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JACK & THE BEAN-STALK 

 

Once upon a time there was a poor widow who lived in a little cottage with her only son Jack. 

 

Jack was a giddy, thoughtless boy, but very kind-hearted and 

affectionate. There had been a hard winter, and after it the poor woman 

had suffered from fever and ague. Jack did no work as yet, and by 

degrees they grew dreadfully poor. The widow saw that there was no means 

of keeping Jack and herself from starvation but by selling her cow; so 

one morning she said to her son, "I am too weak to go myself, Jack, so 

you must take the cow to market for me, and sell her." Jack liked going 

to market to sell the cow very much; but as he was on the way, he met a 

butcher who had some beautiful beans in his hand. Jack stopped to look 

at them, and the butcher told the boy that they were of great value, and 

persuaded him to sell the cow for them! And Jack was so silly as to 

consent to this foolish bargain. 

 

When he brought them home to his mother instead of the money she 

expected for her nice cow, she was very vexed and shed many tears, 

scolding Jack for his folly. He was very sorry; but, he said, he might 

as well make the best of his bargain, so he put the seed-beans into the 

ground close by the side of the steep hill under shelter of which their 

cottage was built, and went to bed. The next morning when he got up, he 

found that the beans had grown, till the bean stalks reached right over 

the top of the hill, and were lost to his sight. Greatly surprised, he 

called his mother, and they both gazed in silent wonder at the 

bean-stalk, which was not only of great height, but was thick enough to 

bear Jack's weight. 

 

"I wonder where it goes?" said Jack to his mother; "I think I will climb up and see." 

 

His mother wished him not to venture up this strange ladder, but Jack coaxed her to give her 

consent to the attempt, for he was certain there must be something wonderful in the bean-stalk. 

 

Jack instantly began to climb, and went up and up on the ladder-like bean till every thing he had 

left behind him, the cottage, the village, and even the tall church tower, looked quite little, and 

still he did not see the top of the bean stalk. 

 

Jack felt a little tired, and thought for a moment that he would go back 

again; but he was a very persevering boy, and he knew that the way to 

succeed in anything is not to give up. So after resting for a moment he 

went on, and at last reached the top of the bean, and found himself in a 

beautiful country, finely wooded; and not far from the place where he 

had got off the bean-stalk stood a fine and strong castle. 
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Jack wondered very much that he had never heard of or seen this castle 

before; but when he reflected on the subject, he saw that it was as much 

separated from the village by the perpendicular rock on which it stood 

as if it were in another land. 

 

While Jack was standing looking at the castle, a very strange-looking 

woman came out of the wood and advanced towards him. 

 

Jack took off his hat to the old lady, and she said, pointing to the castle, "Boy, that castle belongs 

to you. A wicked giant killed your  father, and took it from your mother; try and win it back from 

the  monster who now has it." As she ceased speaking she suddenly  disappeared, and of course 

Jack knew she was a fairy. 

 

He was much surprised; however, he walked up to the castle door and 

knocked, and an old giantess came out. She did not wait till he spoke, 

but pulled him in at once, for she thought he would make a nice supper 

for her when her husband was asleep. Just at that moment, however, she 

heard the giant's step approaching, so she put Jack into a press, and 

told him to hide there, or the giant would eat him. As soon as the Ogre 

came in, he cried in a terrible voice 

 

   "Fee, fa, fie, fo, fum, 

   I smell the breath of an Englishman." 

 

"Oh!" said his wife, "there is nobody here. You only smell a crow that 

is flying over the chimney." Then the giant sat down to dinner, which 

was quite ready, and when he had eaten a whole sheep, he said, "Bring me 

my hen." 

 

The giantess brought a hen, and put it on the table before him, and then 

she went away. "Lay," said the giant to the hen, and she laid a golden 

egg. Jack could see quite plainly through a little hole which he had 

bored in the door. Three times the giant said "Lay," and each time the 

hen laid a solid gold egg. Then the Ogre, being drowsy, shut his eyes, 

and soon snored very loudly. Directly Jack found that the giant was 

asleep, he stole out of the press, caught up the hen, ran out of the 

room, opened the door of the castle, which the giant had left ajar, and 

descended the bean-stalk as fast as he could go. His mother was glad to 

see him again, and much surprised at seeing the hen, which laid them 

three gold eggs every day. Jack's mother took them to the next town and 

sold them, and soon grew quite rich. Some time afterwards Jack made 

another journey up the bean-stalk to the giant's castle; but first he 

dyed his hair and disguised himself. The old woman did not know him 

again, and dragged him in as she had done before to eat him by-and-by; 

but once more she heard her husband coming and hid him in the press, not 
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thinking that it was the same boy who had stolen the hen. She put him into the same press, and 

bade him stay quite still there, or the giant would eat him. 

Then the giant came in, saying: 

 

   "Fee, fa, fie, fo, fum, 

   I smell the breath of an Englishman." 

 

"Oh!" said his wife, "it is only the cowherd, who has just been here. We cannot spare him for 

your dinner." 

 

Then the giant sat down, and when he had eaten half an ox, he told his 

wife to bring his money-bags to him. She instantly went and fetched two large bags full of gold; 

and then left him to go about her usual house-work. 

 

The Ogre counted out the gold twice over, and then put it into the bags 

and tied them up. In a few minutes Jack heard him snore. He directly 

crept out of the press, seized the bags, and hurrying out of the castle, 

carried them home quite safely. Jack's mother was glad to see him safe 

at home again, and for a long time she would not let him go up the 

bean-stalk; but Jack knew he had not yet obeyed the fairy's command to 

win back the castle, so after a time he set off once more on this 

adventure, and tapped again at the castle door. 

 

The giantess, who was very stupid, did not know him again, but she 

stopped a minute before she took him in. She feared another robbery; but  Jack's fresh cheeks 

looked so tempting that she could not resist him,  and so she bade him come in. 

 

But at that moment she heard her husband's step approaching. 

 

Afraid of losing her supper, the Ogress at once shut Jack in the press; and she had hardly hidden 

him when the giant came in, saying as usual, 

 

   "Fee, fa, fie, fo, fum, 

   I smell the blood of an Englishman." 

 

"Oh no!" said his wife, "it is only the shepherd, who has been up with a 

sheep for your dinner." 

 

The giant sat down, and when he had eaten a whole sheep he said, "I 

should like some music; bring me my harp." 

 

The Ogress went and brought a golden harp to him, set it on the table, and went away. Then the 

Ogre said, "Play," to the harp, and it played so delightfully that Jack was charmed. 

 

By-and-by, however, the giant snored so loud that he could not hear the 

music; and Jack quickly stole out, and seizing the harp, ran away with 
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it. But the harp was a fairy belonging to the giant, and as Jack ran, it 

cried out, "Master! Master!" The giant woke up slowly and rushed after 

Jack, but the boy was very nimble and outran him. You may imagine how 

fast Jack went down the bean-stalk this time, hearing all the while 

the tramp of the giant's feet behind him. 

 

Just as he reached the bottom he saw the Ogre looking down on him. 

 

The next moment his great feet were on the bean-stalk. 

 

"Mother, mother! bring me the axe," cried Jack. 

 

His mother hastened with it, and just as the giant was half way down the bean-stalk, Jack 

succeeded in chopping it in halves; the lower half fell; the upper half swung away, and the giant, 

losing his hold, fell heavily to the ground on his head and broke his neck. 

 

The same moment the fairy again stood beside Jack, and touching the broken bean-stalk was 

turned into a flight of broad, easy steps. 

 

"Go up," she said, "and take possession of your own home, so long kept from you. The Ogress is 

dead, and there is no more danger. You have been  brave and good. May you be happy." 

 

Jack thanked the fairy very warmly for her aid, and she again departed to Fairyland, after 

explaining to Jack that she had been the butcher who sold him the beans. 

 

 

 

TOM THUMB 

 

In the days of good king Arthur there lived a countryman and his wife who, though they had 

plenty to eat and to drink, and a very comfortable cottage to live in, were not at all happy. 

 

They had no children, and they both wished very much for a baby. The 

wife was often in tears when her husband was out at work and she was all 

alone, because she had not an infant to take care of and nurse. One day, 

as she sat weeping by herself, more than usually sad, she said aloud, 

"If I only had a dear little baby, I should not care what it was like. I 

should be thankful for one if it were _no bigger than my husband's 

thumb_." 

 

Now it happened that the Queen of the Fairies was passing by, though the 

poor woman could not see her, and as she knew the farmer's wife was kind 

to the poor and likely to be a good mother, she thought she would grant her wish. 

 

So about an hour or two afterwards the woman was much surprised to see 

standing by the table a very beautiful lady, dressed splendidly, with a 
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glittering star on her forehead and a wand in her right hand, with a 

gem of great brilliancy at the top of it. But what delighted the woman 

most of all was a tiny cradle, made of a walnut shell, lined with 

velvet, in which lay the prettiest baby ever seen, but it was only just 

as large as a man's thumb. "See," said the fairy, "your wish is granted. 

Here is a baby for you. Take care of it; it is your own." The woman did 

not know how to thank the fairy enough; she was so delighted, and the 

queen went away quite pleased at having given so much happiness. 

 

Before the fairy went away, however, she gave the woman a little shirt of spider's web and a 

doublet of thistle-down for the baby. 

 

When the farmer came home he was very much pleased. He invited all his 

friends to the christening, and the child was named "Tom," after him, 

and "Thumb," because he was no bigger than one. 

 

The baby was very well, and merry, and grew, of course; but still it was very small. 

 

However, at last Tom thought himself quite a great boy, and begged his mother to make him a 

little suit of clothes, and she made him one; but with a great deal of trouble, they were so small. 

 

Tom was very often in mischief. He was so small that his mother used to put him on the table to 

play; and once she found him in the salt-box. 

 

One day she was making a plum-pudding, and Tom stood by the side of the basin, and peeped 

over the edge; but he could not see into it very well, 

and while his mother was gone for some more flour, he drew himself up on  the edge of the 

basin. Alas! he fell in and disappeared in the wet pudding, which for poor Tom was a huge 

morass. 

 

Tom would have cried out, but the pudding stuck his lips together, and 

his mother not missing him, stirred him up in the mixture, and put it 

and him into the pot. Tom no sooner felt the hot water than he danced 

about like mad; the woman was nearly frightened out of her wits to see 

the pudding come out of the pot and jump about, and she was glad to give 

it to a tinker who was passing that way. The tinker took the pudding and 

put it into a cloth, to carry it home to his family, who seldom tasted 

such a good dish. 

 

But by-and-by, as he was climbing over a stile, he happened to squeeze 

it, and Tom, who had made quite an arch over his own head in the dry 

pudding by this time, cried out from the middle of it, "Hallo, Pickens!" 

which so terrified the tinker that he let the pudding drop in the field 

and scampered off as fast as he could. The pudding fell to pieces in the 

fall, and Tom, creeping out, went home to his mother, whom he found in 

great trouble, because she could not find him. 
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After this accident, Tom's mother never let him stay near her while she 

was cooking, but she was obliged to take him with her when she went out 

milking, for she dared not trust the little man in the house alone. 

 

A few days after his escape from the pudding, Tom went, with his mother, 

into the fields to milk the cows, and for fear he should be blown away 

by the wind, she tied him to a thistle with a small piece of thread. 

 

Very soon after, a cow eat up the thistle and swallowed Tom Thumb. His 

mother was in sad grief again; but Tom scratched and kicked in the cow's 

throat till she was glad to throw him out of her mouth again, and he was 

not at all hurt; but his mother became very anxious about her small son, 

who now gave her a great deal of trouble. Sometimes he fell into the 

milk-pail and was nearly drowned in the milk; once he was nearly killed 

by an angry chicken, and another time had a narrow escape from a cat. 

 

One day Tom went ploughing with his father, who gave him a whip made of 

a barley straw, to drive the oxen with; but an eagle, flying by, caught 

him up in his beak, and carried him to the top of a great giant's 

castle, and dropped him on the leads. The giant was walking on the 

battlements and thought at first that it was a foreign bird which lay at 

his feet, but soon seeing that it was a small man, he picked Tom up with 

his finger and thumb, and put the poor little creature into his great 

mouth, but the fairy dwarf scratched the roof of the giant's mouth, and 

bit his great tongue, and held on by his teeth till the ogre, in a 

passion, took him out again and threw him over into the sea, which ran 

beneath the castle walls. Here a very large fish swallowed him up directly. 

 

Tom did not at all like swimming about in the fish, but by-and-by he 

felt it drawn upwards, and guessed at once that it was caught. And so it 

was; and being a very large fish, the fisherman thought it would make a 

good present for his beloved King Arthur. So he took it to the palace 

and begged the king to accept it. 

 

King Arthur was pleased with the poor man's affection, and ordered the 

fish to be carried to the kitchen and cooked for his own dinner. The 

fisherman took it to the cook, who admired it very much, but said it was 

very heavy. Then he laid it on a table and began to cut it open. You may  imagine how he 

jumped with fear and wonder when Tom Thumb slipped out of the fish! 

 

The cook's cries brought the other servants, and soon everybody near ran 

to behold this wonder--the tiny man who came out of the fish. 

 

Tom begged for some water to wash himself, and when he was clean, the courtiers thought him 

so pretty and such a marvel that they ran to tell the king about him. 
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Arthur was very much surprised; but he desired them to send the little 

man up after dinner to see him, and the Court tailor made haste at once 

to get ready a Court suit for Tom, which did not take him long to 

make; there were so few stitches in it! 

 

As soon as the king's great punch-bowl was set on the royal table, Tom 

Thumb was carried to see the monarch, who was delighted with the little 

man. Tom walked on the King's hand, and danced on the Queen's. He became 

a great favourite with Arthur, who made him a knight. Such is the 

wonderful history of Tom Thumb, who did much good when he grew older, 

and thus proved that however small people are, they may be of use in the 

world. He was good and kind to his parents, and to everybody; and the 

old ballad says,-- 

 

   "Such were his deeds and noble acts 

     In Arthur's court there shone, 

   As like in all the world beside 

     Was hardly seen or known." 

 

 

 

 

 

THE ADVENTURES OF SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON, WHO WAS THREE TIMES 

LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 

And the Surprising History of his 

CAT, 

TO WHICH IS ADDED 

The Caledonian, A Poem. 

 

THE HISTORY OF WHITTINGTON. 

Dick Whittington was a very little boy when his father and mother died; little indeed, that he 

never knew them, nor the place where he was born. He strolled about the country as ragged as a 

colt, till he met with a waggoner who was going to London, and who gave him leave to walk all 

the way by the side of his waggon without paying anything for his passage, which pleased little 

Whittington very much, as he wanted to see London badly, for he had heard that the streets were 

paved with gold, and he was willing to get a bushel of it; but how great was his disappointment, 

poor boy! when he saw the streets covered with dirt instead of gold, and found himself in a 

strange place, without a friend, without food, and without money. 
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Though the waggoner was so charitable as to let him walk up by the side of the waggon for 

nothing, he took care not to know him when he came to town, and the poor boy was, in a little 

time, so cold and so hungry that he wished himself in a good kitchen and by a warm fire in the 

country. 

In this distress he asked charity of several people, and one of them bid him "Go to work for an 

idle rogue." "That I will," says Whittington, "with all my heart; I will work for you if you will let 

me." 

The man, who thought this favoured of wit and impertinence (tho' the poor lad intended only to 

show his readiness to work), gave him a blow with a stick which broke his head so that the blood 

ran down. In this situation, and fainting for want of food, he laid himself down at the door of one 

Mr. Fitzwarren, a merchant, where the cook saw him, and, being an ill-natured hussey, ordered 

him to go about his business or she would scald him. At this time Mr. Fitzwarren came from the 

Exchange, and began also to scold at the poor boy, bidding him to go to work. 

Whittington answered that he should be glad to work if any body would employ him, and that he 

should be able if he could get some victuals to eat, for he had had nothing for three days, and he 

was a poor country boy, and knew nobody, and nobody would employ him. 

He then endeavoured to get up, but he was so very weak that he fell down again, which excited 

so much compassion in the merchant that he ordered the servants to take him in and give him 

some meat and drink, and let him help the cook to do any dirty work that she had to set him 

about. People are too apt to reproach those who beg with being idle, but give themselves no 

concern to put them in the way of getting business to do, or considering whether they are able to 

do it, which is not charity. 

"Think of this ye affluent, 

And when the overplus of your fortunes disturb 

Your minds, think how little stops the lash of penury, 

And makes the wretched happy!" 

I remember a circumstance of this sort, which Sir William Thompson told my father with tears in 

his eyes, and it is so affecting that I shall never forget it: 

 

STORY OF SIR WILLIAM THOMPSON. 

"When Sir William Thompson was in the plantation abroad, one of his friends told him he had an 

indentured servant whom he had just bought, that was his countryman and a lusty man; 'but he is 

so idle,' says he, 'that I cannot get him to work.' 'Aye,' says Sir William, 'let me see him.' 

Accordingly they walked out together and found the man sitting on a heap of stones. Upon this 

Sir William, after enquiring about his country, asked why he did not go out to work. 'I am not 

able,' answered the man. 'Not able?' says Sir William, 'I am sure you look very well; give him a 

few stripes.' Upon this the planter struck him several times, but the poor man still kept his seat. 
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"Then they left him to look over the plantation, exclaiming against his obstinacy all the way they 

went; but how surprised were they, on their return, to find the poor man fallen from off the place 

where he had been sitting, and dead! 'The cruelty,' says Sir William, 'of my ordering the poor 

man to be beaten while in the agonies of death lies always next my heart. It is what I shall never 

forget, and will for ever prevent my judging rashly of people who appear in distress. How do we 

know what our children may come to? The Lord have mercy upon the poor, and defend them 

from the proud, the inconsiderate, and the avaricious." 

But we return to Whittington: who would have lived happy in this worthy family had he not been 

bumped about by the cross cook, who must be always roasting or basting, and when the spit was 

still employed her hands upon poor Whittington! 'till Miss Alice, his master's daughter, was 

informed of it, and then she took compassion on the poor boy, and made the servants treat him 

kindly. 

Besides the crossness of the cook, Whittington had another difficulty to get over before he could 

be happy. He had, by order of his master, a flock-bed placed for him in a garret, where there 

were such a number of rats and mice that often ran over the poor boy's nose and disturbed him in 

his sleep. After some time, however, a gentleman, who came to his master's house, gave 

Whittington a penny for brushing his shoes. This he put into his pocket, being determined to lay 

it out to the best advantage; and the next day, seeing a woman in the street with a cat under her 

arm, he ran up to know the price of it. The woman (as the cat was a good mouser) asked a deal of 

money for it, but on Whittington's telling her he had but a penny in the world, and that he wanted 

a cat sadly, she let him have it. 

This cat Whittington concealed in the garret, for fear she should be beat about by his mortal 

enemy the cook, and here she soon killed or frightened away the rats and mice, so that the poor 

boy could now sleep as sound as a top. 

Soon after this the merchant, who had a ship ready to sail, called for his servants, as his custom 

was, in order that each of them might venture something to try their luck; and whatever they sent 

was to pay neither freight nor custom, for he thought justly that God Almighty would bless him 

the more for his readiness to let the poor partake of his fortune. "He that giveth to the poor 

lendeth to the Lord, who will return it seventy-fold." 

All the servants appeared but poor Whittington, who, having neither money nor goods, could not 

think of sending anything to try his luck; but his good friend Miss Alice, thinking his poverty 

kept him away, ordered him to be called. 

She then offered to lay down something for him, but the merchant told his daughter that would 

not do, it must be something of his own. Upon which poor Whittington said he had nothing but a 

cat which he bought for a penny that was given him. "Fetch thy cat, boy," said the merchant, 

"and send her." Whittington brought poor puss and delivered her to the captain, with tears in his 

eyes, for he said he should now be disturbed by the rats and mice as much as ever. All the 

company laughed at the adventure but Miss Alice, who pitied the poor boy, and gave him 

something to buy another cat. 
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While puss was beating the billows at sea, poor Whittington was severely beaten at home by his 

tyrannical mistress the cook, who used him so cruelly, and made such game of him for sending 

his cat to sea, that at last the poor boy determined to run away from his place, and, having packed 

up the few things he had, he set out very early in the morning on All-Hallows day. He travelled 

as far as Holloway, and there sat down on a stone to consider what course he should take; but 

while he was thus ruminating, Bow bells, of which there were only six, began to ring; and he 

thought their sounds addressed him in this manner: 

"Turn again, Whittington, 

Lord Mayor of great London." 

"Lord Mayor of London!" said he to himself; "what would not one endure to be Lord Mayor of 

London, and ride in such a fine coach? Well, I'll go back again, and bear all the pummelling and 

ill-usage of Cicely rather than miss the opportunity of being Lord Mayor!" So home he went, and 

happily got into the house and about his business before Mrs. Cicely made her appearance. 

We must now follow Miss Puss to the coast of Africa, to that coast where Dido expired for loss 

of Ænus (sic). How perilous are voyages at sea, how uncertain the winds and the waves, and how 

many accidents attend a naval life! 

The ship, which had the cat on board, was long beaten at sea, and at last, by contrary winds, 

driven on a part of the coast of Barbary which was inhabited by Moors, unknown to the English. 

These people received our countrymen with civility, and therefore the captain, in order to trade 

with them, shewed them the patterns of the goods he had on board, and sent some of them to the 

king of the country, who was so well pleased that he sent for the captain and the factor to his 

palace, which was about a mile from the sea. Here they were placed, according to the custom of 

the country, on rich carpets, flowered with gold and silver; and the king and queen being seated 

at the upper end of the room, dinner was brought in, which consisted of many dishes; but no 

sooner were the dishes put down but an amazing number of rats and mice came from all quarters, 

and devoured all the meat in an instant. The factor, in surprise, turned round to the nobles and 

asked "If these vermin were not offensive?" "O yes," said they, "very offensive; and the king 

would give half his treasure to be freed of them, for they not only destroy his dinner, as you see, 

but they assault him in his chamber, and even in bed, so that he is obliged to be watched while he 

is sleeping for fear of them." 

