast 

asleep, while the Princess Angharad gently stroked his 

hair. It was not many moments before she too was 

asleep, and after such an exciting day it was no wonder if 

she was tired out. 

Now that coward Kahnt had seen them returning from 

the mountain—for he had not gone far on his journey 

towards Liverpool—and when he saw them coming down 

he made up his mind to follow them closely, without 

being observed, that he might see what they had been 

doing. When he saw them sleeping in the field by the 

side of the lake, a wicked idea entered his mind, and he 

‘determined to carry it out. He stole down to where they 

were, and quietly and rapidly collected the Cloak con- 
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taining the Dragon’s head, the Harp, the Caldron, and 
the sword of Catwg. Then he lifted the sleeping 
Angharad and placed her on his shoulders and bore her 

away to the Court of King Howel in triumph, leaving 

his brother by the side of the lake dreaming happily of 

his lost lady love. But he did not steal the two diamond 

eyes, for these he knew nothing of. 

When he entered the pavilion all the Courtiers sur- 
rounded him, and great were the cheers that went up for 
Kahnt the Conqueror, and King Howel knighted him on 

the spot. The fair Angharad, dazed and frightened, 
cried out wildly for Kan her rescuer and deliverer. 

The King thought she was somewhat over-excited by 
the troubles of the day, and sent her to her room to 

prepare for the wedding which was fixed for the next 

morning. 

Then Kahnt told them how he had slain the Dragon 

after a fight of four hours, and cut off his head with the 

sword of Catwg. The old philosopher came up at that 

moment, and Kahnt returned him his sword with many 

thanks. 

Catwg look at it. “This sword,’ he said; “has not 

been sharpened for twenty years, and has not been used 

for nineteen years.” 

“Tt was used to cut off the Dragon’s head, yesterday,” 

shouted Kahnt. 

“Where is it, then?” said Catwg. 

Kahnt triumphantly rolled the Dragon’s head out of the 

cloak and the courtiers cheered. 

“That head has been screwed off,” said Catwg, “not 

cut off. And where are the diamond eyes ?” 
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Kahnt looked for them in vain; they were not in the 

head. “They must have tumbled out,” he said, 

“They have been unscrewed too,” said the philosopher. 

“Where is Kan ?” 

“Oh, he ran away when he saw the Dragon,” said Kahnt, 

glibly. 

“Did he?” said Catwg fiercely, and turned on his heel ; 

for he did not believe a word that Kahnt was saying. 

“Do not mind him, my son,” said the King to Kahnt. 

‘He is a wise old man, but he has his crotchets, and he 

cannot see the wisdom of my law ‘that he is a gentleman 

who has a Harp, a Cloak, and a Caldron.’” 

But to return to poor Kan. When he awoke and found 

himself alone he was in a frenzy of despair. He ran round 

the lake, calling on Angharad to return to him, but the 

only reply he got was a mocking answer from the stony 

echoes of the mountain. He tore up the hillside to the 

summit of Snowdon to see if the Dragon had come to life 

again. But there lay the lifeless Dragon curled up by his 

cave. Then he was sure that this was the work of 

some robber, and he flew across the hills towards Dinas 

to tell the King what had happened, and to: ask for aid to 

scour.the country in search of the lost Princess, 

Now, as he travelled over the mountains, night overtook 

him and he could no’ longer find his way; so he was 

forced to sleep under an over-hanging. rock and wait 

impatiently for the morning. 

At length the grey dawn came, and the tired Kan 

pursued his way to Dinas; and as the sun rose bright over 

the mountains, he'stood on the hillside overlooking the 

lake, and a strange sight met his gaze. 
128



The Harp, Cloak, and Caldron 

The green in front of the pavilion near: the lake was 

covered with red cloth, and surrounded by poles bearing 

flags of many colours. An altar stood in the centre, at 

which stood Sir Kahnt, his cowardly brother, wearing a 

suit of light blue silk. By his side stood a page, holding 

his Harp and his Caldron. He was wearing the Cloak. 

A priest stood at the altar, and round the square were 

gathered all the courtiers and every one of importance in 

Wales. From the pavilion came sounds of_ beautiful 

music, and then a band of maidens dressed in white came 

out of the gateway, strewing roses and lilies on the red 

carpet. Then followed the King, and on his arm the 

beautiful Princess Angharad weeping bitterly beneath her 

bridal veil. 