The factor jumped for joy; he remembered poor Whittington and his cat, and told the king he had 

a creature on board the ship that would despatch all these vermin immediately. The king's heart 

heaved so high at the joy which this news gave him that his turban dropped off his head. "Bring 

this creature to me," says he; "vermin are dreadful in a court, and if she will perform what you 

say, I will load your ship with gold and jewels in exchange for her." The factor, who knew his 

business, took this opportunity to set forth the merits of Miss Puss. He told his majesty "That it 

would be inconvenient to part with her, as, when she was gone, the rats and mice might destroy 

the goods in the ship—but to oblige his majesty he would fetch her." "Run, run," said the queen; 

"I am impatient to see the dear creature." 
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Away flew the factor, while another dinner was providing, and returned with the cat just as the 

rats and mice were devouring that also. He immediately put down Mrs. Puss, who killed a great 

number of them. 

The king rejoiced greatly to see his old enemies destroyed by so small a creature, and the queen 

was highly pleased, and desired the cat might be brought near that she might look at her. Upon 

which the factor called "Pussy, pussy, pussy," and she came to him. He then presented her to the 

queen, who started back, and was afraid to touch a creature who had made such a havoc among 

the rats and mice; however, when the factor stroked the cat and called "Pussy, pussy," the queen 

also touched her and cried "Putty, putty," for she had not learned English. 

He then put her down on the queen's lap, where she, purring, played with her majesty's hand, and 

then sung herself to sleep. 

The king having seen the exploits of Mrs. Puss, and being informed that she was with young, and 

would stock the whole country, bargained with the captain and factor for the whole ship's cargo, 

and then gave them ten times as much for the cat as all the rest amounted to. With which, taking 

leave of their majesties, and other great personages at court, they sailed with a fair wind for 

England, whither we must now attend them. 

The morn had scarcely dawned when Mr. Fitzwarren stole from the bed of his beloved wife, to 

count over the cash, and settle the business for that day. He had just entered the compting-house, 

and seated himself at the desk, when somebody came, tap, tap, at the door. "Who's there?" says 

Mr. Fitzwarren. "A friend," answered the other. "What friend can come at this unseasonable 

time?" "A real friend is never unseasonable," answered the other. "I come to bring you good 

news of your ship Unicorn." The merchant bustled up in such an hurry that he forgot his gout; 

instantly opened the door, and who should be seen waiting but the captain and factor, with a 

cabinet of jewels, and a bill of lading, for which the merchant lifted up his eyes and thanked 

heaven for sending him such a prosperous voyage. Then they told him the adventures of the cat, 

and shewed him the cabinet of jewels which they had brought for Mr. Whittington. Upon which 

he cried out with great earnestness, but not in the most poetical manner,—  

"Go, send him in, and tell him of his fame, 

And call him Mr. Whittington by name."  

It is not our business to animadvert upon these lines; we are not critics, but historians. It is 

sufficient for us that they are the words of Mr. Fitzwarren; and though it is beside our purpose, 

and perhaps not in our power to prove him a good poet, we shall soon convince the reader that he 

was a good man, which was a much better character; for when some, who were present, told him 

that this treasure was too much for such a poor boy as Whittington, he said, "God forbid that I 

should deprive him or a penny; it is his own, and he shall have it to a farthing." He then ordered 

Mr. Whittington in, who was at this time cleaning the kitchen, and would have excused himself 

from going into the compting-house, saying, the room was rubbed, and his shoes were dirty and 

full of hob-nails. The merchant, however, made him come in, and ordered a chair to be set for 

him. Upon which, thinking they intended to make sport of him, as had been too often the case in 

the kitchen, he besought his master not to mock a poor simple fellow, who intended them no 
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harm, but let him go about his business. The merchant, taking him by the hand, said, "Indeed, 

Mr. Whittington, I am in earnest with you, and sent for you to congratulate you on your great 

success. Your cat has procured you more money than I am worth in the world, and may you long 

enjoy it and be happy." 

At length, being shown the treasure, and convinced by them that all of it belonged to him, he fell 

upon his knees and thanked the Almighty for his providential care of such a poor and miserable 

creature. He then laid all the treasure at his master's feet, who refused to take any part of it, but 

told him he heartily rejoiced at his prosperity, and hoped the wealth he had acquired would be a 

comfort to him, and would make him happy. He then applied to his mistress, and to his good 

friend Miss Alice, who refused to take any part of the money, but told him she heartily rejoiced 

at his good success, and wished him all imaginable felicity. He then gratified the captain, factor, 

and the ship's crew, for the care they had taken of his cargo. He likewise distributed presents to 

all the servants in the house, not forgetting even his old enemy the cook, though she little 

deserved it. 

After this Mr. Fitzwarren advised Mr. Whittington to send for the necessary people and dress 

himself like a gentleman, and made him the offer of his house to live in till he could provide 

himself with a better. 

Now it came to pass that when Mr. Whittington's face was washed, his hair curled, and dressed 

in a rich suit of clothes, that he turned out a genteel young fellow; and, as wealth contributes 

much to give a man confidence, he in a little time dropped that sheepish behaviour which was 

principally occasioned by a depression of spirits, and soon grew a sprightly and good companion, 

insomuch that Miss Alice, who had formerly seen him with an eye of compassion, now viewed 

him with other eyes, which perhaps was in some measure occasioned by his readiness to oblige 

her, and by continually making her presents of such things that he thought would be most 

agreeable. 

When her father perceived they had this good liking for each other he proposed a match between 

them, to which both parties cheerfully consented, and the Lord Mayor, Court of Aldermen, 

Sheriffs, the Company of Stationers, and a number of eminent merchants attended the ceremony, 

and were elegantly treated at an entertainment made for that purpose. 

History further relates that they lived very happy, had several children, and died at a good old 

age. Mr. Whittington served Sheriff of London in the year 1340, and was three times Lord 

Mayor. In the last year of his mayoralty he entertained King Henry V. and his Queen, after his 

conquest of France, upon which occasion the King, in consideration of Whittington's merit, said, 

"Never had prince such a subject;" which being told to Whittington at the table, he replied 

"Never had subject such a king." His Majesty, out of respect to his good character, conferred the 

honour of knighthood on him soon after. 

Sir Richard many years before his death constantly fed a great number of poor citizens, built a 

church and a college to it, with a yearly allowance for poor scholars, and near it erected an 

hospital. He also built Newgate for criminals, and gave liberally to St. Bartholomew's Hospital 

and other public charities. 



17 

 

Two old houses in London, which were pulled down at the beginning of the present century, 

have been associated with the name of Whittington, but there is no evidence that he really dwelt 

in either of them. One ruinous building in Sweedon's Passage, Grub Street, engravings of which 

will be found in J.T. Smith's Topography of London, was pulled down in 1805, and five houses 

built on its site. A tablet was then set up, on which was an inscription to the effect that the house 

had been called Gresham House, and that Whittington once inhabited it. 

The magnificent house which stood in Hart Street, Crutched Friars, a few doors from Mark Lane, 

is said to have been called Whittington's palace in the old leases, but this is the only evidence in 

favour of the popular belief. The front was elaborately carved in oak, the work of a much later 

date than that of Whittington. The decoration is attributed to the latter part of the reign of Henry 

VIII., and on the ceiling among other forms was that of a cat's head, from which possibly the 

tradition of its having been the residence of Whittington arose. There was a popular superstition 

that the cat's eyes followed the visitor as he walked about the room. This house was taken down 

in 1801, but both it and the house in Sweedon's Passage were reproduced in the interesting Old 

London Street at the International Health Exhibition of 1884. 

 

 

THE  FAMOUS AND REMARKABLE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON, THREE 

TIMES LORD MAYOR OF LONDON: 

who lived in the time of King Henry the Fifth in the year 1419, with all the Remarkable 

Passages, and things of note, which happened in his time: with his Life and Death. 

WRITTEN BY T. H. 

Printed by W. Thackeray and T. Passinger. 

Courteous Reader,—I here present unto thee no strange or forreign news, no imagination, or vain 

conceit of poetical fiction; neither do I tell thee of Gallagantua or of the Red Rose Knight, nor 

such like stories; but I here offer to thy view a true pattern of humility; being the glory of our 

Kingdom, and raised to Honour by desert; the title tells you that it is the life and death of Richard 

Whittington, who for his clemency and understanding was three times chosen Lord Mayor of the 

Honourable City of London, who always acknowledged his beginning to be of mean and low 

rank; yet he was beloved of the King for his fidelity and trust, as may appear in larger volumes, 

and the entertainment that he gave at his own house to his Soveraign at several times: his bounty 

upon all occasions, when the King wanted his purse; his love to the City and Commons; which 

are not to be buried in oblivion, but rather to be proclaimed as living monuments to all people of 

what condition soever, to animate them never to be dejected though never so poor, as the story 

will more at large declare; all which happened in the days of our forefathers, and very probable it 

may be for us to believe; if we will not give credit to former historians who will give the like to 

us in future ages: read it through, and you will find something worthy of note, and thou shall do 

thy self some pleasure and me a high favour.     Vale. 
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The saying is not so old as true, He that refuseth to buy counsel cheap shall buy repentance dear; 

neither let any work [mock?] a man in his misery, but rather beware by him how to avoid the like 

misfortune; if thou intend to do any good, defer it not till the next day, for thou knowest not what 

may happen over night to prevent thee. Behold thyself in a looking glass, if thou appearest 

beautiful do such things as may become thy beauty; but if thou seem foul or deformed, let the 

actions of thy life make good that splendor which thy face lacketh. Tell not thy mind to every 

man, make thy self indebted to no man, be friend to few men, be courteous to all men, let thy wit 

be thy friend, thy mind thy companion, thy tongue thy servant, let vertue be thy life, valour thy 

love, honour thy fame and heaven thy felicity. These (Reader) be good documents for thee to 

follow, and I am now to present thee with a worthy president to imitate; observe his beginning, 

forget not the middle passage of his life, and thou wilt no question crown his head. He that made 

all things of nothing can of a little make much, and multiply a mite into a magazine, as will 

easily appear by the succeeding history. 

This Richard Whittington was so obscurely born that he could scarcely give account of his 

parents or kindred, and being almost starved in the country, necessity compelled him up to 

London, hoping to find more charity in the town than in the country: to beg he was ashamed, to 

steal he did abhor: two days he spent in gaping upon the shops and gazing upon the buildings 

feeding his eyes but starving his stomach. At length meer faintness compell'd him to rest himself 

upon a bench before a merchant's gate, where he not long sat but the owner of the house having 

occasion of business into the town finding him a poor simple fellow, and thinking that he had no 

more within him than appeared without, demanded of him why he loytered there, and being able 

to work for his living did not apply himself unto some lawful calling, threatning him at the first 

with the stocks and the whipping-post; but the poor man, after the making of some plain leggs 

and courtesie, desired him to pardon him, and told him that he was a dejected man, who desired 

any imployment, and that no pains how mean or course (sic) soever could seem tedious or 

burthensome unto him, so he might but find some good master, by whose charity he might 

relieve his present necessity: for his great ambition was but to keep his body from nakedness and 

his stomach from hunger, and told him withal how long it was since he had tasted meat or drink. 

The worthy merchant seeing him of a personable body, and an ingenious aspect howsoever both 

were clouded under a rustick habit, began somewhat to commiserate his estate, and knocking for 

a servant had him take in that fellow and give him such victuals as the house for the present 

afforded, and at his return he would have further conference with him. The servant did as he was 

commanded and took him in. 

The merchant went then to the Exchange, which was then in Lumber Street, about his affairs; in 

which intrim (sic) poor Whittington was hied into the kitchin to warm himself, for faintness by 

reason of hunger and cold (for it was then in the winter time) had quite rob'd him of his colour. 

Meat was set before him in plenty, and being bred in the country, as the proverb goeth, He fed 

like a farmer, and having satisfied himself sufficiently and warm'd him to the full, a fresh colour 

began to come into his cheeks: at which the Merchant's daughter (hearing of a new come guest) 

came into the kitchin, and began to question him of divers things concerning the country, to all 

which he gave her such modest and sensible answers that she took a great liking unto him, and so 

left him. 
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Dinner time came, and Master Fitzwarren (for so was the merchant called) came home with a 

good stomach, and brought a friend or two with him from the Exchange; down they sat to meat, 

and had speech of many things at the table; meanwhile the servants were set also at dinner, who 

would needs have Whittington, though he had so lately broke his fast, to keep them company, 

some of them delighting in his country speech, others deriding his supposed simplicity. 

But to come to the purpose, the table being withdrawn in the parlour, and the guests departed, 

and Master Fitzwarren and his daughter left alone, she being of a good and gentle disposition, 

began to commend his charity concerning the poor man whom he relieved that morning, to 

whom he answered, God-a-mercy daughter, thou hast done well to remember me, such a one I 

sent indeed, but have my servants done as I commanded them? and where is he now? who 

answered him, that she had given order he should stay dinner, and not depart the house till he 

himself had further spoken with him. At which they both went unto the Hall, and called the 

fellow before them; who appeared unto them with such a bashful humility that it seemed to them 

both to beg a charity; some language past betwixt them concerning him, which gave them 

content; at length they bid him retire himself. 

When the father and the daughter had some private conference concerning him she urged him to 

entertain him into his house, and that there would be some employment for him, either to run or 

to go of errands or else to do some drudgery in the kitchin, as making of fires, scouring kettles, 

turning the spit, and the like: To whom the father reply'd that indeed his work might be worth his 

meat, but he had no lodging to spare, and she again answered that there were garrets in the house 

that were put to no use at all, and in one of them he might conveniently be lodged and put the 

house to no trouble at all. 

Well at length he was admitted, and made a member of the family, in which he demeaned 

himself so well by his willingness to run or go or do any service how mean so ever that he had 

got the good will of all the whole houshold, only the kitchin maid being a curst quean, and 

knowing him to be an under servant to her, domineered over him and used him very coursely and 

roughly, of which he would never complain, though he had cause enough. The garret in which he 

lay, by reason it had been long unfrequented, was troubled with rats and mice, insomuch that he 

could not sleep in the night but they ran over his face, and much disturb'd him in his rest: to 

prevent which having got a penny either for going of an errand, or for making clean boots or 

shooes or the like, with that he bought a young cat which he kept in his garret, and whatsoever he 

had from the reversion of the servants table he would be sure to reserve part for her, because he 

had found by experience that she had rid him of the former inconveniences. 

The History tells us that this merchant, Master Hugh Fitzwarren, was so generous that he never 

adventured any ship to sea but he would have his daughter, his cashire, and every one of his 

servants, whar (sic) or whatsoever, to put in something, and to adventure with him, and 

according to that proportion which they could spare, every one received to a token at the return 

of the ship. His daughter she began, the rest followed, and the servants borrowed out of their 

wages everyone according to their abilities, and when they all had done Whittington was 

remembered and called for, and his master telling him the custome of his home, asked him what 

he had to hazard in this adventure, who replyed again, he was a poor man, and had nothing in the 

world saving the cloaths upon his back, but for money he had none at all: then his daughter drew 
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out her purse and told her father, that for his servant Whittington she would lay down whatsoever 

he would desire. Who answered again, that what she had spoke was nothing to the purpose; for 

whatsoever was ventured in that kind must be out of ones proper goods and chattels, and again 

demanded of him if he had anything he could call his own to put to hazard, and charged him 

deeply concerning that point, who making some unnecessary leggs, told him that he had nothing 

which he could call his saving a cat, which he had bought with his penny, which he could not 

spare because she had done him so many good offices, and told them every circumstance before, 

related, which when the merchant heard he told him that he should venture that commodity and 

none else, and charged him to fetch her instantly (for the ship which was called the Unicorn) was 

fallen down as low as Blackwal and all their lading was already had aboard. Whittington 

although unwilling to part from so good a companion yet being forced by his masters command 

by whom he had his subsistence he brought her and (not without tears) delivered her to his factor 

who was partly glad of her, by reason they were troubled with mice and rats in the ship, which 

not only spoyled their victuals but damaged their wares and commodities. 

I must leave the cat upon her voyage at sea and honest Whittington on land, who by that cursed 

quean the kitchin maid was so beaten and abused that he was as weary of his life as of his 

service: for she (usurping upon his plainness and modesty) would be quarrelling with him, upon 

every small or no occasion at all; sometimes beating him with the broom, sometimes laying him 

over the shoulders with a laddle, the spit or what came next to her hands, being of so dogged a 

disposition that she still continued her cruelty towards him, and therefore he resolved with 

himself to run away, and for that purpose he had bundled up those few clothes which he had, and 

before day broke was got as far as Bunhill, and then he sat down to consider with himself what 

course he were best to take; where by chance (it being all-hallows day) a merry peal from Bow 

Church began to ring, and as he apprehended they were tun'd to this ditty,— 

Turn again Whittington, Lord Mayor of London, 

Turn again Whittington, Lord Mayor of London. 

 

This took such a great impression in him, that finding how early it was, and that he might yet 

come back in his masters house before any of the family were stirring, he resolved to go back, 

and found every thing according to his own wishes and desires, insomuch that when the 

household were up none could challenge him to have been missing. And thus he continued as 

before in his first plainness and honesty, well beloved of all save the kitchin drudge; I come now 

to tell you what became of his adventure. 

It so hapned that this goodly ship Unicorn was by contrary gusts and bad weather driven upon 

the utmost coast of Barbary, where never any Englishman (or scarce any Christian) had ever 

traded before, where they showed their commodities and offered them to be vended. The Moors 

came down in multitudes, much taken with the beauty of their ship, for they had never seen any 

of that bigness or burthen before, but when they had taken a serious view of their commodities as 

hatchets, knives and looking-glasses, fish-hooks, &c. but especially their cloth and kersies of 

several sizes and colours, they brought them gold in abundance for it was more plentiful with 

them then (sic) lead or copper with us. 
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Presently the news was carryed to the king who sent some of his chief nobility to bring him some 

sorts of every commodity that was aboard, which when he saw they pleased him highly, sending 

for the master and merchants factor to court. He at their own rate bargained with them for their 

whole lading, nor would he suffer them to depart till he had feasted them royally. 

Now the fashion of the Moors is not to sit at the table as the custom is among us, but to have a 

rich carpet spread upon the ground, and when the meal or banquet is served in, as well the king 

himself as the rest sit round about cross-legg'd as taylors commonly used to do upon their shop-

boards, and in that manner our English are set at the king's banquet, but the meal was no sooner 

served in but swarms of rats and mice seized upon the dishes, and snatched away the meat even 

from the king and queen's trenchers: at which the factor being annoyed asked one of the nobility 

(by an interpreter) if they preserved those vermin for sport, or if they were noysome, and 

troublesome unto them: who answered him again, that they were the greatest vexation unto them 

that could be possible, and by reason of their multitudes they could not be destroyed, but the king 

would willingly give half the revenue of his crown if he could but only clear the court of them, 

for not only his table but his very bed-chamber swarmed with them, insomuch that he durst not 

lay him down to rest without a watch about him, to keep them off his pillow: To whom the factor 

replyed, that they had a strange beast aboard which he made no doubt would rid them of those 

vermine: which being told the king he rose from his place and imbracing the factor told him if he 

could shew him such a creature he would ballast his vessel with silver and lade her with gold and 

pearl. Who apprehending the occasion made very coy of the business, telling him it was a 

creature of great value and not common. Besides they could not spare her from the ship, in 

regard when they were asleep yet she was still waking in the night, not only to preserve their 

merchandise but there dyet from the like spoyl. The more dainty that he made of the matter the 

more earnest was the king for this beast, insomuch that he was presently sent for. 

And a second feast being prepared and the rats and mice appearing as they did before, the young 

merchant having the cat under his cloak the king desired to see the thing which he had before so 

much commended; when presently he discovered her, and cast her among them; she no sooner 

saw these vermine but fell upon them with such a fury that here lay one panting, there another 

quite dead; nor left them till she had frighted and disperst the whole number, but such as she 

seized their carkasses lay there as witnesses of their unexpected slaughter. 

Great pleasure took the king and the nobility in the sport, vowing that the hunting of the lyon (of 

which there was plenty in that country) was not answerable unto it. In the interim one began to 

praise her for her colour, another commending her for her valour, one said she had the 

countenance of a lyon, and every one gave his sentence. When the poor cat finding no more 

work for her to do, went round to the King and Queen purling and curling (as their manner is), 

which they apprehended to be, as if she inquired of them what she had deserved for that late 

service. 

To cut off circumstance, no price could part them, and the rather when the factor had told the 

king that she was with kittens, and that her brood would in some few years, being carefully lookt 

into, furnish the whole kingdom, so that Whittingtons cats adventure only surmounted all the 

ships lading beside, with which fortune and unexpected gain we bring them safe into England; 

the ship lying at anchor near Blackwal, and the Pilot and Cape-merchant, with some other 
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officers in the ship at Mr. Fitzwarrens house, which was by Leaden-Hall, to give accompt of 

their voyage. But these caskets of jewels and pearls, with other unvaluable (sic) riches which 

were given for the cat, they caused to be brought along, not daring, by reason of their inestimable 

value, to trust them in the ship. The Bills of lading and the benefit of the return of the 

Commodities being viewed and considered of by the owner, he praised God for so prosperous a 

voyage, and called all his servants and gave order that according to their adventures every one 

should receive his portion. 

At length casting his eye upon those rich caskets and cabinets, he asked to whose share they 

belonged; who whispered him in the ear, and told him to his poor Whittington, relating every 

particular as is before discoursed. To whom Master Fitzwarren replyed, if they then be his, God 

forbid I should keep from him the least farthing that is his right, and presently commanded 

Whittington to be sent for by the name of Mr. Whittington. 

The servants not knowing anything of the business, went unto him into the kitchin, where he was 

then rubbing the spits, scouring the kettles, and making clean the dressers, and told him he must 

come to his Master presently into the parlor. The poor man excused himself, that his shooes were 

dirty and the room was rubb'd, and if he should but touch any thing there he should spoyl and 

deface those things in the room. But still the master of the House called for Master Whittington, 

sending one servant after another till he was brought before him; and having scraped some few 

legs, instantly his master took him by the hand, and called for a chair for Master Whittington, his 

daughter, the pilot, and the factor, every one of them saluted him by the name of Mr. Whittington 

and forced him to sit down. He wondering what this should mean desired them not to mock a 

poor simple man who meant none any harm, &c. and wept (the tears dropping from his eyes), 

desiring them not to deride his poverty, for his ambition was never to come so high as from the 

kitchin to the hall much more from the hall to the parlor. 

Then came his master to him seriously and said, Indeed Mr. Whittington, we are all in very good 

earnest, for you are at this time a better man than myself in estate, and then shewed him all those 

cabinets and caskets, and how richly they were lined. 

When he perceived by all their earnest asservations that all was true he first fell down upon his 

knees and gave God most hearty thanks, who out of his great bounty would vouchsafe to cast an 

eye upon so poor and wretched a creature as himself; then turning to his master he presented all 

his riches before him and told him that all he had was at his disposing and service, who answered 

him again, that for his own part God had sent him sufficient of his own, neither would he take 

from him the value of one Barbary ducket. He came nere and with a low leg saluted his mistris, 

and told her that when she pleased to make choice of a husband he would make her the richest 

marriage in London, because she was so willing out of her own purse (when he was altogether 

penniless) to lay out for his adventure. To the pilot, and master, and every officer, and common 

saylor he gave liberal according to their degree, even to the ship boy, and then to every servant of 

the house, nay to the very kitchin wench who was so churlish unto him, and had so often basted 

him instead of her roast meats; having caused her to be called unto him he gave her an hundred 

pounds towards her marriage. 
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This being done, taylors were sent for, sempsters and the like to put him into cloaths and linnen 

of the best, who were to accommodate him with all speed possible, and his lodging in the garret 

was chang'd into the best chamber of the house. And when the barber had been with him and the 

rest to make him compleat in his habit, there was a strange and sudden metamorphosis; for out of 

a smoky and dirty kitchin-drudge there appeared a proper and well-proportioned man, and 

gentile merchant, in so much that his young mistris began to cast a more amorous eye upon him 

than before, which not a little pleased Master Fitzwarren her father, who intended a match 

betwixt them. 

The brute of this great adventure was presently revised through the whole city, insomuch that his 

master intreated his late servant to walk with him into the Exchange to see the fashion of the 

merchants, which he did, when all of them came about him and saluted him, some bid God give 

him joy of his fortune, others desired of him better and further acquaintance, and every one as his 

several fancy led him: some commended him for his person, others for his modest answers and 

discreet carriage. Indeed, wealth is able to make all these good where they are most wanting, 

which was not in him as appears by the sequel. 

Within few weeks the match was propounded betwixt Master Whittington and Mistris Alice, and 

willingly entertained by both parties and not without great cost, with the invitation of the Lord 

Mayor and the Aldermen very nobly celebrated, and the bridegroom by this means had got 

acquaintances with the best. 

After this his father-in-law demanded of his son what he purposed to take in hand (his freedom 

being offered him). Who made answer again that since God had so blest him in his small 

adventure he would not leave it of so, but prove his goodness in a greater, and that his purpose 

was to turn merchant, which reply gave him no small content in regard he knew the best among 

them would be glad to have the society of so hopeful a citizen, which he continued adventuring 

in divers bottoms with his father, and had very happy and prosperous returns. 

The time being come when he was prickt for Sheriff he modestly refused it as unable to take so 

great a charge, and would willingly have paid his fine, which his father-in-law would not suffer, 

at whose persuasion he took the place upon him, in which he so well behaved himself in the 

management of all affairs belonging to his office that he not only left it without the least taxation, 

but with a general love and approbation, insomuch that the universal eye of the whole city was 

fixt upon him in an hopeful expectation what a profitable member of that united body he might 

futurely prove, and this hapned in the year of our Lord 1493, Sir John Hodley grocer being 

mayor and Drewerie Barentine his fellow Sheriff, of the truth of which Mr. Fabian in his 

Chronicle and Mr. John Stow in his Survey of London can fully satisfie you. 

In the year 1497 and the one and twentieth of the same Kings reign, Sir Richard Whittington was 

Lord Mayor of London, John Woodcok and William Askam being Sheriffs, and he held the place 

with great reputation and honour. In which time of his Mayoralty there was much discontent in 

the kingdom, by reason of many differences betwixt the King and the Commons; the 

circumstances whereof were here too long to relate, only one thing is worthy of observation that 

whether by his adventures or no may it be questioned, bringing in yearly such store of gold, silks, 

sattins, velvets, damasks, stones, and jewels, &c. into the kingdom might be the cause of that 
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great pride and rioting in apparel which was used in those days. But as Harding, Fabian, and 

others have left to me how in that year of his Mayoralty and after there resorted to the Kings 

Court at their pleasures daily, at the least ten thousand persons. In his kitchin were three hundred 

servitors, and in every office according to that rate. Moreover of ladies, chambermaids, and 

laundresses about three hundred, and they all exceeded in gorgeous and costly apparel far above 

their degrees; for even the yeomen and grooms were clothed in silks and velvets, damasks, and 

the like, with imbroydery, rich furs, and goldsmiths work, devising very strange and new 

fashions. 

And in this year also, about the feast of St. Bartholomew, grew a great discord betwixt the Duke 

of Hereford and Mowbery, Duke of Norfolk, the beginning thereof being as followeth: The two 

Dukes riding from the Parliament towards their lodgings, the Duke of Norfolk said to the other, 

Sir, you see how variable the King is in his words, and (reflecting upon what had past) how 

without mercy he putteth his Lords and kinsfolks to death, imprisoning some and exciting others. 

Therefore it behoveth us not too much to trust to his fair and smooth language, for doubtless in 

time he will bring even to us the like death and destruction. Of which words he accused him to 

the King, which the other denying it was to be tryed by combate. The lists were appointed and 

the day of meeting the eleventh day of September, to which place and on the day assigned came 

both the Dukes and bravely accoutred, appeared before the King ready to enter into battel; when 

the King threw down his warder, and staying the combate banished the Duke of Hereford for ten 

years, but the Duke of Norfolk for ever, was travelling many countries, at the last came to Venice 

and then ended his life. 

Again in 1406, and in the eighth of Henry the fourth, Sir Richard Whittington was the second 

time Lord Mayor, Nicholas Worton and Geffery Brook being Sheriffs. Again in the year 1409, 

being the seventh year of Henry the fifth, he supplyed the Pretorship, Robert Whittington (his 

near Kinsman) and John Butler being Sheriffs, and which is more remarkable of him then of any 

other that ever preceded him in that place of honour, he was once Sheriff and three times Lord 

Mayor of this famous and honourable City in three several Kings reigns. 

Now to cut off all circumstances and come close to the matter, we may easily find what this man 

was, by the pious and religious acts done in his life to the Cities present grace, use and benefit, 

and to his own blessed memory for ever. 

In the Vintry-ward he built a church and dedicated it to S. Michael calling it Pater Noster in the 

Royal, and added to it a Colledge founded to St. Mary, and placed therein a President and four 

fellows which ought to be masters of arts, besides other yearly allowance to clerks and young 

schollars, near which he erected an Hospital which he called God's house, for thirteen poor men, 

and there according to the devout superstition of those days were to pray for the souls of his 

father-in-law Hugh Fitzwarren and Dame Molde his wife, for whom he erected a fair tomb in the 

church he before built, leaving also a place for himself and Dame Alice his lady when it should 

please God to call them. In which place they were afterwards both of them according to their 

degree very honourably interred, great mourning and much lamentation being made for him by 

the Commons of the City in regard he was a man so remarkable for his charity. 



25 

 

He builded another brave structure which he called after his own name Whittington Colledge, 

with a perpetual allowance for Divinity Lectures to be read there for ever, leaving good land for 

the maintenance thereof. 

And on the west side of the City he built that famous gate and prison to this day called Newgate, 

and thereupon caused the Merchants arms to be graven in stone. He added to St. Bartholomew's 

Hospital in Smithfield and was at the charge of repairing thereof. 

Further at the Grey-Fryars in London he erected a Library as a testimony of the great love he had 

to Learning, which he began in the year of our Lord 1421 and finished it in the year following. 

Moreover that place which is called the Stocks to this day, betwixt Cheapside and Cornhill, a 

good house of stone, which for a flesh market and a fish market greatly beneficial to the City. 

Besides he enlarged Guild Hall and glazed most or all of the windows at his own costs or 

charges, paving the Hall and contributing largely to the Library, adding to those places a conduit 

which yieldeth store of sweet and wholesome water to the general good and benefit of the City. 

In the year 1497, when Sir Richard Whittington was first elected Lord Mayor, that rebel Sir John 

Oldcastle was taken in the territories of the Lord Powess, not without danger and hurt of some 

that took him, at which time all the States of the realm were assembled at Parliament in London, 

therein to provide the King of a subsidy and other aid of money and ammunition, who took great 

pains beyond the seas in France. These Lords and others when they heard that the publick enemy 

was taken they agreed all not to dissolve the Parliament, until he were examined, and heard to 

answer in the same. Whereupon the Lord Powess was sent for to fetch him up with power and 

great aid, who brought him to London in a lyter wounded very much having received seventeen 

wounds and also a clerk which he called his Secretary with him that was of his counsel in all his 

secrecy. As soon as the aforesaid Sir John Oldcastle was brought into the Parliament before the 

Earl of Bedford who was then left Regent and Governour of the Realm in the time of the King's 

absence being in France and other Lords and States, his indictment being read before him of his 

forcible insurrection against the King and State in St. Gyles's Fields, and other treasons and 

outrages by him committed, the question was asked how he could excuse himself and show why 

he should not be judged to dye according to the law. But he seeking other talk and discourse of 

the mercies of God, and that all mortal men that would be followers of God ought to prefer 

mercy above judgment and that vengeance pertained only to the Lord, and ought not to be 

practised by them that worship, but to be left to God alone, with many other words to protract the 

time, until the Lord Chief Justice admonished the Regent not to suffer him to spend the time so 

vainly, in molesting the nobles of the Realm, whereupon the Duke of Bedford, Regent, 

commanded him to answer formally and punctually to the matter laid to his charge. 

Then said Sir John, being thus urged at last after deliberation taken, he said, It is the least thing 

that I account of to be judged by you as of man's judgment, and again he began to talk, but 

nothing to the purpose until the Chief Justice commanded him again to answer finally, and to 

answer them if he could, why he should not suffer death according to his desert. To which he 

stoutly answered that he had no judge amongst them, so long as his liege Lord King Richard was 

alive and in his realm of Scotland, which answer when he had made, because there needed no 

further witness, he was then presently censured to be drawn and hanged on a gallows and then to 
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be burnt hanging upon the same, which judgment was executed upon him the thirtieth day of 

December in St. Gyles's Fields, where many honourable persons were present, and the last words 

that he spake were to Sir Thomas Upingham, adjuring him that if he saw him rise from death to 

life again the third day he would procure that his sect which he had raised might be in peace and 

quiet. He was hanged by the neck in a chain of iron and after consumed by fire. 

Moreover it is recorded that in the time of this worthy pretor Sir Richard Whittington the 

glorious city of Constantinople was taken by Mahomet the Second, Prince of the Turks, whose 

souldiers sacked it with all extremity and omitted no manners of cruelty by violence to either 

virgins, aged women, or sucking babes. This Sir Richard Whittington had traffick from thence by 

his factors which there abode, and were then taken prisoners, so that he lost near upon fifteen 

thousand pounds, which when he heard of never was so much as cast down or dismayed, but said 

God will send more; yea such was the incessant practice of the Turkish tyranny upon this 

imperial city, as it exceeded the damage, rapes and spoyls of other cities. They also beheaded at 

the same time Constantine, sticking his head upon a launce, and with derision caused it to be 

carried thorow the Turkish camp. 

In the space of a week after, there hapned a horrible tempest of thunder and lightning which 

burned almost eight hundred houses and spoiled three thousand people at the sacking of the 

aforesaid city by the said Mahomet. The Turks found therein so much treasure that they wondred 

that the citizens would not spend it in souldiers for their own defence, but so dotingly to spare 

the true spending thereof to become an enticing prey for their irreconcileable enemies, for indeed 

it was thought that if the State would have hired souldiers, and given them good pay they might 

have raised the siege of the Turks. It is an old and true saying, Covetousness is the mother of 

ruine and mischief. 

This strange thing happened in the second time that he was elected Lord Mayor and that was 

upon the twenty-seventh of April, being Tuesday in Easter week: William Foxley, Pot maker for 

the Mint in the Tower of London, fell asleep, and so continued sleeping and snoring and could 

not be wakened with pricking, cramping, or otherwise burning or whatsoever till the first day of 

the term, which was full 14 days and 15 nights. The cause of this his sleeping could not be 

known though the same was diligently searched for by the King's Command of his Physicians 

and other learned men, yea the King himself examined the said William Foxley, who was in all 

points sound at his awaking to be as if he had slept but one night, and yet lived 41 years after. 

But in length of time did call to mind how he did wish to God that he might sleep a fortnight 

together if it was not so and so concerning a bargain between a neighbour of his and himself. 

One Thursday in Whitson week following the Duke of Somerset with Anthony Rivers and four 

others kept Justs and Tournament before the King and Queen and others of the nobility in the 

Tower of London, against three Esquires of the Queen's Bedchamber, which were performed 

before some of the French nobility that then were Prisoners to the King, which he took in France, 

to the great admiration of those strangers who never saw the like action before, being so 

earnestly performed. There was also Sir Richard Whittington and the two Sheriff's, and that night 

the King and Queen did sup with the Lord Mayor. 
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Those strangers which beheld those Justs were prisoners in the Tower at that time, namely, the 

Duke of Orleance and Burbon, brother to the Duke of Britain, the Earls of Vaudosine, of Ewe 

and Richmond, and the High Marshal of France, and many other Knights and Esquires to the 

number of seven hundred, all which were at one time prisoners to the King, but nobly used and 

attended every one according to their rank and quality, who when they were ransomed made it 

known to their King how honourably they were attended in England, and what respect the King 

and our English nation shewed them being prisoners who might have taken their lives away as 

well as their persons prisoners. 

The second thing that was remarkable in Sir Richard Whittington's year was that the King kept 

his Christmas at Lambeth, and at the feast of Purification seven Dolphins of the sea came up to 

the River of Thames and played there up and down until four of them were kill'd. 

On Saturday the eve of St. Michael the Archangel the year following, in the morning before day, 

betwixt the hour of one and two of the Clock, began a terrible earthquake with Lightning and 

thunder which continued the space of six hours, and that universally through the whole world, so 

that most men thought the world as then would have ended. The unreasonable beasts roared and 

drew to the town with a hideous noise, also the fowls of the ayr cryed out, such was the work of 

God at that time to call his people to repentance. 

The four and twentieth day of January following a battel or combat was fought in Smithfield 

within the lists before the King between the men of Feversham in Kent, John Upton Notary 

Appelant and John Down Gentleman defendant. John Upton accused John Down that he and his 

compiers should design the King's death on the day of his Coronation following. When they had 

fought somewhat long and received each of them some wounds, and still persisting in their 

violent action and no hopes to find out the truth, the King took up the matter and forgave both 

parties. 

On Candlemas eve following in divers places of England was great weathering of wind, hail, 

snow, rain with thunder and lightning, whereby the church of Baldock in Hertfordshire and the 

church and part of the town of Walden in Essex, with other neighbouring villages, were sore 

shaken, and the steeple of St. Pauls in London about two in the afternoon was set on fire in the 

midst of the shaft first on the west side and then on the south, and divers people espying the fire 

came to quench it in the steeple, which they did with vinegar, so far as they could find, so that 

when the Lord Mayor with much people came to Pauls to have holpen if need had been they 

returned again every man to his own home, trusting in God all had been well, but anon after 

between eight and nine of the clock the fire burst out again afresh out of the steeple, by reason of 

the wind more hot and fervent then before, and did much hurt to the lead and timber thereof. 

Then the Lord Mayor and many people came thither again and with vinegar quenched the fire 

which was so violent, but no man received any hurt. 

Moreover in Sir Richard Whittington's time lived one Richard Fleming, Bishop of Lincoln, in the 

year 1430 who founded Lincoln Colledge in Oxford, which was afterwards in Richard the third's 

time in the year of our Lord 1479 by Thomas Rotherham Bishop of the same sea (sic) much 

augmented and enlarged with great revenues. Likewise Magdalen Colledge in Oxford was built 

by William Wainfleet Bishop of Winchester, who was a loving and constant friend to Sir Richard 
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Whittington and did much good in many parts of this kingdom, and the said Sir Richard did 

largely contribute to these and the like pious uses by the intreaty of this Bishop. 

In the year of our Lord 1419, in which Sir Richard Whittington was the third time inaugurated 

into the Mayoralty as is before mentioned King Henry the fifth, who having conquered the 

greatest part of France and espoused Katherine sole daughter to the King and heir to the crown, 

taking leave of his father-in-law, embarked with his Royal bride and landed at Dover upon 

Candlemas Day, leaving in France for his deputy his brother the Duke of Clarence, from thence 

arrived in London the fourteenth day of February, and the Queen came thither the one and 

twentieth day of the same month, being met upon Black-Heath by the Lord Mayor and three 

hundred aldermen and prime citizens in gold chains and rich costly habits with other sumptuous 

and brave devices as pageants, speeches and shows to the great delight and content of both their 

Maiesties. 

The four and twentieth day of February following being St. Mathew's Day her coronation was 

solemnized in St. Peter's Church in Westminster; which being ended, she was afterwards royally 

conveyed into the great hall and there under a rich canopy of State sat to dinner, upon whose 

right hand sate at the end of the table the Lord Archbishop's grace of Canterbury and Henry 

called the rich Cardinal Bishop of Winchester, upon the left hand of the Queen sat the King of 

Scots in a chair of State, and was served with covered dishes, as the Bishops were. But after 

them and upon the same side next to the Boards end were seated the Dutchess of York and 

Countess of Huntington, the Earl of March holding a scepter in his hand, kneeling upon the right 

side, the Earl Marshal in the like manner kneeled upon the left hand of the Queen: the Countess 

of Kent sat under the table at the right foot, and the Countess Marshal at the left foot of her 

Majesty. 

Humphery Duke of Glocester was that day overseer and stood before the Queen bareheaded, Sir 

Richard Newel was carver and the Earl of Suffolk's brother cup-bearer, Sir John Stewart, Sewer, 

the Lord Clifford (instead of the Earl of Warwick) Pantler, the Lord Willoby (instead of the Earl 

of Arundel) chief Butler, the Lord Gray Caterer, Naperer, the Lord Audley (in the stead of the 

Earl of Cambridge) Almner, the Earl of Worcester was Lord high Marshal, who rode about the 

Hall on a great courser, with many tip-staves about him to make room in the Hall. In the which 

Hall next after the Queen, the Barons of the Cinque Ports began the table, upon the right hand 

towards St. Steven's Capel (sic), and beneath them at the table sat the Vouchers of the Chancery, 

and upon the left hand next to the cupboard sat Sir Richard Whittington (now the third time Lord 

Mayor) and his brethren the Aldermen of London. The rest of the Bishops began the table over 

against the Baron of the Cinque Ports, and the ladies and chief noble-women the table against the 

Lord Mayor and the Aldermen, at which two tables of the Bishops the Bishop of London and the 

Bishop of Durham sat highest at the one and the Countess of Stafford and the Countess of March 

on the other. And for ordering of the service divers chief lords were appointed officers as 

Steward, Controuler, Surveyor, and the like, which places were supplyed by the Earls of 

Northumberland and Westmorland, the Lord Fizmur, the Lord Farneval, the Lord Gray of 

Wilton, the Lord Feres of Groby, the Lord Poynings, the Lord Harrington, the Lord Ducy, the 

Lord Daker, the Lord Delaware, &c. 
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I have shewed you onely the ordering of this rich feast, but the cost and sumptuousness of the 

fare would ask too long and large a circumstance to discourse; what I have hitherto done was 

onely to show to the world that at those high solemnities inaugurations and coronations the Lord 

Mayor of the City of London and the Aldermen have place, and their presence is still required; 

the City being the King's Chamber and in an interregnum he the first and prime officer in the 

kingdom. But I fear I have dwelt too long on the premises which I hope none will hold for an 

unnecessary deviation. I come now to discourse unto you of Sir Richard Whittington's invitation 

of the King and Queen into the City when he bountifully feasted them in his own house at his 

own proper charge. 