Then Kan knew the name of the robber who had stolen 

his bride, and knew that it was his wicked brother, and his 

heart was full of rage. He rushed down the hillside, and 

just as the fair Angharad was approaching the altar he 

burst through the crowd, and flinging himself at the King’s 

feet, cried, “Justice! Justice! for an injured man.” 

And the King took his seat by the altar and said 

gravely : “Truly all are entitled to justice, and everything 

must wait for that, even weddings. Rise up, young man, 

and tell your story.” 

Then Kan told the King the story of the rescue of the 

Princess, and the Princess told the same story, and 

when they had finished, Kan produced the two diamond 

eyes from the. Dragon’s head, and gave them to the 

Princess, “For,” he said, “even if you must marry 

another, they shall be my wedding present to you.” 

And the King’s eyes flashed with anger, for he felt that 
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Kan was telling the truth and that Kahnt had deceived 
him, and he called angrily on Kahnt to defend himself. 
But Kahnt had disappeared and was nowhere to be 
found, for when he heard Kan telling his story, he knew 
that all was over. 

Then the King rose in great wrath and said, “Let 
the wedding go forward! and let Kan be the bride- 
groom !” 

And to the delight of all, and not least to the joy of the 
bride and bridegroom, it was as he commanded. 

After. the wedding feast, the King made Kan Duke 
of Harlech and Marquis of Morfa Mawr, and gave him 
lands and money to the tune of a hundred thousand 

acres of mountains and forty thousand crowns a year. 

The happy pair spent a pleasant honeymoon at Llan- 

dudno, and thence sailed to Liverpool on a visit to 
old Handy Kraft, who returned with his son and 
his beautiful daughter-in-law to Harlech, where they 
lived happily for many a long year in the noble castle 
that stands overlooking the marsh on the other side of 
Snowdon. 

Even Kahnt was forgiven at his brother’s request, but 
«-he was banished from Wales, where there is no place for 
‘men of his nature. About this time Gwenvron gave a 
month’s notice, and without waiting to see it out, sailed 

northward with her washing beetle ; and it is said that 

“she married Kahnt, who had become a Hotel Keeper in 
Scotland, in which trade he and his wife. were very 

successful. 

King Howel the Good and Catwg the Wise smoked a 
pipe together on the eventful night of the wedding, jusi 
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before bed time as was the royal custom, and Catwg said 
smilingly to the King, “ Have you ever thought, oh King, 

that the Duke of Harlech has neither a Harp, a Cloak, nor 

a Caldron ?” 

“Has it occurred to you, oh Wise Man, that Kan, Duke 

  

of Harlech, has courage, truth, and love ?” replied the, 
King. 

“But the law says that it is necessary for a gentleman 
to have a Harp, a Cloak, and a Caldron,” objected the 

wise Catwg. 

“Then to-morrow we will give him his brother’s, or 
else we will alter the law. Perhaps that is the best way, 

for,” continued King Howel the Good, “I begin to find 
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that what is law is not always wisdom, and what is 

wisdom is not always law.” 

And that is true even to this day. 

    | 

1 
a 

3 

As Krab finished his story, Nurse came in to take the 

children to bed. 

“We will have some more to-morrow,” they said, as 

they bade Krab good-night; but Krab only shook his 

head and laughed, promising nothing. 

The next morning they were up early and hammering 

at the spare room door for Krab to get up. But they got 

no answer, for Krab and Snapwit, together with Fliska 

and Floska, had disappeared in the night. The fact is he 

had gone off to visit some other little children, and tell 

them other stories. For he has lots of friends besides 

Olga, Molly, Kate and Tomakin, and lots of stories besides 

those that are printed in the First Book of Krab. 

Printed by BALLANTYNE, Hanson & Co. 

London & Edinburgh



MR. DAVID NUTT’S LIST OF 
GIFT-BOOKS FOR CHILDREN OF ALL 

AGES, for the most part fully illustrated by leading 

artists in black and white, sumptuously printed on 

specially made paper, bound in attractive and original 

covers, and sold at the lowest price consistent with 

equitable remuneration to authors and artists, and 

beauty and durability of get up. 

  

CONTENTS. 

FAIRY TALES OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. 

WORKS BY HIS HONOUR JUDGE E. A. PARRY. 

WORKS BY MRS. RADFORD. 

WORKS ILLUSTRATED BY MISS WINIFRED SMITH. 

WORKS BY MRS. LEIGHTON, “ASBJORNSEN, ETC. 