How great and magnificent the Londoners feasts be even amongst themselves especially at that 

high and pompous festival at Guild-Hall the day after Simon and Jude, at the solemn 

inauguration of his Lordship who but knows, as also the ordinary Tables of the Lord Mayor and 

the Sheriffs where there is free and generous entertainment for all men of fashion and quality, the 

like both for plenty of dishes and order of service is not elsewhere to be or found through 

Europe. If then their daily provision be so curious and costly, what may we think their variety 

and rarity was at the invitation and entertainment of two such great majesties? I must therefore 

leave it to the Readers imagination being so far transcending my expression. Let it therefore give 

satisfaction to any one that shall doubt thereof, that it was performed to the everlasting reputation 

of the honour of the city and great content of these royal personages invited. The bounty of the 

table not to be question'd. I come now to the fire that he made in the Presence chamber where the 

King and Queen then dined, which was only of sweet and odoriferious (sic) wood, far exceeding 

the smell of juniper, for it was mixed with mace, cinnamon, and other rare and costly spices, 

which did cast such a pleasant and delightful savor through the room that it pleased his majesty 

to call him unto him and say, my good Lord Mayor, though your fare be choice, costly and 

abundant, yet above all things I have observed in your noble entertainment this fire which you 

have provided for me gives me more content. To whom Sir Richard Whittington making a low 

obeysance made answer, It much rejoyceth me dread Soveraign that any that remaineth in my 

power can give your highness the least cause to be pleased, but since you praise this fire already 

made I purpose ere your sacred majesty depart the house to entertain you with one (I hope) that 

shall content you much better. The King not thinking it could be possible desired him to make a 

proof thereof, when he (having before provided himself for that purpose) brought a great bundle 

of Bonds, Indentures and Covenants under his arm, said thus to the King, Royal Soveraign to 

whom I owe both my fortunes and my life, I have here a faggot of purpose left for this fire, 

which I hope will smell much more sweetly than the first in your nostrils, for saith he, here is 

first your Highness security for ten thousand marks, lent you for the maintainance of your royal 

wars in France, by the Right Worshipful Company of the Mercers, which I here cancel and cast 

into the fire, fifteen hundred lent by the City to our Majesty I send after the former, two thousand 

marks borrowed of the Grocers Company, three thousand of the Merchant Taylors, one thousand 

of the Drapers, one thousand of the Skinners, one thousand of the Ironmongers, one thousand of 

the Merchant Staplers, of the Goldsmiths three thousand, of the Haberdashers as much, of the 

Vintners, Brewers and Brown Bakers three thousand marks. All these you see are cancel'd and 

burnt, saith he, with divers other bonds for money lent by my father in law Aldermen Fitzwarren 

for the payment of your souldiers in France, which coming unto me by executorship I have taken 

in and discharged. 



30 

 

Others there likewise due to me of no small sums by divers of your nobility here present, all 

which with the former I have sacrificed to the love and honour of my dread sovereign, 

amounting to the sum of three score thousand pounds sterling, and can your Majesty (saith he) 

desire to sit by a fire of more sweet scent and savour? At this the King was much extasi'd and the 

rather because it came unexpectedly and from so free a spirit, and embracing him in his arms 

said unto him that he thought never King had such a subject, and at his departure did him all the 

grace and honour that could descend from a King to a subject, promising him moreover that he 

should ever stand in the first rank of those whom he favoured. And so the Lord Mayor bearing 

the sword before their two most sacred Majesties as far as Temple Bar the King for his former 

service and his most kind and loving entertainment at that time, and the noble men for that 

extraordinary courtesie offered them all unitely (sic) and unanimously commended his goodness, 

applauded his bounty and wished that he might live to perpetual memory and so bid both him 

and the City for that time adieu. 

To omit all other circumstances having acquainted you with the poor and mean estate of this Sir 

Richard Whittington when he came first into the City of London, and by what means he was 

relieved in his miserable poverty, as also the fortunate success of his small adventure whereby he 

was raised unto so great honour, that he became the Cities Governour, and how discreetly and 

wisely he behaved in his authority and office, gaining thereby the love and probation (sic) of all 

men. And further having shewed you what goodly buildings have been raised by his great cost 

and charge, as one church, two colledges, and certain almshouses, with yearly means left for the 

maintenance of all such as shall be admitted into them, and many other charitable acts performed 

by him which are before related, to the great good and benefit of the City, and what things of 

note happened in his time, I will now conclude with Master Stow, O that London had a Park near 

adjoining to it, stored with such Deer (as doubtless it hath, though not easily known) for some 

build Alms houses, free schools, causies and Bridges in needful and necessary places, others 

repair ruinated and decayed churches, relieving Hospitals in a bountiful manner, and are weekly 

benefactors to Prisons and those performed by such agents faithfully, that the true bestowers are 

not publicly noted, howsoever they may be easily supposed. But the glory they seek to invade 

here will (no doubt) for ever shine on them elsewhere. And that great God who hath created us, 

and plentifully distributed in his great bounty all things to men, and yet not given all things to 

any one man, lest it might take away that necessary commerce and mutual society which ought 

to be amongst us, stir up the minds of more of them to imitate at least, though not to exceed them 

in their bounty and liberality. 

FINIS. 

 

Dream Days, by Kenneth Grahame 

The Reluctant Dragon 

Footprints in the snow have been unfailing provokers of sentiment ever since snow was first a 

white wonder in this drab-coloured world of ours. In a poetry-book presented to one of us by an 

aunt, there was a poem by one Wordsworth in which they stood out strongly with a picture all to 

themselves, too — but we didn’t think very highly either of the poem or the sentiment. 
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Footprints in the sand, now, were quite another matter, and we grasped Crusoe’s attitude of mind 

much more easily than Wordsworth’s. Excitement and mystery, curiosity and suspense — these 

were the only sentiments that tracks, whether in sand or in snow, were able to arouse in us. 

We had awakened early that winter morning, puzzled at first by the added light that filled the 

room. Then, when the truth at last fully dawned on us and we knew that snow-balling was no 

longer a wistful dream, but a solid certainty waiting for us outside, it was a mere brute fight for 

the necessary clothes, and the lacing of boots seemed a clumsy invention, and the buttoning of 

coats an unduly tedious form of fastening, with all that snow going to waste at our very door. 

When dinner-time came we had to be dragged in by the scruff of our necks. The short armistice 

over, the combat was resumed; but presently Charlotte and I, a little weary of contests and of 

missiles that ran shudderingly down inside one’s clothes, forsook the trampled battle-field of the 

lawn and went exploring the blank virgin spaces of the white world that lay beyond. It stretched 

away unbroken on every side of us, this mysterious soft garment under which our familiar world 

had so suddenly hidden itself. Faint imprints showed where a casual bird had alighted, but of 

other traffic there was next to no sign; which made these strange tracks all the more puzzling. 

We came across them first at the corner of the shrubbery, and pored over them long, our hands 

on our knees. Experienced trappers that we knew ourselves to be, it was annoying to be brought 

up suddenly by a beast we could not at once identify. 

“Don’t you know?” said Charlotte, rather scornfully. “Thought you knew all the beasts that ever 

was.” 

This put me on my mettle, and I hastily rattled off a string of animal names embracing both the 

arctic and the tropic zones, but without much real confidence. 

“No,” said Charlotte, on consideration; “they won’t any of ’em quite do. Seems like something 

lizardy. Did you say a iguanodon? Might be that, p’raps. But that’s not British, and we want a 

real British beast. I think it’s a dragon!” 

“‘T isn’t half big enough,” I objected. 

“Well, all dragons must be small to begin with,” said Charlotte: “like everything else. P’raps this 

is a little dragon who’s got lost. A little dragon would be rather nice to have. He might scratch 

and spit, but he couldn’t do anything really. Let’s track him down!” 

So we set off into the wide snow-clad world, hand in hand, our hearts big with expectation, — 

complacently confident that by a few smudgy traces in the snow we were in a fair way to capture 

a half-grown specimen of a fabulous beast. 

We ran the monster across the paddock and along the hedge of the next field, and then he took to 

the road like any tame civilized tax-payer. Here his tracks became blended with and lost among 

more ordinary footprints, but imagination and a fixed idea will do a great deal, and we were sure 

we knew the direction a dragon would naturally take. The traces, too, kept reappearing at 



32 

 

intervals — at least Charlotte maintained they did, and as it was her dragon I left the following of 

the slot to her and trotted along peacefully, feeling that it was an expedition anyhow and 

something was sure to come out of it. 

Charlotte took me across another field or two, and through a copse, and into a fresh road; and I 

began to feel sure it was only her confounded pride that made her go on pretending to see 

dragon-tracks instead of owning she was entirely at fault, like a reasonable person. At last she 

dragged me excitedly through a gap in a hedge of an obviously private character; the waste, open 

world of field and hedge row disappeared, and we found ourselves in a garden, well-kept, 

secluded, most undragon-haunted in appearance. Once inside, I knew where we were. This was 

the garden of my friend the circus-man, though I had never approached it before by a lawless 

gap, from this unfamiliar side. And here was the circus-man himself, placidly smoking a pipe as 

he strolled up and down the walks. I stepped up to him and asked him politely if he had lately 

seen a Beast. 

“May I inquire,” he said, with all civility, “what particular sort of a Beast you may happen to be 

looking for?” 

“It’s a lizardy sort of Beast,” I explained. “Charlotte says it ‘s a dragon, but she doesn’t really 

know much about beasts.” 

The circus-man looked round about him slowly. “I don’t think,” he said, “that I’ve seen a dragon 

in these parts recently. But if I come across one I’ll know it belongs to you, and I’ll have him 

taken round to you at once.” 

“Thank you very much,” said Charlotte, “but don’t trouble about it, please, ‘cos p’raps it isn’t a 

dragon after all. Only I thought I saw his little footprints in the snow, and we followed ’em up, 

and they seemed to lead right in here, but maybe it’s all a mistake, and thank you all the same.” 

“Oh, no trouble at all,” said the circus-man, cheerfully. “I should be only too pleased. But of 

course, as you say, it may be a mistake. And it’s getting dark, and he seems to have got away for 

the present, whatever he is. You’d better come in and have some tea. I’m quite alone, and we’ll 

make a roaring fire, and I’ve got the biggest Book of Beasts you ever saw. It’s got every beast in 

the world, and all of ’em coloured; and we’ll try and find your beast in it!” 

We were always ready for tea at any time, and especially when combined with beasts. There was 

marmalade, too, and apricot-jam, brought in expressly for us; and afterwards the beast-book was 

spread out, and, as the man had truly said, it contained every sort of beast that had ever been in 

the world. 

The striking of six o’clock set the more prudent Charlotte nudging me, and we recalled ourselves 

with an effort from Beastland, and reluctantly stood up to go. 

“Here, I ‘m coming along with you,” said the circus-man. “I want another pipe, and a walk’ll do 

me good. You needn’t talk to me unless you like.” 
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Our spirits rose to their wonted level again. The way had seemed so long, the outside world so 

dark and eerie, after the bright warm room and the highly-coloured beast-book. But a walk with a 

real Man — why, that was a treat in itself! We set off briskly, the Man in the middle. I looked up 

at him and wondered whether I should ever live to smoke a big pipe with that careless sort of 

majesty! But Charlotte, whose young mind was not set on tobacco as a possible goal, made 

herself heard from the other side. 

“Now, then,” she said, “tell us a story, please, won’t you?” 

The Man sighed heavily and looked about him. “I knew it,” he groaned. “I knew I should have to 

tell a story. Oh, why did I leave my pleasant fireside? Well, I will tell you a story. Only let me 

think a minute.” 

So he thought a minute, and then he told us this story. 

Long ago — might have been hundreds of years ago — in a cottage half-way between this 

village and yonder shoulder with his wife and their little son. Now the shepherd spent his days — 

and at certain times of the year his nights too — up on the wide ocean-bosom of the Downs, with 

only the sun and the stars and the sheep for company, and the friendly chattering world of men 

and women far out of sight and hearing. But his little son, when he wasn’t helping his father, and 

often when he was as well, spent much of his time buried in big volumes that he borrowed from 

the affable gentry and interested parsons of the country round about. And his parents were very 

fond of him, and rather proud of him too, though they didn’t let on in his hearing, so he was left 

to go his own way and read as much as he liked; and instead of frequently getting a cuff on the 

side of the head, as might very well have happened to him, he was treated more or less as an 

equal by his parents, who sensibly thought it a very fair division of labour that they should 

supply the practical knowledge, and he the book-learning. They knew that book-learning often 

came in useful at a pinch, in spite of what their neighbours said. What the Boy chiefly dabbled in 

was natural history and fairy-tales, and he just took them as they came, in a sandwichy sort of 

way, without making any distinctions; and really his course of reading strikes one as rather 

sensible. 

One evening the shepherd, who for some nights past had been disturbed and preoccupied, and off 

his usual mental balance, came home all of a tremble, and, sitting down at the table where his 

wife and son were peacefully employed, she with her seam, he in following out the adventures of 

the Giant with no Heart in his Body, exclaimed with much agitation: 

“It’s all up with me, Maria! Never no more can I go up on them there Downs, was it ever so!” 

“Now don’t you take on like that,” said his wife, who was a very sensible woman: “but tell us all 

about it first, whatever it is as has given you this shake-up, and then me and you and the son 

here, between us, we ought to be able to get to the bottom of it!” 

“It began some nights ago,” said the shepherd. “You know that cave up there — I never liked it, 

somehow, and the sheep never liked it neither, and when sheep don’t like a thing there’s 

generally some reason for it. Well, for some time past there’s been faint noises coming from that 
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cave — noises like heavy sighings, with grunts mixed up in them; and sometimes a snoring, far 

away down — real snoring, yet somehow not honest snoring, like you and me o’nights, you 

know!” 

“I know,” remarked the Boy, quietly. 

“Of course I was terrible frightened,” the shepherd went on; “yet somehow I couldn’t keep away. 

So this very evening, before I come down, I took a cast round by the cave, quietly. And there — 

O Lord! there I saw him at last, as plain as I see you!” 

“Saw who?” said his wife, beginning to share in her husband’s nervous terror. 

“Why him, I ‘m a telling you!” said the shepherd. “He was sticking half-way out of the cave, and 

seemed to be enjoying of the cool of the evening in a poetical sort of way. He was as big as four 

cart-horses, and all covered with shiny scales — deep-blue scales at the top of him, shading off 

to a tender sort o’ green below. As he breathed, there was that sort of flicker over his nostrils that 

you see over our chalk roads on a baking windless day in summer. He had his chin on his paws, 

and I should say he was meditating about things. Oh, yes, a peaceable sort o beast enough, and 

not ramping or carrying on or doing anything but what was quite right and proper. I admit all 

that. And yet, what am I to do? Scales, you know, and claws, and a tail for certain, though I 

didn’t see that end of him — I ain’t used to ’em, and I don’t hold with ’em, and that ‘s a fact!” 

The Boy, who had apparently been absorbed in his book during his father s recital, now closed 

the volume, yawned, clasped his hands behind his head, and said sleepily: 

“It’s all right, father. Don’t you worry. It’s only a dragon.” 

“Only a dragon?” cried his father. “What do you mean, sitting there, you and your dragons? Only 

a dragon indeed! And what do you know about it?” 

“‘Cos it is, and ‘cos I do know,” replied the Boy, quietly. “Look here, father, you know we’ve 

each of us got our line. You know about sheep, and weather, and things; I know about dragons. I 

always said, you know, that that cave up there was a dragon-cave. I always said it must have 

belonged to a dragon some time, and ought to belong to a dragon now, if rules count for 

anything. Well, now you tell me it has got a dragon, and so that’s all right. I’m not half as much 

surprised as when you told me it hadn’t got a dragon. Rules always come right if you wait 

quietly. Now, please, just leave this all to me. And I’ll stroll up to-morrow morning — no, in the 

morning I can’t, I’ve got a whole heap of things to do — well, perhaps in the evening, if I’m 

quite free, I’ll go up and have a talk to him, and you’ll find it’ll be all right. Only, please, don’t 

you go worrying round there without me. You don’t understand ’em a bit, and they’re very 

sensitive, you know!” 

“He’s quite right, father,” said the sensible mother. “As he says, dragons is his line and not ours. 

He’s wonderful knowing about book-beasts, as every one allows. And to tell the truth, I’m not 

half happy in my own mind, thinking of that poor animal lying alone up there, without a bit o’ 

hot supper or anyone to change the news with; and maybe we’ll be able to do something for him; 
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and if he ain’t quite respectable our Boy’ll find it out quick enough. He’s got a pleasant sort o’ 

way with him that makes everybody tell him everything.” 

Next day, after he’d had his tea, the Boy strolled up the chalky track that led to the summit of the 

Downs; and there, sure enough, he found the dragon, stretched lazily on the sward in front of his 

cave. The view from that point was a magnificent one. To the right and left, the bare and billowy 

leagues of Downs; in front, the vale, with its clustered homesteads, its threads of white roads 

running through orchards and well-tilled acreage, and, far away, a hint of grey old cities on the 

horizon. A cool breeze played over the surface of the grass and the silver shoulder of a large 

moon was showing above distant junipers. No wonder the dragon seemed in a peaceful and 

contented mood; indeed, as the Boy approached he could hear the beast purring with a happy 

regularity. “Well, we live and learn!” he said to himself. “None of my books ever told me that 

dragons purred! 

“Hullo, dragon!” said the Boy, quietly, when he had got up to him. 

The dragon, on hearing the approaching footsteps, made the beginning of a courteous effort to 

rise. But when he saw it was a Boy, he set his eyebrows severely. 

“Now don’t you hit me,” he said; “or bung stones, or squirt water, or anything. I won’t have it, I 

tell you!” 

“Not goin’ to hit you,” said the Boy wearily, dropping on the grass beside the beast: “and don’t, 

for goodness’ sake, keep on saying ‘Don’t;’ I hear so much of it, and it’s monotonous, and makes 

me tired. I’ve simply looked in to ask you how you were and all that sort of thing; but if I’m in 

the way I can easily clear out. I’ve lots of friends, and no one can say I’m in the habit of shoving 

myself in where I’m not wanted!” 

“No, no, don’t go off in a huff,” said the dragon, hastily; “fact is, — I ‘m as happy up here as the 

day’s long; never without an occupation, dear fellow, never without an occupation! And yet, 

between ourselves, it is a trifle dull at times.” 

The Boy bit off a stalk of grass and chewed it. “Going to make a long stay here?” he asked, 

politely. 

“Can’t hardly say at present,” replied the dragon. “It seems a nice place enough — but I’ve only 

been here a short time, and one must look about and reflect and consider before settling down. 

It’s rather a serious thing, settling down. Besides — now I ‘m going to tell you something! 

You’d never guess it if you tried ever so! — fact is, I’m such a confoundedly lazy beggar!” 

“You surprise me,” said the Boy, civilly. 

“It’s the sad truth,” the dragon went on, settling down between his paws and evidently delighted 

to have found a listener at last: “and I fancy that’s really how I came to be here. You see all the 

other fellows were so active and earnest and all that sort of thing — always rampaging, and 

skirmishing, and scouring the desert sands, and pacing the margin of the sea, and chasing knights 
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all over the place, and devouring damsels, and going on generally — whereas I liked to get my 

meals regular and then to prop my back against a bit of rock and snooze a bit, and wake up and 

think of things going on and how they kept going on just the same, you know! So when it 

happened I got fairly caught.” 

“When what happened, please?” asked the Boy. 

“That’s just what I don’t precisely know,” said the dragon. “I suppose the earth sneezed, or 

shook itself, or the bottom dropped out of something. Anyhow there was a shake and a roar and a 

general stramash, and I found myself miles away underground and wedged in as tight as tight. 

Well, thank goodness, my wants are few, and at any rate I had peace and quietness and wasn’t 

always being asked to come along and do something. And I’ve got such an active mind — 

always occupied, I assure you! But time went on, and there was a certain sameness about the life, 

and at last I began to think it would be fun to work my way upstairs and see what you other 

fellows were doing. So I scratched and burrowed, and worked this way and that way and at last I 

came out through this cave here. And I like the country, and the view, and the people — what 

I’ve seen of ’em — and on the whole I feel inclined to settle down here.” 

“What’s your mind always occupied about?” asked the Boy. “That’s what I want to know.” 

The dragon coloured slightly and looked away. Presently he said bashfully: 

“Did you ever — just for fun — try to make up poetry — verses, you know?” 

“‘Course I have,” said the Boy. “Heaps of it. And some of it’s quite good, I feel sure, only 

there’s no one here cares about it. Mother’s very kind and all that, when I read it to her, and so’s 

father for that matter. But somehow they don’t seem to — ” 

“Exactly,” cried the dragon; “my own case exactly. They don’t seem to, and you can’t argue with 

’em about it. Now you’ve got culture, you have, I could tell it on you at once, and I should just 

like your candid opinion about some little things I threw off lightly, when I was down there. I’m 

awfully pleased to have met you, and I’m hoping the other neighbours will be equally agreeable. 

There was a very nice old gentleman up here only last night, but he didn’t seem to want to 

intrude.” 

“That was my father,” said the boy, “and he is a nice old gentleman, and I’ll introduce you some 

day if you like.” 

“Can’t you two come up here and dine or something to-morrow?” asked the dragon eagerly. 

“Only, of course, if you ‘ye got nothing better to do,” he added politely. 

“Thanks awfully,” said the Boy, “but we don’t go out anywhere without my mother, and, to tell 

you the truth, I ‘m afraid she mightn’t quite approve of you. You see there’s no getting over the 

hard fact that you’re a dragon, is there? And when you talk of settling down, and the neighbours, 

and so on, I can’t help feeling that you don’t quite realize your position. You ‘re an enemy of the 

human race, you see! 
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“Haven’t got an enemy in the world,” said the dragon, cheerfully. “Too lazy to make ’em, to 

begin with. And if I do read other fellows my poetry, I’m always ready to listen to theirs!” 

“Oh, dear!” cried the boy, “I wish you’d try and grasp the situation properly. When the other 

people find you out, they’ll come after you with spears and swords and all sorts of things. You’ll 

have to be exterminated, according to their way of looking at it! You ‘re a scourge, and a pest, 

and a baneful monster!” 

“Not a word of truth in it,” said the dragon, wagging his head solemnly. “Character’ll bear the 

strictest investigation. And now, there’s a little sonnet-thing I was working on when you 

appeared on the scene — ” 

“Oh, if you won’t be sensible,” cried the Boy, getting up, “I’m going off home. No, I can’t stop 

for sonnets; my mother’s sitting up. I’II look you up to-morrow, sometime or other, and do for 

goodness’ sake try and realize that you’re a pestilential scourge, or you’ll find yourself in a most 

awful fix. Good-night!” 

The Boy found it an easy matter to set the mind of his parents’ at ease about his new friend. They 

had always left that branch to him, and they took his word without a murmur. The shepherd was 

formally introduced and many compliments and kind inquiries were exchanged. His wife, 

however, though expressing her willingness to do anything she could — to mend things, or set 

the cave to rights, or cook a little something when the dragon had been poring over sonnets and 

forgotten his meals, as male things will do, could not be brought to recognize him formally. The 

fact that he was a dragon and “they didn’t know who he was” seemed to count for everything 

with her. She made no objection, however, to her little son spending his evenings with the 

dragon quietly, so long as he was home by nine o’clock: and many a pleasant night they had, 

sitting on the swan, while the dragon told stories of old, old times, when dragons were quite 

plentiful and the world was a livelier place than it is now, and life was full of thrills and jumps 

and surprises. 

What the Boy had feared, however, soon came to pass. The most modest and retiring dragon in 

the world, if he’s as big as four cart-horses and covered with blue scales, cannot keep altogether 

out of the public view. And so in the village tavern of nights the fact that a real live dragon sat 

brooding in the cave on the Downs was naturally a subject for talk. Though the villagers were 

extremely frightened, they were rather proud as well. It was a distinction to have a dragon of 

your own, and it was felt to be a feather in the cap of the village. Still, all were agreed that this 

sort of thing couldn’t be allowed to go on. The dreadful beast must be exterminated, the country-

side must be freed from this pest, this terror, this destroying scourge. The fact that not even a 

hen-roost was the worse for the dragon’s arrival wasn’t allowed to have anything to do with it. 

He was a dragon, and he couldn’t deny it, and if he didn’t choose to behave as such that was his 

own lookout. But in spite of much valiant talk no hero was found willing to take sword and spear 

and free the suffering village and win deathless fame; and each night’s heated discussion always 

ended in nothing. Meanwhile the dragon, a happy Bohemian, lolled on the turf, enjoyed the 

sunsets, told antediluvian anecdotes to the Boy, and polished his old verses while meditating on 

fresh ones. 
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One day the Boy, on walking in to the village, found everything wearing a festal appearance 

which was not to be accounted for in the calendar. Carpets and gay-coloured stuffs were hung 

out of the windows, the church-bells clamoured noisily, the little street was flower-strewn, and 

the whole population jostled each other along either side of it, chattering, shoving, and ordering 

each other to stand back. The Boy saw a friend of his own age in the crowd and hailed. 

“What’s up?” he cried. “Is it the players, or bears, or a circus, or what?” “It’s all right,” his friend 

hailed back. “He’s a-coming.” 

“Who’s a-coming?” demanded the Boy, thrusting into the throng. 

“Why, St. George, of course,” replied his friend. “He’s heard tell of our dragon, and he’s comm’ 

on purpose to slay the deadly beast, and free us from his horrid yoke. O my! won’t there be a 

jolly fight!” 

Here was news indeed! The Boy felt that he ought to make quite sure for himself, and he 

wriggled himself in between the legs of his good-natured elders, abusing them all the time for 

their unmannerly habit of shoving. Once in the front rank, he breathlessly awaited the arrival. 

Presently from the far-away end of the line came the sound of cheering. Next, the measured 

tramp of a great war-horse made his heart beat quicker, and then he found himself cheering with 

the rest, as, amidst welcoming shouts, shrill cries of women, uplifting of babies and waving of 

handkerchiefs, St. George paced slowly up the street. The Boy’s heart stood still and he breathed 

with sobs, the beauty and the grace of the hero were so far beyond anything he had yet seen. His 

fluted armour was inlaid with gold, his plumed helmet hung at his saddle-bow, and his thick fair 

hair framed a face gracious and gentle beyond expression till you caught the sternness in his 

eyes. He drew rein in front of the little inn, and the villagers crowded round with greetings and 

thanks and voluble statements of their wrongs and grievances and oppressions. The Boy, heard 

the grave gentle voice of the Saint, assuring them that all would be well now, and that he would 

stand by them and see them righted and free them from their foe; then he dismounted and passed 

through the doorway and the crowd poured in after him. But the Boy made off up the hill as fast 

as he could lay his legs to the ground. 

“It’s all up, dragon!” he shouted as soon as he was within sight of the beast. “He’s coming! He’s 

here now! You’ll have to pull yourself together and do something at last!” 

The dragon was licking his scales and rubbing them with a bit of house-flannel the Boy’s mother 

had lent him, till he shone like a great turquoise. 

“Don’t be violent, Boy,” he said without looking round. “Sit down and get your breath, and try 

and remember that the noun governs the verb, and then perhaps you’ll be good enough to tell me 

who’s coming?” 

“That’s right, take it coolly,” said the Boy. “Hope you’ll be half as cool when I’ve got through 

with my news. It’s only St. George who’s coming, that’s all; he rode into the village half-an-hour 

ago. Of course you can lick him — a great big fellow like you! But I thought I’d warn you, ‘cos 
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he’s sure to be round early, and he’s got the longest, wickedest-looking spear you ever did see!” 

And the Boy got up and began to jump round in sheer delight at the prospect of the battle. 

“O deary, deary me,” moaned the dragon; “this is too awful. I won’t see him, and that’s flat. I 

don’t want to know the fellow at all. I’m sure he’s not nice. You must tell him to go away at 

once, please. Say he can write if he likes, but I can’t give him an interview. I’m not seeing 

anybody at present.” 

“Now dragon, dragon,” said the Boy imploringly, “don’t be perverse and wrongheaded. You’ve 

got to fight him some time or other, you know, ‘cos he’s St. George and you’re the dragon. 

Better get it over, and then we can go on with the sonnets. And you ought to consider other 

people a little, too. If it’s been dull up here for you, think how dull it’s been for me!” 

“My dear little man,” said the dragon solemnly, “just understand, once for all, that I can’t fight 

and I won’t fight. I’ve never fought in my life, and I’m not going to begin now, just to give you a 

Roman holiday. In old days I always let the other fellows — the earnest fellows — do all the 

fighting, and no doubt that’s why I have the pleasure of being here now.” 

“But if you don’t fight he’ll cut your head off!” gasped the Boy, miserable at the prospect of 

losing both his fight and his friend. 

“Oh, I think not,” said the dragon in his lazy way. “You’ll be able to arrange something. I’ve 

every confidence in you, you’re such a manager. Just run down, there’s a dear chap, and make it 

all right. I leave it entirely to you.” 

The Boy made his way back to the village in a state of great despondency. First of all, there 

wasn’t going to be any fight; next, his dear and honoured friend the dragon hadn’t shown up in 

quite such a heroic light as he would have liked; and lastly, whether the dragon was a hero at 

heart or not, it made no difference, for St. George would most undoubtedly cut his head off. 

“Arrange things indeed!” he said bitterly to himself. “The dragon treats the whole affair as if it 

was an invitation to tea and croquet.” 

The villagers were straggling homewards as he passed up the street, all of them in the highest 

spirits, and gleefully discussing the splendid fight that was in store. The Boy pursued his way to 

the inn, and passed into the principal chamber, where St. George now sat alone, musing over the 

chances of the fight, and the sad stories of rapine and of wrong that had so lately been poured 

into his sympathetic ear. 

“May I come in, St. George?” said the Boy politely, as he paused at the door. “I want to talk to 

you about this little matter of the dragon, if you’re not tired of it by this time.” 

“Yes, come in, Boy,” said the Saint kindly. “Another tale of misery and wrong, I fear me. Is it a 

kind parent, then, of whom the tyrant has bereft you? Or some tender sister or brother? Well, it 

shall soon be avenged.” 
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“Nothing of the sort,” said the Boy. “There’s a misunderstanding somewhere, and I want to put it 

right. The fact is, this is a good dragon.” 

“Exactly,” said St. George, smiling pleasantly, “I quite understand. A good dragon. Believe me, I 

do not in the least regret that he is an adversary worthy of my steel, and no feeble specimen of 

his noxious tribe.” 

“But he’s not a noxious tribe,” cried the Boy distressedly. “Oh dear, oh dear, how stupid men are 

when they get an idea into their heads! I tell you he’s a good dragon, and a friend of mine, and 

tells me the most beautiful stories you ever heard, all about old times and when he was little. And 

he’s been so kind to mother, and mother’d do anything for him. And father likes him too, though 

father doesn’t hold with art and poetry much, and always falls asleep when the dragon starts 

talking about style. But the fact is, nobody can help liking him when once they know him. He’s 

so engaging and so trustful, and as simple as a child!” 

“Sit down, and draw your chair up,” said St. George. “I like a fellow who sticks up for his 

friends, and I’m sure the dragon has his good points, if he’s got a friend like you. But that’s not 

the question. All this evening I’ve been listening, with grief and anguish unspeakable, to tales of 

murder, theft, and wrong; rather too highly coloured, perhaps, not always quite convincing, but 

forming in the main a most serious roll of crime. History teaches us that the greatest rascals often 

possess all the domestic virtues; and I fear that your cultivated friend, in spite of the qualities 

which have won (and rightly) your regard, has got to be speedily exterminated.” 

“Oh, you’ve been taking in all the yarns those fellows have been telling you,” said the Boy 

impatiently. “Why, our villagers are the biggest story-tellers in all the country round. It’s a 

known fact. You’re a stranger in these parts, or else you’d have heard it already. All they want is 

a fight. They’re the most awful beggars for getting up fights — it ‘s meat and drink to them. 

Dogs, bulls, dragons — anything so long as it’s a fight. Why, they’ve got a poor innocent badger 

in the stable behind here, at this moment. They were going to have some fun with him to-day, 

but they’re saving him up now till your little affair’s over. And I’ve no doubt they’ve been telling 

you what a hero you were, and how you were bound to win, in the cause of right and justice, and 

so on; but let me tell you, I came down the street just now, and they were betting six to four on 

the dragon freely!” 

“Six to four on the dragon!” murmured St. George sadly, resting his cheek on his hand. “This is 

an evil world, and sometimes I begin to think that all the wickedness in it is not entirely bottled 

up inside the dragons. And yet — may not this wily beast have misled you as to his real 

character, in order that your good report of him may serve as a cloak for his evil deeds? Nay, 

may there not be, at this very moment, some hapless Princess immured within yonder gloomy 

cavern?” 

The moment he had spoken, St. George was sorry for what he had said, the Boy looked so 

genuinely distressed. 

“I assure you, St. George,” he said earnestly, “there’s nothing of the sort in the cave at all. The 

dragon’s a real gentleman, every inch of him, and I may say that no one would be more shocked 
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and grieved than he would, at hearing you talk in that — that loose way about matters on which 

he has very strong views!” 

“Well, perhaps I’ve been over-credulous,” said St. George. “Perhaps I’ve misjudged the animal. 

But what are we to do? Here are the dragon and I, almost face to face, each supposed to be 

thirsting for each other’s blood. I don’t see any way out of it, exactly. What do you suggest? 

Can’t you arrange things, somehow?” 

“That’s just what the dragon said,” replied the Boy, rather nettled. “Really, the way you two 

seem to leave everything to me — I suppose you couldn’t be persuaded to go away quietly, could 

you?” 

“Impossible, I fear,” said the Saint. “Quite against the rules. You know that as well as I do.” 

“Well, then, look here,” said the Boy, “it’s early yet — would you mind strolling up with me and 

seeing the dragon and talking it over? It’s not far, and any friend of mine will be most welcome.” 

“Well, it’s irregular,” said St. George, rising, “but really it seems about the most sensible thing to 

do. You’re taking a lot of trouble on your friend’s account,” he added, good-naturedly, as they 

passed out through the door together. “But cheer up! Perhaps there won’t have to be any fight 

after all.” 

“Oh, but I hope there will, though!” replied the little fellow, wistfully. 

“I’ve brought a friend to see you, dragon,” said the Boy, rather loud. 

The dragon woke up with a start. “I was just — er — thinking about things,” he said in his 

simple way. “Very pleased to make your acquaintance, sir. Charming weather we’re having!” 

“This is St. George,” said the Boy, shortly. “St. George, let me introduce you to the dragon. 

We’ve come up to talk things over quietly, dragon, and now for goodness’ sake do let us have a 

little straight common-sense, and come to some practical business-like arrangement, for I’m sick 

of views and theories of life and personal tendencies, and all that sort of thing. I may perhaps add 

that my mother’s sitting up.” 

“So glad to meet you, St. George,” began the dragon rather nervously, “because you’ve been a 

great traveller, I hear, and I’ve always been rather a stay-at-home. But I can show you many 

antiquities, many interesting features of our country-side, if you’re stopping here any time — ” 

“I think,” said St. George, in his frank, pleasant way, “that we’d really better take the advice of 

our young friend here, and try to come to some understanding, on a business footing, about this 

little affair of ours. Now don’t you think that after all the simplest plan would be just to fight it 

out, according to the rules, and let the best man win? They’re betting on you, I may tell you, 

down in the village, but I don’t mind that!” 

“Oh, yes, do, dragon,” said the Boy, delightedly; “it’ll save such a lot of bother! 



42 

 

“My young friend, you shut up,” said the dragon severely. “Believe me, St. George,” he went on, 

“there’s nobody in the world I’d sooner oblige than you and this young gentleman here. But the 

whole thing’s nonsense, and conventionality, and popular thick-headedness. There’s absolutely 

nothing to fight about, from beginning to end. And anyhow I’m not going to, so that settles it!” 

“But supposing I make you?” said St. George, rather nettled. 

“You can’t,” said the dragon, triumphantly. “I should only go into my cave and retire for a time 

down the hole I came up. You’d soon get heartily sick of sitting outside and waiting for me to 

come out and fight you. And as soon as you’d really gone away, why, I’d come up again gaily, 

for I tell you frankly, I like this place, and I’m going to stay here!” 

St. George gazed for a while on the fair landscape around them. “But this would be a beautiful 

place for a fight,” he began again persuasively. “These great bare rolling Downs for the arena, — 

and me in my golden armour showing up against your big blue scaly coils! Think what a picture 

it would make!” 

“Now you’re trying to get at me through my artistic sensibilities,” said the dragon. “But it won’t 

work. Not but what it would make a very pretty picture, as you say,” he added, wavering a little. 

“We seem to be getting rather nearer to business,” put in the Boy. “You must see, dragon, that 

there ‘s got to be a fight of some sort, ‘cos you can’t want to have to go down that dirty old hole 

again and stop there till goodness knows when.” 

“It might be arranged,” said St. George, thoughtfully. “I must spear you somewhere, of course, 

but I’m not bound to hurt you very much. There’s such a lot of you that there must be a few 

spare places somewhere. Here, for instance, just behind your foreleg. It couldn’t hurt you much, 

just here!” 

“Now you ‘re tickling, George,” said the dragon, coyly. “No, that place won’t do at all. Even if it 

didn’t hurt, — and I’m sure it would, awfully, — it would make me laugh, and that would spoil 

everything.” 

“Let’s try somewhere else, then,” said St. George, patiently. “Under your neck, for instance, — 

all these folds of thick skin, — if I speared you here you ‘d never even know I ‘d done it!” 

“Yes, but are you sure you can hit off the right place?” asked the dragon, anxiously. 

“Of course I am,” said St. George, with confidence. “You leave that to me!” 

“It’s just because I’ve got to leave it to you that I’m asking,” replied the dragon, rather testily. 

“No doubt you would deeply regret any error you might make in the hurry of the moment; but 

you wouldn’t regret it half as much as I should! However, I suppose we’ve got to trust 

somebody, as we go through life, and your plan seems, on the whole, as good a one as any.” 
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“Look here, dragon,” interrupted the Boy, a little jealous on behalf of his friend, who seemed to 

be getting all the worst of the bargain: “I don’t quite see where you come in! There’s to be a 

fight, apparently, and you’re to be licked; and what I want to know is, what are you going to get 

out of it?” 

“St. George,” said the dragon, “Just tell him, please, — what will happen after I’m vanquished in 

the deadly combat?” 

“Well, according to the rules I suppose I shall lead you in triumph down to the market-place or 

whatever answers to it,” said St. George. 

“Precisely,” said the dragon. “And then — ” 

“And then there’ll be shoutings and speeches and things,” continued St. George. “And I shall 

explain that you’re converted, and see the error of your ways, and so on.” 

“Quite so,” said the dragon. “And then —?” 

“Oh, and then — ” said St. George, “why, and then there will be the usual banquet, I suppose.” 

“Exactly,” said the dragon; “and that’s where I come in. Look here,” he continued, addressing 

the Boy, “I’m bored to death up here, and no one really appreciates me. I’m going into Society, I 

am, through the kindly aid of our friend here, who’s taking such a lot of trouble on my account; 

and you’ll find I’ve got all the qualities to endear me to people who entertain! So now that’s all 

settled, and if you don’t mind — I ‘m an old-fashioned fellow — don’t want to turn you out, but 

— ” 

“Remember, you’ll have to do your proper share of the fighting, dragon!” said St. George, as he 

took the hint and rose to go; “I mean ramping, and breathing fire, and so on!” 

“I can ramp all right,” replied the dragon, confidently; “as to breathing fire, it’s surprising how 

easily one gets out of practice, but I’ll do the best I can. Good-night!” 

They had descended the hill and were almost back in the village again, when St. George stopped 

short, “Knew I had forgotten something,” he said. “There ought to be a Princess. Terror-stricken 

and chained to a rock, and all that sort of thing. Boy, can’t you arrange a Princess?” 

The Boy was in the middle of a tremendous yawn. “I’m tired to death,” he wailed, “and I can’t 

arrange a Princess, or anything more, at this time of night. And my mother’s sitting up, and do 

stop asking me to arrange more things till to-morrow!” 

Next morning the people began streaming up to the Downs at quite an early hour, in their Sunday 

clothes and carrying baskets with bottle-necks sticking out of them, every one intent on securing 

good places for the combat. This was not exactly a simple matter, for of course it was quite 

possible that the dragon might win, and in that case even those who had put their money on him 

felt they could hardly expect him to deal with his backers on a different footing to the rest. Places 
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were chosen, therefore, with circumspection and with a view to a speedy retreat in case of 

emergency; and the front rank was mostly composed of boys who had escaped from parental 

control and now sprawled and rolled about on the grass, regardless of the shrill threats and 

warnings discharged at them by their anxious mothers behind. 

The Boy had secured a good front place, well up towards the cave, and was feeling as anxious as 

a stage-manager on a first night. Could the dragon be depended upon? He might change his mind 

and vote the whole performance rot; or else, seeing that the affair had been so hastily planned, 

without even a rehearsal, he might be too nervous to show up. The Boy looked narrowly at the 

cave, but it showed no sign of life or occupation. Could the dragon have made a moon-light 

flitting? 

The higher portions of the ground were now black with sightseers, and presently a sound of 

cheering and a waving of handkerchiefs told that something was visible to them which the Boy, 

far up towards the dragon-end of the line as he was, could not yet see. A minute more and St. 

George’s red plumes topped the hill, as the Saint rode slowly forth on the great level space which 

stretched up to the grim mouth of the cave. Very gallant and beautiful he looked, on his tall war-

horse, his golden armour glancing in the sun, his great spear held erect, the little white pennon, 

crimson-crossed, fluttering at its point. He drew rein and remained motionless. The lines of 

spectators began to give back a little, nervously; and even the boys in front stopped pulling hair 

and cuffing each other, and leaned forward expectant. 

“Now then, dragon!” muttered the Boy impatiently, fidgeting where he sat. He need not have 

distressed himself, had he only known. The dramatic possibilities of the thing had tickled the 

dragon immensely, and he had been up from an early hour, preparing for his first public 

appearance with as much heartiness as if the years had run backwards, and he had been again a 

little dragonlet, playing with his sisters on the floor of their mother’s cave, at the game of saints-

and-dragons, in which the dragon was bound to win. 

A low muttering, mingled with snorts, now made itself heard; rising to a bellowing roar that 

seemed to fill the plain. Then a cloud of smoke obscured the mouth of the cave, and out of the 

midst of it the dragon himself, shining, sea-blue, magnificent, pranced splendidly forth; and 

everybody said, “Oo-oo-oo!” as if he had been a mighty rocket! His scales were glittering, his 

long spiky tail lashed his sides, his claws tore up the turf and sent it flying high over his back, 

and smoke and fire incessantly jetted from his angry nostrils. “Oh, well done, dragon!” cried the 

Boy, excitedly. “Didn’t think he had it in him!” he added to himself. 

St. George lowered his spear, bent his head, dug his heels into his horse’s sides, and came 

thundering over the turf. The dragon charged with a roar and a squeal, — a great blue whirling 

combination of coils and snorts and clashing jaws and spikes and fire. 

“Missed!” yelled the crowd. There was a moment’s entanglement of golden armour and blue-

green coils, and spiky tail, and then the great horse, tearing at his bit, carried the Saint, his spear 

swung high in the air, almost up to the mouth of the cave. 
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The dragon sat down and barked viciously, while St. George with difficulty pulled his horse 

round into position. 

“End of Round One!” thought the Boy. “How well they managed it! But I hope the Saint won’t 

get excited. I can trust the dragon all right. What a regular play-actor the fellow is!” 

St. George had at last prevailed on his horse to stand steady, and was looking round him as he 

wiped his brow. Catching sight of the Boy, he smiled and nodded, and held up three fingers for 

an instant. 

“It seems to be all planned out,” said the Boy to himself. “Round Three is to be the finishing one, 

evidently. Wish it could have lasted a bit longer. Whatever’s that old fool of a dragon up to 

now?” 

The dragon was employing the interval in giving a ramping-performance for the benefit of the 

crowd. Ramping, it should be explained, consists in running round and round in a wide circle, 

and sending waves and ripples of movement along the whole length of your spine, from your 

pointed ears right down to the spike at the end of your long tail. When you are covered with blue 

scales, the effect is particularly pleasing; and the Boy recollected the dragon’s recently expressed 

wish to become a social success. 