All works: in the present list may be had post free from the 

Publisher at the annexed prices, and are kept on sale by the leading 

booksellers of the United Kingdom. | 

1



“The Ideal Gift-Books of the Season.” 

FAIRY TALES OF THE 

BRITISH EMPIRE 

Collected and Edited by JOSEPH JACOBS. 

Illustrated by JU. D. BATTEN. 

R. JACOBS’ FAIRY TALES, which have been appear- 

ing since 1890, have won immediate and widespread 

acceptance. "The choice of matter, the simplicity and 

suitable character of the language of the text, the beauty, humour, 

and charm of Mr. Bartren’s illustrations, and the large and 
legible type, have commended the series alike to children and to 

lovers of art; whilst the prefaces and elaborate notes, parallels, 

and references added by the Editor, have made them indispens- 

able to the increasingly large portion of the public interested in 

the history and archeology of popular fiction. 

“Fairy Tales of the British Empire” are to be had in two 
forms, at 3s. 6d. and at 6s. a volume. 

In so far as Tales and Illustrations are concerned, the 3s. 6d. 

Edition will be the same as the original 6s.one. But the Editor’s 

Prefaces, Notes, Parallels, and References are omitted. 

A full list of the Series, a specimen of Mr. Batren’s beautiful 

Illustrations, and a very small selection from the numberless kindly 

notices which the Press has bestowed upon the Series, will be 
found on the following pages. -



Fairy Tales of the British Empire. 

English Fairy Tales. Complete Edition, xvi. 255 pages, 9 

full-page Plates, and numerous Illustrations in the text. 

Designed Cloth Cover, Uncut or Gilt Edges. 6s. 

The same. Children’s Edition, viii., 227 pages, 7 full- 

page Plates, and numerous Illustrations in text. Cloth, Cut. 

3s. 6d. 

More English Fairy Tales. Complete Edition, xvi., 243 pages, 

8 full-page, and numerous Illustrations in text. Designed 

Cloth Cover, Uncut or Gilt Edges. 6s. 

The same. Children’s Edition, viii., 214 pages, 7 full- 

page Plates, and numerous Illustrations in text. Cloth, Cut. 

38. 6d. 

Celtic Fairy Tales. Complete Edition, xvi., 274 pages, 8 full- 

page Plates, numerous Illustrations in text. Designed Cloth 

Cover, Uncut or Gilt Edges. 6s. 

The same. Children’s Edition, viii., 236 pages, 7 full-page 

Plates and numerous Illustrations in text. Cloth, Cut. 3s. 6d. 

More Celtic Fairy Tales. Complete Edition, xvi., 234 pages, 

8 full-page Plates, numerous Illustrations in text. Designed 

Cloth Cover, Uncut or Gilt Edges. 6s. 

The same. Children’s Edition, viii, 217 pages, 7 full- 

page Plates, and numerous Illustrations in text. Cloth, Cut. 

3s. 6d. 

Indian Fairy Tales. Complete Edition, xvi., 255 pages, 9 full- 

page Plates, and numerous Illustrations in text. Designed 

Cloth Cover, Uncut or Gilt Edges. 6s. 

No Children’s Edition of the “Indian Fairy Tales” 

will be issued for the present. 

N.B.—A few copies of the Japanese Vellum Issues, printed in 

large 8vo, with double state of the plates, are still to be had of 

Indian, More Celtic, and More English Fairy Tales. Prices may 

be learnt on application to the Publisher. The special issues of 

English and Celtic Fairy Tales, entirely out of print, command a 

heavy premium. 
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Specimen of Mr, Batten’s full-page Illustrations to “ Fairy Tales 

of the British Empire.” 
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Some Press Wotices 

OF 

JACOBS’ AND BATTEN’S FAIRY TALES. 

English Fairy Tales. 
Daily Graphic.—'' As a collection of fairy tales to delight children of all 

ages, ranks second to none.’ Globe,—''A delight alike to the young people 
and their elders.” England.—‘ A most delightful volume of fairy tales.” 
Daily News.—'' A more desirable child’s book . . . has not been seen for 
manya day.” Atheneum.—' From first to last, almost without exception, 
these stories are delightful... E. S. Harrranp.—‘ The most delightful 
book of fairy tales, taking form and contents together, ever presented to 
children.”” Miss THackEray.—'' This delightful book.’ Review of Reviews. 
—‘ Nothing could be more fascinating.” 