St. George now gathered up his reins and began to move forward, dropping the point of his spear 

and settling himself firmly in the saddle. 

“Time!” yelled everybody excitedly; and the dragon, leaving off his ramping sat up on end, and 

began to leap from one side to the other with huge ungainly bounds, whooping like a Red Indian. 

This naturally disconcerted the horse, who swerved violently, the Saint only just saving himself 

by the mane; and as they shot past the dragon delivered a vicious snap at the horse’s tail which 

sent the poor beast careering madly far over the Downs, so that the language of the Saint, who 

had lost a stirrup, was fortunately inaudible to the general assemblage. 

Round Two evoked audible evidence of friendly feeling towards the dragon. The spectators were 

not slow to appreciate a combatant who could hold his own so well and clearly wanted to show 

good sport; and many encouraging remarks reached the ears of our friend as he strutted to and 

fro, his chest thrust out and his tail in the air, hugely enjoying his new popularity. 

St. George had dismounted and was tightening his girths, and telling his horse, with quite an 

Oriental flow of imagery, exactly what he thought of him, and his relations, and his conduct on 

the present occasion; so the Boy made his way down to the Saint’s end of the line, and held his 

spear for him. 

“It’s been a jolly fight, St. George!” he said with a sigh. “Can’t you let it last a bit longer?” 

“Well, I think I’d better not,” replied the Saint. “The fact is, your simple-minded old friend’s 

getting conceited, now they’ve begun cheering him, and he’ll forget all about the arrangement 
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and take to playing the fool, and there’s no telling where he would stop. I’ll just finish him off 

this round.” 

He swung himself into the saddle and took his spear from the Boy. “Now don’t you be afraid,” 

he added kindly. “I’ve marked my spot exactly, and he’s sure to give me all the assistance in his 

power, because he knows it’s his only chance of being asked to the banquet!” 

St. George now shortened his spear, bringing the butt well up under his arm; and, instead of 

galloping as before, trotted smartly towards the dragon, who crouched at his approach, flicking 

his tail till it cracked in the air like a great cart-whip. The Saint wheeled as he neared his 

opponent and circled warily round him, keeping his eye on the spare place; while the dragon, 

adopting similar tactics, paced with caution round the same circle, occasionally feinting with his 

head. So the two sparred for an opening, while the spectators maintained a breathless silence. 

Though the round lasted for some minutes, the end was so swift that all the Boy saw was a 

lightning movement of the Saint’s arm, and then a whirl and a confusion of spines, claws, tail, 

and flying bits of turf. The dust cleared away, the spectators whooped and ran in cheering, and 

the Boy made out that the dragon was down, pinned to the earth by the spear, while St. George 

had dismounted, and stood astride of him. 

It all seemed so genuine that the Boy ran in breathlessly, hoping the dear old dragon wasn’t 

really hurt. As he approached, the dragon lifted one large eyelid, winked solemnly, and collapsed 

again. He was held fast to earth by the neck, but the Saint had hit him in the spare place agreed 

upon, and it didn’t even seem to tickle. 

“Bain’t you goin’ to cut ‘is ‘ed orf, master?” asked one of the applauding crowd. He had backed 

the dragon, and naturally felt a trifle sore. 

“Well, not to-day, I think,” replied St. George, pleasantly. “You see, that can be done at any 

time. There’s no hurry at all. I think we’ll all go down to the village first, and have some 

refreshment, and then I’ll give him a good talking-to, and you’ll find he’ll be a very different 

dragon!” 

At that magic word refreshment the whole crowd formed up in procession and silently awaited 

the signal to start. The time for talking and cheering and betting was past, the hour for action had 

arrived. St. George, hauling on his spear with both hands, released the dragon, who rose and 

shook himself and ran his eye over his spikes and scales and things, to see that they were all in 

order. Then the Saint mounted and led off the procession, the dragon following meekly in the 

company of the Boy, while the thirsty spectators kept at a respectful interval behind. 

There were great doings when they got down to the village again, and had formed up in front of 

the inn. After refreshment St. George made a speech, in which he informed his audience that he 

had removed their direful scourge, at a great deal of trouble and inconvenience to himself, and 

now they weren’t to go about grumbling and fancying they’d got grievances, because they 

hadn’t. And they shouldn’t be so fond of fights, because next time they might have to do the 

fighting themselves, which would not be the same thing at all. And there was a certain badger in 
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the inn stables which had got to be released at once, and he’d come and see it done himself. Then 

he told them that the dragon had been thinking over things, and saw that there were two sides to 

every question, and he wasn’t going to do it any more, and if they were good perhaps he’d stay 

and settle down there. So they must make friends, and not be prejudiced; and go about fancying 

they knew everything there was to be known, because they didn’t, not by a long way. And he 

warned them against the sin of romancing, and making up stories and fancying other people 

would believe them just because they were plausible and highly-coloured. Then he sat down, 

amidst much repentant cheering, and the dragon nudged the Boy in the ribs and whispered that 

he couldn’t have done it better himself. Then every one went off to get ready for the banquet. 

Banquets are always pleasant things, consisting mostly, as they do, of eating and drinking; but 

the specially nice thing about a banquet is, that it comes when something’s over, and there’s 

nothing more to worry about, and to-morrow seems a long way off. St George was happy 

because there had been a fight and he hadn’t had to kill anybody; for he didn’t really like killing, 

though he generally had to do it. The dragon was happy because there had been a fight, and so 

far from being hurt in it he had won popularity and a sure footing in society. The Boy was happy 

because there had been a fight, and in spite of it all his two friends were on the best of terms. 

And all the others were happy because there had been a fight, and — well, they didn’t require 

any other reasons for their happiness. The dragon exerted himself to say the right thing to 

everybody, and proved the life and soul of the evening; while the Saint and the Boy, as they 

looked on, felt that they were only assisting at a feast of which the honour and the glory were 

entirely the dragon’s. But they didn’t mind that, being good fellows, and the dragon was not in 

the least proud or forgetful. On the contrary, every ten minutes or so he leant over towards the 

Boy and said impressively: “Look here! you will see me home afterwards, won’t you?” And the 

Boy always nodded, though he had promised his mother not to be out late. 

At last the banquet was over, the guests had dropped away with many good-nights and 

congratulations and invitations, and the dragon, who had seen the last of them off the premises, 

emerged into the street followed by the Boy, wiped his brow, sighed, sat down in the road and 

gazed at the stars. “Jolly night it’s been!” he murmured. “Jolly stars! Jolly little place this! Think 

I shall just stop here. Don’t feel like climbing up any beastly hill. Boy’s promised to see me 

home. Boy had better do it then! No responsibility on my part. Responsibility all Boy’s!” And 

his chin sank on his broad chest and he slumbered peacefully. 

“Oh, get up, dragon,” cried the Boy, piteously. “You know my mother’s sitting up, and I ‘m so 

tired, and you made me promise to see you home, and I never knew what it meant or I wouldn’t 

have done it!” And the Boy sat down in the road by the side of the sleeping dragon, and cried. 

The door behind them opened, a stream of light illumined the road, and St. George, who had 

come out for a stroll in the cool night-air, caught sight of the two figures sitting there — the great 

motionless dragon and the tearful little Boy. 

“What’s the matter, Boy?” he inquired kindly, stepping to his side. 
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“Oh, it’s this great lumbering pig of a dragon!” sobbed the Boy. “First he makes me promise to 

see him home, and then he says I’d better do it, and goes to sleep! Might as well try to see a 

haystack home! And I’m so tired, and mother’s — ” here he broke down again. 

“Now don’t take on,” said St. George. “I’ll stand by you, and we’ll both see him home. Wake up, 

dragon!” he said sharply, shaking the beast by the elbow. 

The dragon looked up sleepily. “What a night, George!” he murmured; “what a — ” 

“Now look here, dragon,” said the Saint, firmly. “Here’s this little fellow waiting to see you 

home, and you know he ought to have been in bed these two hours, and what his mother’ll say I 

don’t know, and anybody but a selfish pig would have made him go to bed long ago — ” 

“And he shall go to bed!” cried the dragon, starting up. “Poor little chap, only fancy his being up 

at this hour! It’s a shame, that’s what it is, and I don’t think, St. George, you’ve been very 

considerate — but come along at once, and don’t let us have any more arguing or shilly-

shallying. You give me hold of your hand, Boy — thank you, George, an arm up the hill is just 

what I wanted!” 

So they set off up the hill arm-in-arm, the Saint, the Dragon, and the Boy. The lights in the little 

village began to go out; but there were stars, and a late moon, as they climbed to the Downs 

together. And, as they turned the last corner and disappeared from view, snatches of an old song 

were borne back on the night-breeze. I can’t be certain which of them was singing, but I think it 

was the Dragon! 

“Here we are at your gate,” said the man, abruptly, laying his hand on it. “Good-night. Cut along 

in sharp, or you’ll catch it!” 

Could it really be our own gate? Yes, there it was, sure enough, with the familiar marks on its 

bottom bar made by our feet when we swung on it 

“Oh, but wait a minute!” cried Charlotte. “I want to know a heap of things. Did the dragon really 

settle down? And did — ” 

“There isn’t any more of that story,” said the man, kindly but firmly. “At least, not to-night. Now 

be off! Good-bye!” 

“Wonder if it’s all true?” said Charlotte, as we hurried up the path. “Sounded dreadfully like 

nonsense, in parts!” 

“P’raps its true for all that,” I replied encouragingly. 

Charlotte bolted in like a rabbit, out of the cold and the dark; but I lingered a moment in the still, 

frosty air, for a backward glance at the silent white world without, ere I changed it for the land of 

firelight and cushions and laughter. It was the day for choir-practice, and carol-time was at hand, 

and a belated member was passing homewards down the road, singing as he went:— 
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“Then St. George: ee made rev’rence: in the stable so dim, Oo vanquished the dragon: so fearful 

and grim. So-o grim: and so-o fierce: that now may we say All peaceful is our wakin’: on Chri-

istmas Day!” 

The singer receded, the carol died away. But I wondered, with my hand on the door-latch, 

whether that was the song, or something like it, that the dragon sang as he toddled contentedly up 

the hill. 
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1. What! No Children?  

Once upon a time, so long ago that I have quite forgotten the date, there lived a king and queen 

who had no children.  

And the king said to himself, "All the queens of my acquaintance have children, some three, 

some seven, and some as many as twelve; and my queen has not one. I feel ill-used." So he made 

up his mind to be cross with his wife about it. But she bore it all like a good patient queen as she 
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was. Then the king grew very cross indeed. But the queen pretended to take it all as a joke, and a 

very good one too.  

"Why don't you have any daughters, at least?" said he. "I don't say sons; that might be too much 

to expect."  

"I am sure, dear king, I am very sorry," said the queen.  

"So you ought to be," retorted the king; "you are not going to make a virtue of that, surely."  

But he was not an ill-tempered king, and in any matter of less moment would have let the queen 

have her own way with all his heart. This, however, was an affair of state.  

The queen smiled.  

"You must have patience with a lady, you know, dear king," said she.  

She was, indeed, a very nice queen, and heartily sorry that she could not oblige the king 

immediately.  

2. Won't I, Just?  

The king tried to have patience, but he succeeded very badly. It was more than he deserved, 

therefore, when, at last, the queen gave him a daughter—as lovely a little princess as ever cried.  

The day drew near when the infant must be christened. The king wrote all the invitations with his 

own hand. Of course somebody was forgotten. Now it does not generally matter if somebody is 

forgotten, only you must mind who. Unfortunately, the king forgot without intending to forget; 

and so the chance fell upon the Princess Makemnoit, which was awkward. For the princess was 

the king's own sister; and he ought not to have forgotten her. But she had made herself so 

disagreeable to the old king, their father, that he had forgotten her in making his will; and so it 

was no wonder that her brother forgot her in writing his invitations. But poor relations don't do 

anything to keep you in mind of them. Why don't they? The king could not see into the garret she 

lived in, could he?  

She was a sour, spiteful creature. The wrinkles of contempt crossed the wrinkles of peevishness, 

and made her face as full of wrinkles as a pat of butter. If ever a king could be justified in 

forgetting anybody, this king was justified in forgetting his sister, even at a christening. She 

looked very odd, too. Her forehead was as large as all the rest of her face, and projected over it 

like a precipice. When she was angry, her little eyes flashed blue. When she hated anybody, they 

shone yellow and green. What they looked like when she loved anybody, I do not know; for I 

never heard of her loving anybody but herself, and I do not think she could have managed that if 

she had not somehow got used to herself. But what made it highly imprudent in the king to forget 

her was that she was awfully clever. In fact, she was a witch; and when she bewitched anybody, 

he very soon had enough of it; for she beat all the wicked fairies in wickedness, and all the clever 

ones in cleverness. She despised all the modes we read of in history, in which offended fairies 
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and witches have taken their revenges; and therefore, after waiting and waiting in vain for an 

invitation, she made up her mind at last to go without one, and make the whole family miserable, 

like a princess as she was.  

So she put on her best gown, went to the palace, was kindly received by the happy monarch, who 

forgot that he had forgotten her, and took her place in the procession to the royal chapel. When 

they were all gathered about the font, she contrived to get next to it, and throw something into 

the water; after which she maintained a very respectful demeanour till the water was applied to 

the child's face. But at that moment she turned round in her place three times, and muttered the 

following words, loud enough for those beside her to hear:—  

"Light of spirit, by my charms, 

Light of body, every part, 

Never weary human arms— 

Only crush thy parents' heart!" 

They all thought she had lost her wits, and was repeating some foolish nursery rhyme; but a 

shudder went through the whole of them notwithstanding. The baby, on the contrary, began to 

laugh and crow; while the nurse gave a start and a smothered cry, for she thought she was struck 

with paralysis: she could not feel the baby in her arms. But she clasped it tight and said nothing. 

The mischief was done.  

3. She Can't Be Ours.  

Her atrocious aunt had deprived the child of all her gravity. If you ask me how this was effected, 

I answer, "In the easiest way in the world. She had only to destroy gravitation." For the princess 

was a philosopher, and knew all the ins and outs of the laws of gravitation as well as the ins and 

outs of her boot-lace. And being a witch as well, she could abrogate those laws in a moment; or 

at least so clog their wheels and rust their bearings, that they would not work at all. But we have 

more to do with what followed than with how it was done.  

The first awkwardness that resulted from this unhappy privation was, that the moment the nurse 

began to float the baby up and down, she flew from her arms towards the ceiling. Happily, the 

resistance of the air brought her ascending career to a close within a foot of it. There she 

remained, horizontal as when she left her nurse's arms, kicking and laughing amazingly. The 

nurse in terror flew to the bell, and begged the footman, who answered it, to bring up the house-

steps directly. Trembling in every limb, she climbed upon the steps, and had to stand upon the 

very top, and reach up, before she could catch the floating tail of the baby's long clothes.  

When the strange fact came to be known, there was a terrible commotion in the palace. The 

occasion of its discovery by the king was naturally a repetition of the nurse's experience. 

Astonished that he felt no weight when the child was laid in his arms, he began to wave her up 

and not down, for she slowly ascended to the ceiling as before, and there remained floating in 

perfect comfort and satisfaction, as was testified by her peals of tiny laughter. The king stood 

staring up in speechless amazement, and trembled so that his beard shook like grass in the wind. 
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At last, turning to the queen, who was just as horror-struck as himself, he said, gasping, staring, 

and stammering,—  

"She can't be ours, queen!"  

Now the queen was much cleverer than the king, and had begun already to suspect that "this 

effect defective came by cause."  

"I am sure she is ours," answered she. "But we ought to have taken better care of her at the 

christening. People who were never invited ought not to have been present."  

"Oh, ho!" said the king, tapping his forehead with his forefinger, "I have it all. I've found her out. 

Don't you see it, queen? Princess Makemnoit has bewitched her." "That's just what I say," 

answered the queen.  

"I beg your pardon, my love; I did not hear you.—John! bring the steps I get on my throne with."  

For he was a little king with a great throne, like many other kings.  

The throne-steps were brought, and set upon the dining-table, and John got upon the top of them. 

But he could not reach the little princess, who lay like a baby-laughter-cloud in the air, exploding 

continuously. "Take the tongs, John," said his Majesty; and getting up on the table, he handed 

them to him.  

John could reach the baby now, and the little princess was handed down by the tongs.  

4. Where Is She?  

One fine summer day, a month after these her first adventures, during which time she had been 

very carefully watched, the princess was lying on the bed in the queen's own chamber, fast 

asleep. One of the windows was open, for it was noon, and the day was so sultry that the little 

girl was wrapped in nothing less ethereal than slumber itself. The queen came into the room, and 

not observing that the baby was on the bed, opened another window. A frolicsome fairy wind, 

which had been watching for a chance of mischief, rushed in at the one window, and taking its 

way over the bed where the child was lying, caught her up, and rolling and floating her along like 

a piece of flue, or a dandelion seed, carried her with it through the opposite window, and away. 

The queen went down-stairs, quite ignorant of the loss she had herself occasioned.  

When the nurse returned, she supposed that her Majesty had carried her off, and, dreading a 

scolding, delayed making inquiry about her. But hearing nothing, she grew uneasy, and went at 

length to the queen's boudoir, where she found her Majesty.  

"Please, your Majesty, shall I take the baby?" said she.  

"Where is she?" asked the queen.  



53 

 

"Please forgive me. I know it was wrong."  

"What do you mean?" said the queen, looking grave.  

"Oh! don't frighten me, your Majesty!" exclaimed the nurse, clasping her hands.  

The queen saw that something was amiss, and fell down in a faint. The nurse rushed about the 

palace, screaming, "My baby! my baby!"  

Every one ran to the queen's room. But the queen could give no orders. They soon found out, 

however, that the princess was missing, and in a moment the palace was like a beehive in a 

garden; and in one minute more the queen was brought to herself by a great shout and a clapping 

of hands. They had found the princess fast asleep under a rose-bush, to which the elvish little 

wind-puff had carried her, finishing its mischief by shaking a shower of red rose-leaves all over 

the little white sleeper. Startled by the noise the servants made, she woke, and, furious with glee, 

scattered the rose-leaves in all directions, like a shower of spray in the sunset.  

She was watched more carefully after this, no doubt; yet it would be endless to relate all the odd 

incidents resulting from this peculiarity of the young princess. But there never was a baby in a 

house, not to say a palace, that kept the household in such constant good humour, at least below-

stairs. If it was not easy for her nurses to hold her, at least she made neither their arms nor their 

hearts ache. And she was so nice to play at ball with! There was positively no danger of letting 

her fall. They might throw her down, or knock her down, or push her down, but couldn't let her 

down. It is true, they might let her fly into the fire or the coal-hole, or through the window; but 

none of these accidents had happened as yet. If you heard peals of laughter resounding from 

some unknown region, you might be sure enough of the cause. Going down into the kitchen, or 

the room, you would find Jane and Thomas, and Robert and Susan, all and sum, playing at ball 

with the little princess. She was the ball herself, and did not enjoy it the less for that. Away she 

went, flying from one to another, screeching with laughter. And the servants loved the ball itself 

better even than the game. But they had to take some care how they threw her, for if she received 

an upward direction, she would never come down again without being fetched.  

5. What Is to Be Done?  

But above-stairs it was different. One day, for instance, after breakfast, the king went into his 

counting-house, and counted out his money. The operation gave him no pleasure.  

"To think," said he to himself, "that every one of these gold sovereigns weighs a quarter of an 

ounce, and my real, live, flesh-and-blood princess weighs nothing at all!"  

And he hated his gold sovereigns, as they lay with a broad smile of self-satisfaction all over their 

yellow faces.  

The queen was in the parlour, eating bread and honey. But at the second mouthful she burst out 

crying, and could not swallow it.  
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The king heard her sobbing. Glad of anybody, but especially of his queen, to quarrel with, he 

clashed his gold sovereigns into his money-box, clapped his crown on his head, and rushed into 

the parlour.  

"What is all this about?" exclaimed he. "What are you crying for, queen?"  

"I can't eat it," said the queen, looking ruefully at the honey-pot.  

"No wonder!" retorted the king. "You've just eaten your breakfast—two turkey eggs, and three 

anchovies."  

"Oh, that's not it!" sobbed her Majesty. "It's my child, my child!"  

"Well, what's the matter with your child? She's neither up the chimney nor down the draw-well. 

Just hear her laughing."  

Yet the king could not help a sigh, which he tried to turn into a cough, saying—  

"It is a good thing to be light-hearted, I am sure, whether she be ours or not."  

"It is a bad thing to be light-headed," answered the queen, looking with prophetic soul far into 

the future.  

"'Tis a good thing to be light-handed," said the king.  

"'Tis a bad thing to be light-fingered," answered the queen.  

"'Tis a good thing to be light-footed," said the king.  

"'Tis a bad thing—" began the queen; but the king interrupted her.  

"In fact," said he, with the tone of one who concludes an argument in which he has had only 

imaginary opponents, and in which, therefore, he has come off triumphant—"in fact, it is a good 

thing altogether to be light-bodied."  

"But it is a bad thing altogether to be light-minded," retorted the queen, who was beginning to 

lose her temper.  

This last answer quite discomfited his Majesty, who turned on his heel, and betook himself to his 

counting-house again. But he was not half-way towards it, when the voice of his queen overtook 

him.  

"And it's a bad thing to be light-haired," screamed she, determined to have more last words, now 

that her spirit was roused.  
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The queen's hair was black as night; and the king's had been, and his daughter's was, golden as 

morning. But it was not this reflection on his hair that arrested him; it was the double use of the 

word light. For the king hated all witticisms, and punning especially. And besides, he could not 

tell whether the queen meant light-haired or light-heired; for why might she not aspirate her 

vowels when she was exasperated herself?  

He turned upon his other heel, and rejoined her. She looked angry still, because she knew that 

she was guilty, or, what was much the same, knew that HE thought so.  