Celtic Fairy Tales. 
Scotsman.—' One of the best books of stories ever put together.” Free- 

man’s Journal. An admirable selection.” Aviel.—‘ Delightful stories, 
exquisite illustrations by John D. Batten, and learned notes.” Daily 
Telegraph.—' A stock of delightful little narratives.’’ Daily Chronicle.—'' A 
charming volume skilfully illustrated.” Pall Mall Budget.—‘* A perfectly 
lovely book. “And oh! the wonderful pictures inside.” Liverpool Daily 
Post.—‘' The best fairy book of the present season.”’ Oban Times.—'‘ Many 
a mother will bless Mr. Jacobs, and many a door will beJopen to him from 
Land’s End to John o’ Groat’s.” 

More English Fairy Tales. 
. Atheneum.— Will become more popular with children than its prede- 
cessor.”’ Notes and Queries. —‘‘ Delightful and in every respect worthy of 
its predecessor.’ Glasgow Herald.—' A more delightful collection of fairy 
tales could hardly be wished for.” Glasgow Evening News.—‘'The new 
volume of ‘English Fairy Tales’ is worthy of the one that went before, 
and this is really saying a great deal.” 

More Celtic Fairy Tales. 

Daily Chronicle—''A bright exemplar of almost all a fairy-tale !book 
should be.”’ Saturday Review.—‘ Delightful for reading and profitable for 
comparison.” Notes and Queries.—‘'A delightful companion into a land of 
enchantment.’ Irish Daily Independent.—‘‘ Full of bold and beautiful illus- 
trations.’’ North British Daily Mail. The stories are admirable, and 
nothing could be better in their way than the designs.” News of the World. 
—''Mr. Batten has a real genius for depicting fairy folk.” 

Indian Fairy Tales. 
Dublin Daily Express —' Unique and charming anthology.” Daily News. 

—''Good for the schoolroom and the study.” Stay.—‘ Illustrated with a 
charming freshness of fancy.’’ Gloucester Jowrnal.—‘' A book which is some- 
thing more than a valuable addition to folk-lore; a book for the student as 
well as for the child.’’ Scotsman.—'' Likely to prove a perfect success.” 
Literary World.—'' Admirably grouped, and very enjoyable.” 

5



-WORKS BY HIS HONOUR 

JUDGE EDWARD ABBOTT PARRY. 

Illustrated by ARCHIE MACGREGOR. 

HE issue of Katawampus : its Treatment and Cure, in the 

L Christmas Season of 1895, revealed a writer for children 

who, in originality, spontaneity, and fulness of humour 

as well as in sympathy with and knowledge of childhood, may be 

compared, and not to his disadvantage, with Lewis Carroll. And, 

as is the case with ‘“ Alice in Wonderland,” an illustrator was 

found whose sympathy with his author and capacity for rendering 

his conceptions have won immediate and widespread recognition, 

A specimen of the illustrations and a small selection from the press 

notices will be found overleaf. 

KATAWAMPUS : its Treatment and Cure. Second Edition. 

96 pages, Cloth. 3s. 6d. 

BUTTER-SCOTIA, or, a Cheap Trip to Fairy Land. 180 pages. 

Map of Butter-Scotia, many Full-page Plates and Illustrations 

in the Text. Bound in specially designed Cloth Cover. 6s. 

KATAWAMPUS. KANTICLES. Music by Sir J. F. Bripcs, 

Mus. Doc., Organist of Westminster Abbey. Words by His 

Honour Judge E. A. Parry. Illustrated Cover, representing 

Kapellmeister Krab, by ARcHIE MaccrEcor. Royal 8vo, 

Is. 

For Christmas 1897. 

THE FIRST BOOK OF. KRAB. Christmas Stories for 

Children of all Ages. 132 pages, with many Full-page Plates 

and Illustrations in the Text. Bound in specially designed 

Cloth Cover. 3s. 6d.



KATAWAMPUS: Its TREATMENT AND CURE. 

By His Honour Judge E. A. PARRY. 
Illustrated by ARCHIE MACGREGOR. 

Second Edition, Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Press Wotices, 

“One of the very best books of the season.”—TZhe World. 
‘©A very delightful and original book.” — Review of Reviews. 
“‘ The book is one of rare drollery, and the verses and pictures 

are capital of their kind.”—Saturday Review. 
“We strongly advise both parents and children to read the 
book.” — Guardian. 

“A truly delightful little book. . . . "Pall Mall Gazette. 
“ A tale full of jinks and merriment.”—Daily Chronicle. 
“The brightest, wittiest, and most logical fairy-tale we have 

read for a long time.” — Westminster Gazette. 
“Tts fun is of the sort that children revel in and ‘ grown-ups’ 

also relish, so spontaneous and irresistible is it.” 
Manchester Guardian. 