"My dear queen," said he, "duplicity of any sort is exceedingly objectionable between married 

people of any rank, not to say kings and queens; and the most objectionable form duplicity can 

assume is that of punning."  

"There!" said the queen, "I never made a jest, but I broke it in the making. I am the most 

unfortunate woman in the world!"  

She looked so rueful, that the king took her in his arms; and they sat down to consult.  

"Can you bear this?" said the king.  

"No, I can't," said the queen.  

"Well, what's to be done?" said the king.  

"I'm sure I don't know," said the queen. "But might you not try an apology?"  

"To my old sister, I suppose you mean?" said the king.  

"Yes," said the queen.  

"Well, I don't mind," said the king.  

So he went the next morning to the house of the princess, and, making a very humble apology, 

begged her to undo the spell. But the princess declared, with a grave face, that she knew nothing 

at all about it. Her eyes, however, shone pink, which was a sign that she was happy. She advised 

the king and queen to have patience, and to mend their ways. The king returned disconsolate. 

The queen tried to comfort him.  

"We will wait till she is older. She may then be able to suggest something herself. She will know 

at least how she feels, and explain things to us."  

"But what if she should marry?" exclaimed the king, in sudden consternation at the idea.  

"Well, what of that?" rejoined the queen. "Just think! If she were to have children! In the course 

of a hundred years the air might be as full of floating children as of gossamers in autumn."  
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"That is no business of ours," replied the queen. "Besides, by that time they will have learned to 

take care of themselves."  

A sigh was the king's only answer.  

He would have consulted the court physicians; but he was afraid they would try experiments 

upon her.  

6. She Laughs Too Much.  

Meantime, notwithstanding awkward occurrences, and griefs that she brought upon her parents, 

the little princess laughed and grew—not fat, but plump and tall. She reached the age of 

seventeen, without having fallen into any worse scrape than a chimney; by rescuing her from 

which, a little bird-nesting urchin got fame and a black face. Nor, thoughtless as she was, had she 

committed anything worse than laughter at everybody and everything that came in her way. 

When she was told, for the sake of experiment, that General Clanrunfort was cut to pieces with 

all his troops, she laughed; when she heard that the enemy was on his way to besiege her papa's 

capital, she laughed hugely; but when she was told that the city would certainly be abandoned to 

the mercy of the enemy's soldiery—why, then she laughed immoderately. She never could be 

brought to see the serious side of anything. When her mother cried, she said,—  

"What queer faces mamma makes! And she squeezes water out of her cheeks? Funny mamma!"  

And when her papa stormed at her, she laughed, and danced round and round him, clapping her 

hands, and crying—  

"Do it again, papa. Do it again! It's SUCH fun! Dear, funny papa!"  

And if he tried to catch her, she glided from him in an instant, not in the least afraid of him, but 

thinking it part of the game not to be caught. With one push of her foot, she would be floating in 

the air above his head; or she would go dancing backwards and forwards and sideways, like a 

great butterfly. It happened several times, when her father and mother were holding a 

consultation about her in private, that they were interrupted by vainly repressed outbursts of 

laughter over their heads; and looking up with indignation, saw her floating at full length in the 

air above them, whence she regarded them with the most comical appreciation of the position.  

One day an awkward accident happened. The princess had come out upon the lawn with one of 

her attendants, who held her by the hand. Spying her father at the other side of the lawn, she 

snatched her hand from the maid's, and sped across to him. Now when she wanted to run alone, 

her custom was to catch up a stone in each hand, so that she might come down again after a 

bound. Whatever she wore as part of her attire had no effect in this way: even gold, when it thus 

became as it were a part of herself, lost all its weight for the time. But whatever she only held in 

her hands retained its downward tendency. On this occasion she could see nothing to catch up 

but a huge toad, that was walking across the lawn as if he had a hundred years to do it in. Not 

knowing what disgust meant, for this was one of her peculiarities, she snatched up the toad and 

bounded away. She had almost reached her father, and he was holding out his arms to receive 
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her, and take from her lips the kiss which hovered on them like a butterfly on a rosebud, when a 

puff of wind blew her aside into the arms of a young page, who had just been receiving a 

message from his Majesty. Now it was no great peculiarity in the princess that, once she was set 

agoing, it always cost her time and trouble to check herself. On this occasion there was no time. 

She must kiss-and she kissed the page. She did not mind it much; for she had no shyness in her 

composition; and she knew, besides, that she could not help it. So she only laughed, like a 

musical box. The poor page fared the worst. For the princess, trying to correct the unfortunate 

tendency of the kiss, put out her hands to keep her off the page; so that, along with the kiss, he 

received, on the other cheek, a slap with the huge black toad, which she poked right into his eye. 

He tried to laugh, too, but the attempt resulted in such an odd contortion of countenance, as 

showed that there was no danger of his pluming himself on the kiss. As for the king, his dignity 

was greatly hurt, and he did not speak to the page for a whole month.  

I may here remark that it was very amusing to see her run, if her mode of progression could 

properly be called running. For first she would make a bound; then, having alighted, she would 

run a few steps, and make another bound. Sometimes she would fancy she had reached the 

ground before she actually had, and her feet would go backwards and forwards, running upon 

nothing at all, like those of a chicken on its back. Then she would laugh like the very spirit of 

fun; only in her laugh there was something missing. What it was, I find myself unable to 

describe. I think it was a certain tone, depending upon the possibility of sorrow—

MORBIDEZZA, perhaps. She never smiled. 

7. Try Metaphysics.  

After a long avoidance of the painful subject, the king and queen resolved to hold a council of 

three upon it; and so they sent for the princess. In she came, sliding and flitting and gliding from 

one piece of furniture to another, and put herself at last in an armchair, in a sitting posture. 

Whether she could be said to sit, seeing she received no support from the seat of the chair, I do 

not pretend to determine.  

"My dear child," said the king, "you must be aware by this time that you are not exactly like 

other people."  

"Oh, you dear funny papa! I have got a nose, and two eyes, and all the rest. So have you. So has 

mamma."  

"Now be serious, my dear, for once," said the queen.  

"No, thank you, mamma; I had rather not."  

"Would you not like to be able to walk like other people?" said the king.  

"No indeed, I should think not. You only crawl. You are such slow coaches!"  

"How do you feel, my child?" he resumed, after a pause of discomfiture.  
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"Quite well, thank you."  

"I mean, what do you feel like?"  

"Like nothing at all, that I know of."  

"You must feel like something."  

"I feel like a princess with such a funny papa, and such a dear pet of a queen-mamma!"  

"Now really!" began the queen; but the princess interrupted her.  

"Oh Yes," she added, "I remember. I have a curious feeling sometimes, as if I were the only 

person that had any sense in the whole world."  

She had been trying to behave herself with dignity; but now she burst into a violent fit of 

laughter, threw herself backwards over the chair, and went rolling about the floor in an ecstasy of 

enjoyment. The king picked her up easier than one does a down quilt, and replaced her in her 

former relation to the chair. The exact preposition expressing this relation I do not happen to 

know.  

"Is there nothing you wish for?" resumed the king, who had learned by this time that it was 

useless to be angry with her.  

"Oh, you dear papa!—yes," answered she.  

"What is it, my darling?"  

"I have been longing for it—oh, such a time!—ever since last night." "Tell me what it is."  

"Will you promise to let me have it?"  

The king was on the point of saying Yes, but the wiser queen checked him with a single motion 

of her head. "Tell me what it is first," said he.  

"No no. Promise first."  

"I dare not. What is it?"  

"Mind, I hold you to your promise.—It is—to be tied to the end of a string—a very long string 

indeed, and be flown like a kite. Oh, such fun! I would rain rose-water, and hail sugar-plums, and 

snow whipped-cream, and—and—and—"  

A fit of laughing checked her; and she would have been off again over the floor, had not the king 

started up and caught her just in time. Seeing nothing but talk could be got out of her, he rang the 

bell, and sent her away with two of her ladies-in-waiting.  
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"Now, queen," he said, turning to her Majesty, "what IS to be done?"  

"There is but one thing left," answered she. "Let us consult the college of Metaphysicians."  

"Bravo!" cried the king; "we will."  

Now at the head of this college were two very wise Chinese philosophers-by name Hum-Drum, 

and Kopy-Keck. For them the king sent; and straightway they came. In a long speech he 

communicated to them what they knew very well already—as who did not?—namely, the 

peculiar condition of his daughter in relation to the globe on which she dwelt; and requested 

them to consult together as to what might be the cause and probable cure of her INFIRMITY. 

The king laid stress upon the word, but failed to discover his own pun. The queen laughed; but 

Hum-Drum and Kopy-Keck heard with humility and retired in silence.  

The consultation consisted chiefly in propounding and supporting, for the thousandth time, each 

his favourite theories. For the condition of the princess afforded delightful scope for the 

discussion of every question arising from the division of thought-in fact, of all the Metaphysics 

of the Chinese Empire. But it is only justice to say that they did not altogether neglect the 

discussion of the practical question, what was to be done.  

Hum-Drum was a Materialist, and Kopy-Keck was a Spiritualist. The former was slow and 

sententious; the latter was quick and flighty: the latter had generally the first word; the former the 

last.  

"I reassert my former assertion," began Kopy-Keck, with a plunge. "There is not a fault in the 

princess, body or soul; only they are wrong put together. Listen to me now, Hum-Drum, and I 

will tell you in brief what I think. Don't speak. Don't answer me. I won't hear you till I have 

done.— At that decisive moment, when souls seek their appointed habitations, two eager souls 

met, struck, rebounded, lost their way, and arrived each at the wrong place. The soul of the 

princess was one of those, and she went far astray. She does not belong by rights to this world at 

all, but to some other planet, probably Mercury. Her proclivity to her true sphere destroys all the 

natural influence which this orb would otherwise possess over her corporeal frame. She cares for 

nothing here. There is no relation between her and this world.  

"She must therefore be taught, by the sternest compulsion, to take an interest in the earth as the 

earth. She must study every department of its history—its animal history; its vegetable history; 

its mineral history; its social history; its moral history; its political history, its scientific history; 

its literary history; its musical history; its artistical history; above all, its metaphysical history. 

She must begin with the Chinese dynasty and end with Japan. But first of all she must study 

geology, and especially the history of the extinct races of animals-their natures, their habits, their 

loves, their hates, their revenges. She must—"  

"Hold, h-o-o-old!" roared Hum-Drum. "It is certainly my turn now. My rooted and insubvertible 

conviction is, that the causes of the anomalies evident in the princess's condition are strictly and 

solely physical. But that is only tantamount to acknowledging that they exist. Hear my 

opinion.— From some cause or other, of no importance to our inquiry, the motion of her heart 
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has been reversed. That remarkable combination of the suction and the force-pump works the 

wrong way-I mean in the case of the unfortunate princess: it draws in where it should force out, 

and forces out where it should draw in. The offices of the auricles and the ventricles are 

subverted. The blood is sent forth by the veins, and returns by the arteries. Consequently it is 

running the wrong way through all her corporeal organism—lungs and all. Is it then at all 

mysterious, seeing that such is the case, that on the other particular of gravitation as well, she 

should differ from normal humanity? My proposal for the cure is this:—  

"Phlebotomize until she is reduced to the last point of safety. Let it be effected, if necessary, in a 

warm bath. When she is reduced to a state of perfect asphyxy, apply a ligature to the left ankle, 

drawing it as tight as the bone will bear. Apply, at the same moment, another of equal tension 

around the right wrist. By means of plates constructed for the purpose, place the other foot and 

hand under the receivers of two air-pumps. Exhaust the receivers. Exhibit a pint of French 

brandy, and await the result."  

"Which would presently arrive in the form of grim Death," said Kopy-Keck.  

"If it should, she would yet die in doing our duty," retorted Hum-Drum.  

But their Majesties had too much tenderness for their volatile offspring to subject her to either of 

the schemes of the equally unscrupulous philosophers. Indeed, the most complete knowledge of 

the laws of nature would have been unserviceable in her case; for it was impossible to classify 

her. She was a fifth imponderable body, sharing all the other properties of the ponderable.  

8. Try a Drop of Water.  

Perhaps the best thing for the princess would have been to fall in love. But how a princess who 

had no gravity could fall into anything is a difficulty—perhaps THE difficulty.  

As for her own feelings on the subject, she did not even know that there was such a beehive of 

honey and stings to be fallen into. But now I come to mention another curious fact about her.  

The palace was built on the shores of the loveliest lake in the world; and the princess loved this 

lake more than father or mother. The root of this preference no doubt, although the princess did 

not recognise it as such, was, that the moment she got into it, she recovered the natural right of 

which she had been so wickedly deprived—namely, gravity. Whether this was owing to the fact 

that water had been employed as the means of conveying the injury, I do not know. But it is 

certain that she could swim and dive like the duck that her old nurse said she was. The manner in 

which this alleviation of her misfortune was discovered was as follows.  

One summer evening, during the carnival of the country, she had been taken upon the lake by the 

king and queen, in the royal barge. They were accompanied by many of the courtiers in a fleet of 

little boats. In the middle of the lake she wanted to get into the lord chancellor's barge, for his 

daughter, who was a great favourite with her, was in it with her father. Now though the old king 

rarely condescended to make light of his misfortune, yet, Happening on this occasion to be in a 

particularly good humour, as the barges approached each other, he caught up the princess to 
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throw her into the chancellor's barge. He lost his balance, however, and, dropping into the 

bottom of the barge, lost his hold of his daughter; not, however, before imparting to her the 

downward tendency of his own person, though in a somewhat different direction; for, as the king 

fell into the boat, she fell into the water. With a burst of delighted laughter she disappeared in the 

lake. A cry of horror ascended from the boats. They had never seen the princess go down before. 

Half the men were under water in a moment; but they had all, one after another, come up to the 

surface again for breath, when—tinkle, tinkle, babble, and gush! came the princess's laugh over 

the water from far away. There she was, swimming like a swan. Nor would she come out for 

king or queen, chancellor or daughter. She was perfectly obstinate.  

But at the same time she seemed more sedate than usual. Perhaps that was because a great 

pleasure spoils laughing. At all events, after this, the passion of her life was to get into the water, 

and she was always the better behaved and the more beautiful the more she had of it. Summer 

and winter it was quite the same; only she could not stay so long in the water when they had to 

break the ice to let her in. Any day, from morning till evening in summer, she might be 

descried—a streak of white in the blue water—lying as still as the shadow of a cloud, or shooting 

along like a dolphin; disappearing, and coming up again far off, just where one did not expect 

her. She would have been in the lake of a night, too, if she could have had her way; for the 

balcony of her window overhung a deep pool in it; and through a shallow reedy passage she 

could have swum out into the wide wet water, and no one would have been any the wiser. 

Indeed, when she happened to wake in the moonlight she could hardly resist the temptation. But 

there was the sad difficulty of getting into it. She had as great a dread of the air as some children 

have of the water. For the slightest gust of wind would blow her away; and a gust might arise in 

the stillest moment. And if she gave herself a push towards the water and just failed of reaching 

it, her situation would be dreadfully awkward, irrespective of the wind; for at best there she 

would have to remain, suspended in her nightgown, till she was seen and angled for by someone 

from the window.  

"Oh! if I had my gravity," thought she, contemplating the water, "I would flash off this balcony 

like a long white sea-bird, headlong into the darling wetness. Heigh-ho!"  

This was the only consideration that made her wish to be like other people.  

Another reason for her being fond of the water was that in it alone she enjoyed any freedom. For 

she could not walk out without a cortege, consisting in part of a troop of light horse, for fear of 

the liberties which the wind might take with her. And the king grew more apprehensive with 

increasing years, till at last he would not allow her to walk abroad at all without some twenty 

silken cords fastened to as many parts of her dress, and held by twenty noblemen. Of course 

horseback was out of the question. But she bade good-by to all this ceremony when she got into 

the water.  

And so remarkable were its effects upon her, especially in restoring her for the time to the 

ordinary human gravity, that Hum-Drum and Kopy-Keck agreed in recommending the king to 

bury her alive for three years; in the hope that, as the water did her so much good, the earth 

would do her yet more. But the king had some vulgar prejudices against the experiment, and 

would not give his consent. Foiled in this, they yet agreed in another recommendation; which, 
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seeing that one imported his opinions from China and the other from Thibet, was very 

remarkable indeed. They argued that, if water of external origin and application could be so 

efficacious, water from a deeper source might work a perfect cure; in short, that if the poor 

afflicted princess could by any means be made to cry, she might recover her lost gravity.  

But how was this to be brought about? Therein lay all the difficulty—to meet which the 

philosophers were not wise enough. To make the princess cry was as impossible as to make her 

weigh. They sent for a professional beggar; commanded him to prepare his most touching oracle 

of woe; helped him out of the court charade box, to whatever he wanted for dressing up, and 

promised great rewards in the event of his success. But it was all in vain. She listened to the 

mendicant artist's story, and gazed at his marvellous make up, till she could contain herself no 

longer, and went into the most undignified contortions for relief, shrieking, positively screeching 

with laughter.  

When she had a little recovered herself, she ordered her attendants to drive him away, and not 

give him a single copper; whereupon his look of mortified discomfiture wrought her punishment 

and his revenge, for it sent her into violent hysterics, from which she was with difficulty 

recovered.  

But so anxious was the king that the suggestion should have a fair trial, that he put himself in a 

rage one day, and, rushing up to her room, gave her an awful whipping. Yet not a tear would 

flow. She looked grave, and her laughing sounded uncommonly like screaming—that was all. 

The good old tyrant, though he put on his best gold spectacles to look, could not discover the 

smallest cloud in the serene blue of her eyes.  

9. Put Me in Again.  

It must have been about this time that the son of a king, who lived a thousand miles from 

Lagobel set out to look for the daughter of a queen. He travelled far and wide, but as sure as he 

found a princess, he found some fault in her. Of course he could not marry a mere woman, 

however beautiful; and there was no princess to be found worthy of him. Whether the prince was 

so near perfection that he had a right to demand perfection itself, I cannot pretend to say. All I 

know is, that he was a fine, handsome, brave, generous, well-bred, and well-behaved youth, as 

all princes are.  

In his wanderings he had come across some reports about our princess; but as everybody said she 

was bewitched, he never dreamed that she could bewitch him. For what indeed could a prince do 

with a princess that had lost her gravity? Who could tell what she might not lose next? She might 

lose her visibility, or her tangibility; or, in short, the power of making impressions upon the 

radical sensorium; so that he should never be able to tell whether she was dead or alive. Of 

course he made no further inquiries about her. One day he lost sight of his retinue in a great 

forest. These forests are very useful in delivering princes from their courtiers, like a sieve that 

keeps back the bran. Then the princes get away to follow their fortunes. In this way they have the 

advantage of the princesses, who are forced to marry before they have had a bit of fun. I wish our 

princesses got lost in a forest sometimes.  
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One lovely evening, after wandering about for many days, he found that he was approaching the 

outskirts of this forest; for the trees had got so thin that he could see the sunset through them; and 

he soon came upon a kind of heath. Next he came upon signs of human neighbourhood; but by 

this time it was getting late, and there was nobody in the fields to direct him.  

After travelling for another hour, his horse, quite worn out with long labour and lack of food, 

fell, and was unable to rise again. So he continued his journey on foot. At length he entered 

another wood—not a wild forest, but a civilized wood, through which a footpath led him to the 

side of a lake. Along this path the prince pursued his way through the gathering darkness. 

Suddenly he paused, and listened. Strange sounds came across the water. It was, in fact, the 

princess laughing. Now there was something odd in her laugh, as I have already hinted; for the 

hatching of a real hearty laugh requires the incubation of gravity; and perhaps this was how the 

prince mistook the laughter for screaming. Looking over the lake, he saw something white in the 

water; and, in an instant, he had torn off his tunic, kicked off his sandals, and plunged in. He 

soon reached the white object, and found that it was a woman. There was not light enough to 

show that she was a princess, but quite enough to show that she was a lady, for it does not want 

much light to see that.  

Now I cannot tell how it came about,—whether she pretended to be drowning, or whether he 

frightened her, or caught her so as to embarrass her,—but certainly he brought her to shore in a 

fashion ignominious to a swimmer, and more nearly drowned than she had ever expected to be; 

for the water had got into her throat as often as she had tried to speak.  

At the place to which he bore her, the bank was only a foot or two above the water; so he gave 

her a strong lift out of the water, to lay her on the bank. But, her gravitation ceasing the moment 

she left the water, away she went up into the air, scolding and screaming.  

"You naughty, naughty, NAUGHTY, NAUGHTY man!" she cried.  

No one had ever succeeded in putting her into a passion before.—When the prince saw her 

ascend, he thought he must have been bewitched, and have mistaken a great swan for a lady. But 

the princess caught hold of the topmost cone upon a lofty fir. This came off; but she caught at 

another; and, in fact, stopped herself by gathering cones, dropping them as the stalks gave way. 

The prince, meantime, stood in the water, staring, and forgetting to get out. But the princess 

disappearing, he scrambled on shore, and went in the direction of the tree. There he found her 

climbing down one of the branches towards the stem. But in the darkness of the wood, the prince 

continued in some bewilderment as to what the phenomenon could be; until, reaching the 

ground, and seeing him standing there, she caught hold of him, and said,—  

"I'll tell papa."  

"Oh no, you won't!" returned the prince.  

"Yes, I will," she persisted. "What business had you to pull me down out of the water, and throw 

me to the bottom of the air? I never did you any harm."  
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"Pardon me. I did not mean to hurt you."  

"I don't believe you have any brains; and that is a worse loss than your wretched gravity. I pity 

you."  

The prince now saw that he had come upon the bewitched princess, and had already offended 

her. But before he could think what to say next, she burst out angrily, giving a stamp with her 

foot that would have sent her aloft again but for the hold she had of his arm,—  

"Put me up directly."  

"Put you up where, you beauty?" asked the prince.  