“A delightful extravaganza of the ‘Wonderland’ type, but by 
no means a slavish imitation.” —Glasgow Herald. 

“ Since ‘ Alice in Wonderland’ there has not been a book more 
calculated to become a favourite in the nursery.”—Bady.     

GOT HIM THIS TIME 
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THE BOOK OF WONDER VOYAGES. 

Edited with Introduction and Notes by JOSEPH JACOBS. 

Illustrated by J. D. BATTEN. 

Square demy 8vo, sumptuously printed in large clear type on 
specially manufactured paper, at the Ballantyne Press. With 
Photogravure Frontispiece, and many Full-page Illustrations 
and Designs inthe Text. Specially designed Cloth Cover, 6s. 

Contents.—The Argonauts—The Voyage of Maelduin—The 
Journeyings of Hasan of Bassorah to the Islands of Wak-Wak—. 
How Thorkill went to the Under World and Eric the Far- 
Travelled to Paradise. 

This, the latest of the volumes in whith Mr. Jacobs and Mr. 
Batten have collaborated with such admirable results, will be 
welcomed as heartily as its predecessors by the children of the 
English-speaking world. A specimen of Mr. Batten’s illustration 
7s appended. : 

    
    

  

W
S
O
 

M3
 

x y} 

N
U
T
S
 

Xi 
ce T
R



WORKS ILLUSTRATED BY MISS WINIFRED 
SMITH, Silver and Gold Medallist, South Kensington, 
Winner of the Princess of Wales’ Prize, etc. etc. 

CHILDREN’S SINGING GAMES, with the Tunes 
to which they are Sung. Collected and Edited by Aticz 
BeRTHA Gomme. Pictured in Black and White by WINIFRED 
SmiTH. ‘Two Series, each 3s. 6d. 

Charming albums in small oblong 
4to, printed on antique paper and 
bound in specially designed cloth 
cover, and serving equally for the nur- 
sery, the schoolroom, and the drawing- 
room. Mrs. Gomme, the first living 
authority on English games, has care- 
fully chosen the finest and most inter- 
esting of the old traditional singing 
games, has provided accurate text and 
music, has given precise directions for 
playing, and added notes pointing out 
the historical interests of these survivals 
of old world practices. The humour, 
spirit, and grace of Miss Winifred 
Smith’s drawings may be sufficiently 
gauged from the annexed specimens 
and from the following press notices. 

some Press Motices of “ Children’s 

Singing Games,” 

Baby.—' A delightful gift for little boys 
and girls. . . . Cannot fail to become quickly 
popular.” 

Fournal of Education.—' Most charmingly 
illustrated.” 

Saturday Review.—' A. truly fascinating 
book. .... It is hopeless to make a choice 
which is best. The traditional rhymes and 
music, so quaintly and prettily illustrated, 
with moreover so much humour and go in 

Za all the designs, are charming.” f 
A aa Scotsman.—' The picures mye Bless any- 

eae ae body who can appreciate delicate humour.” 
= Eu) BoERT eee The designs are witty, pretty, A : 
Anp. : {| and effective.” 

PCOR- JENNY ‘JONES | Sylvia’s Fournal— The illustrations are 
charming.” 
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NURSERY SONGS AND RHYMES OF ENGLAND. 
Pictured in Black and White by WinrIFRED SmITH. Small 
4to. Printed on hand-made paper. In specially designed 
cloth cover, 3s. 6d. 

Some Press WMotices of “Mursery Songs and Rbymes.” 

Literary World.—'' Delightfully illustrated.” 
Atheneum.— Very cleverly drawn and humorous designs.” 
Manchester Guardian.—' All the designs are very apt and suited to the 

comprehension of a child.”’ 
Scotsman.—' The designs are full of grace and fun, and give the book an 

artistic value not common in nursery literature.” 
Globe.—'' The drawings are distinctly amusing and sure to delight 

children.” } ; 
Star.—' Really a beautiful book. . . . Winifred Smith has revelled into 

old rhymes, and young and old alike will in their turn revel in the results 
of her artistic revelry.” 

Pali Mall Gazette.—‘No book of nursery rhymes has charmed us so 
much.” 

Magazine of Avt.—'' Quite a good book of its kind.” 
Woman.— Miss Smith’s drawings are now celebrated and are indeed 

very beautiful, decorative, and full of naive humour.” 

I0



WORKS BY MRS. ERNEST RADFORD. 

SONGS FOR SOMEBODY. Verses by DOLLIE 
Raprorp. Pictures by GERTRUDE BrapDLey. Square 
crown 8vo. Six plates printed in colour by EpmuND 
Evans, and 36 designs in monochrome. Coloured cover 
by Louis Davis. 3s. 6d. 

GOOD NIGHT. Verses by DOLLIE RADFORD. 
Designs by Louis Davis. Forty pages entirely designed by 
the artist and pulled on the finest and the thickest cartridge 
paper. Boards and canvas back with label, 2s. 6d. 

Some Press Motices, x 
Daily Chronicle As far as we know no one else sings quite like Mrs. 

Radford ; hers is a bird’s note—thin, high, with a sweet thrill init, and the 
thrill is a home thrill, a nest thrill:’”’ 
Commonwealth.‘ We have read with pure enjoyment Mrs. Radford’s 

slight but charming cycle of rhymes.” 
Star.— A tender spirit of motherhood inspires Mrs. Radford’s simple 

little songs.” 
Review of Reviews.—'‘ Very charming poems for children not unworthy 

even to be mentioned in the same breath with Stevenson’s ‘ Child’s Garden 
of Verses.’ ” 
Atheneum.— ‘Good Night’ is one of the daintiest little books we have 

seen for years. The verses are graceful and pretty, and the illustrations 
excellent. It will please both young and old.” 

’ Literary World.—‘' Charming little songs of childhood.” 
New Age.—'' Mrs. Radford is closely in touch with a child’s mind, and 

her ideal child is a nice, soft, loving little creature whom we all want to 
caress in our arms.” 

Artist.—'' Since Blake died never has a book been produced which can 
so truly be described as a labour of love to the artist as ‘Good Night.’” 

MEDIA-VAL LEGENDS. Being a Gift-Book to 
the Children of England, of Five Old-World Tales from 
France and Germany. Demy 8vo. Designed cloth cover, 
3s. 6d. 

Contents.—The Mysterious History of Melusina—The Story of 
fEsop—The Rhyme of the Seven Swabians—The Sweet and 
Touching Tale of Fleur and Blanchefleur—The Wanderings of 
Duke Ernest. 

Some Press WMotices. 
Saturday Review.—'' A capital selection of famous legends "' 
Times.—'' There can be no question as to the value of this gift.” 
Morning Post.—' Full of romantic incident, of perilous adventure by land 

and sea.”’ 
Guardian.— This delightful volume. . . . In all respects admirable.” 
World.—" An elegant and tasteful volume.’’ : 

{I



THE HAPPY PRINCE, and other Tales. By OSCAR 

WILDE. 116 pages, small 4to. Beautifully printed in old- 

faced type, on cream-laid paper, with wide margins. Bound 

in Japanese vellum cover, printed in red and black. With ~ 

three full-page Plates by WALTER CRANE, and eleven 

Vignettes by Jacoms Hoop. Second Edition. 3s. 6d. 

Some Press Wotices, 

’ Christian Leader.—' Beautiful exceedingly; charmingly devised—exqui- 

sitely told.” 

Universal Review.—‘' Heartily recommended.” 

Athenaum,—' Mr. Wilde possesses the gift of writing fairy tales in a rare 

degree.” Ae. 

Dublin Evening Mail." A beautiful book in every sense.” 

Glasgow Herald.—'' It is difficult to speak too highly of these tales.” 

For Christmas 1897, 

FAIRY TALES FROM THE FAR NORTH. By 

P. C. ASBJORNSEN. Translated by H. L. BrRa#xstap. With 

94 Illustrations by E. WERENSKIOLD, T. KITTELsEN, and H. 

_SINDING. Small 4to (“Wonder Voyages” size), beautifully 

printed at the Ballantyne Press on specially manufactured 

paper. Cloth, designed Cover. 6s. 

*,* The raciest and quaintest of stories, the most spirited 

and humorous of illustrations. 

THE GIANT CRAB, and other Tales from Old India. 
Retold by W. H. D. Rousse. Profusely Illustrated by W. 

RosBiInson. Square crown 8vo, beautifully printed at the 

Ballantyne Press on special paper. Designed cloth cover. 

3s. 6d. 

** Adaptation for English children of Tales from the Oldest 

Story Book in the world, the Jatakas, or Birth-stories of 

Buddha. 
12
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