He had fallen in love with her almost, already; for her anger made her more charming than any 

one else had ever beheld her; and, as far as he could see, which certainly was not far, she had not 

a single fault about her, except, of course, that she had not any gravity. No prince, however, 

would judge of a princess by weight. The loveliness of her foot he would hardly estimate by the 

depth of the impression it could make in mud.  

"Put you up where, you beauty?" asked the prince.  

"In the water, you stupid!" answered the princess.  

"Come, then," said the prince.  

The condition of her dress, increasing her usual difficulty in walking, compelled her to cling to 

him; and he could hardly persuade himself that he was not in a delightful dream, notwithstanding 

the torrent of musical abuse with which she overwhelmed him. The prince being therefore in no 

hurry, they came upon the lake at quite another part, where the bank was twenty-five feet high at 

least; and when they had reached the edge, he turned towards the princess, and said,—  

"How am I to put you in?" "That is your business," she answered, quite snappishly. "You took 

me out—put me in again."  

"Very well," said the prince; and, catching her up in his arms, he sprang with her from the rock. 

The princess had just time to give one delighted shriek of laughter before the water closed over 

them. When they came to the surface, she found that, for a moment or two, she could not even 

laugh, for she had gone down with such a rush, that it was with difficulty she recovered her 

breath. The instant they reached the surface—  

"How do you like falling in?" said the prince.  

After some effort the princess panted out,—  

"Is that what you call FALLING IN?"  
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"Yes," answered the prince, "I should think it a very tolerable specimen."  

"It seemed to me like going up," rejoined she.  

"My feeling was certainly one of elevation too," the prince conceded.  

The princess did not appear to understand him, for she retorted his question:—  

"How do YOU like falling in?" said the princess.  

"Beyond everything," answered he; "for I have fallen in with the only perfect creature I ever 

saw."  

"No more of that: I am tired of it," said the princess.  

Perhaps she shared her father's aversion to punning.  

"Don't you like falling in then?" said the prince.  

"It is the most delightful fun I ever had in my life," answered she. "I never fell before. I wish I 

could learn. To think I am the only person in my father's kingdom that can't fall!"  

Here the poor princess looked almost sad.  

"I shall be most happy to fall in with you any time you like," said the prince, devotedly.  

"Thank you. I don't know. Perhaps it would not be proper. But I don't care. At all events, as we 

have fallen in, let us have a swim together."  

"With all my heart," responded the prince.  

And away they went, swimming, and diving, and floating, until at last they heard cries along the 

shore, and saw lights glancing in all directions. It was now quite late, and there was no moon.  

"I must go home," said the princess. "I am very sorry, for this is delightful."  

"So am I," returned the prince. "But I am glad I haven't a home to go to—at least, I don't exactly 

know where it is."  

"I wish I hadn't one either," rejoined the princess; "it is so stupid! I have a great mind," she 

continued, "to play them all a trick. Why couldn't they leave me alone? They won't trust me in 

the lake for a single night!—You see where that green light is burning? That is the window of 

my room. Now if you would just swim there with me very quietly, and when we are all but under 

the balcony, give me such a push—up you call it-as you did a little while ago, I should be able to 

catch hold of the balcony, and get in at the window; and then they may look for me till to-

morrow morning!"  
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"With more obedience than pleasure," said the prince, gallantly; and away they swam, very 

gently.  

"Will you be in the lake to-morrow night?" the prince ventured to ask.  

"To be sure I will. I don't think so. Perhaps," was the princess's somewhat strange answer.  

But the prince was intelligent enough not to press her further; and merely whispered, as he gave 

her the parting lift, "Don't tell."  

The only answer the princess returned was a roguish look. She was already a yard above his 

head. The look seemed to say, "Never fear. It is too good fun to spoil that way."  

So perfectly like other people had she been in the water, that even yet the prince could scarcely 

believe his eyes when he saw her ascend slowly, grasp the balcony, and disappear through the 

window. He turned, almost expecting to see her still by his side. But he was alone in the water. 

So he swam away quietly, and watched the lights roving about the shore for hours after the 

princess was safe in her chamber. As soon as they disappeared, he landed in search of his tunic 

and sword, and, after some trouble, found them again. Then he made the best of his way round 

the lake to the other side. There the wood was wilder, and the shore steeper-rising more 

immediately towards the mountains which surrounded the lake on all sides, and kept sending it 

messages of silvery streams from morning to night, and all night long. He soon found a spot 

whence he could see the green light in the princess's room, and where, even in the broad 

daylight, he would be in no danger of being discovered from the opposite shore. It was a sort of 

cave in the rock, where he provided himself a bed of withered leaves, and lay down too tired for 

hunger to keep him awake. All night long he dreamed that he was swimming with the princess.  

10. Look at the Moon.  

Early the next morning the prince set out to look for something to eat, which he soon found at a 

forester's hut, where for many following days he was supplied with all that a brave prince could 

consider necessary. And having plenty to keep him alive for the present, he would not think of 

wants not yet in existence. Whenever Care intruded, this prince always bowed him out in the 

most princely manner. When he returned from his breakfast to his watch-cave, he saw the 

princess already floating about in the lake, attended by the king and queen whom he knew by 

their crowns—and a great company in lovely little boats, with canopies of all the colours of the 

rainbow, and flags and streamers of a great many more. It was a very bright day, and soon the 

prince, burned up with the heat, began to long for the cold water and the cool princess. But he 

had to endure till twilight; for the boats had provisions on board, and it was not till the sun went 

down that the gay party began to vanish. Boat after boat drew away to the shore, following that 

of the king and queen, till only one, apparently the princess's own boat, remained. But she did 

not want to go home even yet, and the prince thought he saw her order the boat to the shore 

without her. At all events, it rowed away; and now, of all the radiant company, only one white 

speck remained. Then the prince began to sing. And this is what he sung:—  
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"Lady fair, 

Swan-white, 

Lift thine eyes, 

Banish night 

By the might 

Of thine eyes. 

Snowy arms, 

Oars of snow, 

Oar her hither, 

Plashing low. 

Soft and slow, 

Oar her hither. 

Stream behind her 

O'er the lake, 

Radiant whiteness! 

In her wake 

Following, following for her sake. 

Radiant whiteness! 

Cling about her, 

Waters blue; 

Part not from her, 

But renew 

Cold and true 

Kisses round her. 

Lap me round, 

Waters sad, 

That have left her. 

Make me glad, 

For ye had 

Kissed her ere ye left her." 

Before he had finished his song, the princess was just under the place where he sat, and looking 

up to find him. Her ears had led her truly.  

"Would you like a fall, princess?" said the prince, looking down.  

"Ah! there you are! Yes, if you please, prince," said the princess, looking up.  

"How do you know I am a prince, princess?" said the prince.  

"Because you are a very nice young man, prince," said the princess.  
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"Come up then, princess."  

"Fetch me, prince."  

The prince took off his scarf, then his sword-belt, then his tunic, and tied them all together, and 

let them down. But the line was far too short. He unwound his turban, and added it to the rest, 

when it was all but long enough; and his purse completed it. The princess just managed to lay 

hold of the knot of money, and was beside him in a moment. This rock was much higher than the 

other, and the splash and the dive were tremendous. The princess was in ecstasies of delight, and 

their swim was delicious.  

Night after night they met, and swam about in the dark clear lake; where such was the prince's 

gladness, that (whether the princess's way of looking at things infected him, or he was actually 

getting light-headed) he often fancied that he was swimming in the sky instead of the lake. But 

when he talked about being in heaven, the princess laughed at him dreadfully.  

When the moon came, she brought them fresh pleasure. Everything looked strange and new in 

her light, with an old, withered, yet unfading newness. When the moon was nearly full, one of 

their great delights was, to dive deep in the water, and then, turning round, look up through it at 

the great blot of light close above them, shimmering and trembling and wavering, spreading and 

contracting, seeming to melt away, and again grow solid. Then they would shoot up through the 

blot; and lo! there was the moon, far off, clear and steady and cold, and very lovely, at the 

bottom of a deeper and bluer lake than theirs, as the princess said.  

The prince soon found out that while in the water the princess was very like other people. And 

besides this, she was not so forward in her questions or pert in her replies at sea as on shore. 

Neither did she laugh so much; and when she did laugh, it was more gently. She seemed 

altogether more modest and maidenly in the water than out of it.  

But when the prince, who had really fallen in love when he fell in the lake, began to talk to her 

about love, she always turned her head towards him and laughed. After a while she began to look 

puzzled, as if she were trying to understand what he meant, but could not—revealing a notion 

that he meant something. But as soon as ever she left the lake, she was so altered, that the prince 

said to himself, "If I marry her, I see no help for it: we must turn merman and mermaid, and go 

out to sea at once."  

11. Hiss!  

The princess's pleasure in the lake had grown to a passion, and she could scarcely bear to be out 

of it for an hour. Imagine then her consternation, when, diving with the prince one night, a 

sudden suspicion seized her that the lake was not so deep as it used to be. The prince could not 

imagine what had happened. She shot to the surface, and, without a word, swam at full speed 

towards the higher side of the lake. He followed, begging to know if she was ill, or what was the 

matter. She never turned her head, or took the smallest notice of his question. Arrived at the 

shore, she coasted the rocks with minute inspection. But she was not able to come to a 

conclusion, for the moon was very small, and so she could not see well. She turned therefore and 
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swam home, without saying a word to explain her conduct to the prince, of whose presence she 

seemed no longer conscious. He withdrew to his cave, in great perplexity and distress.  

Next day she made many observations, which, alas! strengthened her fears. She saw that the 

banks were too dry; and that the grass on the shore, and the trailing plants on the rocks, were 

withering away. She caused marks to be made along the borders, and examined them, day after 

day, in all directions of the wind; till at last the horrible idea became a certain fact—that the 

surface of the lake was slowly sinking.  

The poor princess nearly went out of the little mind she had. It was awful to her to see the lake, 

which she loved more than any living thing, lie dying before her eyes. It sank away, slowly 

vanishing. The tops of rocks that had never been seen till now, began to appear far down in the 

clear water. Before long they were dry in the sun. It was fearful to think of the mud that would 

soon lie there baking and festering, full of lovely creatures dying, and ugly creatures coming to 

life, like the unmaking of a world. And how hot the sun would be without any lake! She could 

not bear to swim in it any more, and began to pine away. Her life seemed bound up with it; and 

ever as the lake sank, she pined. People said she would not live an hour after the lake was gone.  

But she never cried.  

A Proclamation was made to all the kingdom, that whosoever should discover the cause of the 

lake's decrease, would be rewarded after a princely fashion. Hum-Drum and Kopy-Keck applied 

themselves to their physics and metaphysics; but in vain. Not even they could suggest a cause.  

Now the fact was that the old princess was at the root of the mischief. When she heard that her 

niece found more pleasure in the water than any one else out of it, she went into a rage, and 

cursed herself for her want of foresight.  

"But," said she, "I will soon set all right. The king and the people shall die of thirst; their brains 

shall boil and frizzle in their skulls before I will lose my revenge."  

And she laughed a ferocious laugh, that made the hairs on the back of her black cat stand erect 

with terror.  

Then she went to an old chest in the room, and opening it, took out what looked like a piece of 

dried seaweed. This she threw into a tub of water. Then she threw some powder into the water, 

and stirred it with her bare arm, muttering over it words of hideous sound, and yet more hideous 

import. Then she set the tub aside, and took from the chest a huge bunch of a hundred rusty keys, 

that clattered in her shaking hands. Then she sat down and proceeded to oil them all. Before she 

had finished, out from the tub, the water of which had kept on a slow motion ever since she had 

ceased stirring it, came the head and half the body of a huge gray snake. But the witch did not 

look round. It grew out of the tub, waving itself backwards and forwards with a slow horizontal 

motion, till it reached the princess, when it laid its head upon her shoulder, and gave a low hiss in 

her ear. She started—but with joy; and seeing the head resting on her shoulder, drew it towards 

her and kissed it. Then she drew it all out of the tub, and wound it round her body. It was one of 

those dreadful creatures which few have ever beheld—the White Snakes of Darkness.  
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Then she took the keys and went down to her cellar; and as she unlocked the door she said to 

herself,—  

"This is worth living for!"  

Locking the door behind her, she descended a few steps into the cellar, and crossing it, unlocked 

another door into a dark, narrow passage. She locked this also behind her, and descended a few 

more steps. If any one had followed the witch-princess, he would have heard her unlock exactly 

one hundred doors, and descend a few steps after unlocking each. When she had unlocked the 

last, she entered a vast cave, the roof of which was supported by huge natural pillars of rock. 

Now this roof was the under side of the bottom of the lake.  

She then untwined the snake from her body, and held it by the tail high above her. The hideous 

creature stretched up its head towards the roof of the cavern, which it was just able to reach. It 

then began to move its head backwards and forwards, with a slow oscillating motion, as if 

looking for something. At the same moment the witch began to walk round and round the cavern, 

coming nearer to the centre every circuit; while the head of the snake described the same path 

over the roof that she did over the floor, for she kept holding it up. And still it kept slowly 

oscillating. Round and round the cavern they went, ever lessening the circuit, till at last the snake 

made a sudden dart, and clung to the roof with its mouth.  

"That's right, my beauty!" cried the princess; "drain it dry."  

She let it go, left it hanging, and sat down on a great stone, with her black cat, which had 

followed her all round the cave, by her side. Then she began to knit and mutter awful words. The 

snake hung like a huge leech, sucking at the stone; the cat stood with his back arched, and his tail 

like a piece of cable, looking up at the snake; and the old woman sat and knitted and muttered. 

Seven days and seven nights they remained thus; when suddenly the serpent dropped from the 

roof as if exhausted, and shrivelled up till it was again like a piece of dried seaweed. The witch 

started to her feet, picked it up, put it in her pocket, and looked up at the roof. One drop of water 

was trembling on the spot where the snake had been sucking. As soon as she saw that, she turned 

and fled, followed by her cat. Shutting the door in a terrible hurry, she locked it, and having 

muttered some frightful words, sped to the next, which also she locked and muttered over; and so 

with all the hundred doors, till she arrived in her own cellar. Then she sat down on the floor 

ready to faint, but listening with malicious delight to the rushing of the water, which she could 

hear distinctly through all the hundred doors.  

But this was not enough. Now that she had tasted revenge, she lost her patience. Without further 

measures, the lake would be too long in disappearing. So the next night, with the last shred of the 

dying old moon rising, she took some of the water in which she had revived the snake, put it in a 

bottle, and set out, accompanied by her cat. Before morning she had made the entire circuit of the 

lake, muttering fearful words as she crossed every stream, and casting into it some of the water 

out of her bottle. When she had finished the circuit she muttered yet again, and flung a handful of 

water towards the moon. Thereupon every spring in the country ceased to throb and bubble, 

dying away like the pulse of a dying man. The next day there was no sound of falling water to be 

heard along the borders of the lake. The very courses were dry; and the mountains showed no 
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silvery streaks down their dark sides. And not alone had the fountains of mother Earth ceased to 

flow; for all the babies throughout the country were crying dreadfully—only without tears.  

12. Where Is the Prince?  

Never since the night when the princess left him so abruptly had the prince had a single 

interview with her. He had seen her once or twice in the lake; but as far as he could discover, she 

had not been in it any more at night. He had sat and sung, and looked in vain for his Nereid; 

while she, like a true Nereid, was wasting away with her lake, sinking as it sank, withering as it 

dried. When at length he discovered the change that was taking place in the level of the water, he 

was in great alarm and perplexity. He could not tell whether the lake was dying because the lady 

had forsaken it; or whether the lady would not come because the lake had begun to sink. But he 

resolved to know so much at least.  

He disguised himself, and, going to the palace, requested to see the lord chamberlain. His 

appearance at once gained his request; and the lord chamberlain, being a man of some insight, 

perceived that there was more in the prince's solicitation than met the ear. He felt likewise that no 

one could tell whence a solution of the present difficulties might arise. So he granted the prince's 

prayer to be made shoeblack to the princess. It was rather cunning in the prince to request such 

an easy post, for the princess could not possibly soil as many shoes as other princesses.  

He soon learned all that could be told about the princess. He went nearly distracted; but after 

roaming about the lake for days, and diving in every depth that remained, all that he could do 

was to put an extra polish on the dainty pair of boots that was never called for.  

For the princess kept her room, with the curtains drawn to shut out the dying lake, But she could 

not shut it out of her mind for a moment. It haunted her imagination so that she felt as if the lake 

were her soul, drying up within her, first to mud, then to madness and death. She thus brooded 

over the change, with all its dreadful accompaniments, till she was nearly distracted. As for the 

prince, she had forgotten him. However much she had enjoyed his company in the water, she did 

not care for him without it. But she seemed to have forgotten her father and mother too. The lake 

went on sinking. Small slimy spots began to appear, which glittered steadily amidst the 

changeful shine of the water. These grew to broad patches of mud, which widened and spread, 

with rocks here and there, and floundering fishes and crawling eels swarming. The people went 

everywhere catching these, and looking for anything that might have dropped from the royal 

boats.  

At length the lake was all but gone, only a few of the deepest pools remaining unexhausted.  

It happened one day that a party of youngsters found themselves on the brink of one of these 

pools in the very centre of the lake. It was a rocky basin of considerable depth. Looking in, they 

saw at the bottom something that shone yellow in the sun. A little boy jumped in and dived for it. 

It was a plate of gold covered with writing. They carried it to the king. On one side of it stood 

these words:—  
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"Death alone from death can save. 

Love is death, and so is brave— 

Love can fill the deepest grave. 

Love loves on beneath the wave." 

Now this was enigmatical enough to the king and courtiers. But the reverse of the plate explained 

it a little. Its writing amounted to this:—  

"If the lake should disappear, they must find the hole through which the water ran. But it would 

be useless to try to stop it by any ordinary means. There was but one effectual mode.—The body 

of a living man could alone stanch the flow. The man must give himself of his own will; and the 

lake must take his life as it filled. Otherwise the offering would be of no avail. If the nation could 

not provide one hero, it was time it should perish."  

13. Here I Am.  

This was a very disheartening revelation to the king—not that he was unwilling to sacrifice a 

subject, but that he was hopeless of finding a man willing to sacrifice himself. No time was to be 

lost, however, for the princess was lying motionless on her bed, and taking no nourishment but 

lake-water, which was now none of the best. Therefore the king caused the contents of the 

wonderful plate of gold to be published throughout the country.  

No one, however, came forward.  

The prince, having gone several days' journey into the forest, to consult a hermit whom he had 

met there on his way to Lagobel, knew nothing of the oracle till his return.  

When he had acquainted himself with all the particulars, he sat down and thought,—  

"She will die if I don't do it, and life would be nothing to me without her; so I shall lose nothing 

by doing it. And life will be as pleasant to her as ever, for she will soon forget me. And there will 

be so much more beauty and happiness in the world!—To be sure, I shall not see it." (Here the 

poor prince gave a sigh.) "How lovely the lake will be in the moonlight, with that glorious 

creature sporting in it like a wild goddess!—It is rather hard to be drowned by inches, though. 

Let me see—that will be seventy inches of me to drown." (Here he tried to laugh, but could not.) 

"The longer the better, however," he resumed: "for can I not bargain that the princess shall be 

beside me all the time? So I shall see her once more, kiss her perhaps,—who knows?—and die 

looking in her eyes. It will be no death. At least, I shall not feel it. And to see the lake filling for 

the beauty again!—All right! I am ready."  

He kissed the princess's boot, laid it down, and hurried to the king's apartment. But feeling, as he 

went, that anything sentimental would be disagreeable, he resolved to carry off the whole affair 

with nonchalance. So he knocked at the door of the king's counting-house, where it was all but a 

capital crime to disturb him.  
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When the king heard the knock he started up, and opened the door in a rage. Seeing only the 

shoeblack, he drew his sword. This, I am sorry to say, was his usual mode of asserting his 

regality when he thought his dignity was in danger. But the prince was not in the least alarmed.  

"Please your Majesty, I'm your butler," said he.  

"My butler! you lying rascal! What do you mean?"  

"I mean, I will cork your big bottle."  

"Is the fellow mad?" bawled the king, raising the point of his sword.  

"I will put a stopper—plug—what you call it, in your leaky lake, grand monarch," said the 

prince.  

The king was in such a rage that before he could speak he had time to cool, and to reflect that it 

would be great waste to kill the only man who was willing to be useful in the present emergency, 

seeing that in the end the insolent fellow would be as dead as if he had died by his Majesty's own 

hand. "Oh!" said he at last, putting up his sword with difficulty, it was so long; "I am obliged to 

you, you young fool! Take a glass of wine?"  

"No, thank you," replied the prince.  

"Very well," said the king. "Would you like to run and see your parents before you make your 

experiment?"  

"No, thank you," said the prince.  

"Then we will go and look for the hole at once," said his Majesty, and proceeded to call some 

attendants.  

"Stop, please your Majesty; I have a condition to make," interposed the prince.  

"What!" exclaimed the king, "a condition! and with me! How dare you?"  

"As you please," returned the prince, coolly. "I wish your Majesty a good morning."  

"You wretch! I will have you put in a sack, and stuck in the hole."  

"Very well, your Majesty," replied the prince, becoming a little more respectful, lest the wrath of 

the king should deprive him of the pleasure of dying for the princess. "But what good will that do 

your Majesty? Please to remember that the oracle says the victim must offer himself."  

"Well, you have offered yourself," retorted the king.  

"Yes, upon one condition."  
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"Condition again!" roared the king, once more drawing his sword. "Begone! Somebody else will 

be glad enough to take the honour off your shoulders."  

"Your Majesty knows it will not be easy to get another to take my place."  

"Well, what is your condition?" growled the king, feeling that the prince was right.  

"Only this," replied the prince: "that, as I must on no account die before I am fairly drowned, and 

the waiting will be rather wearisome, the princess, your daughter, shall go with me, feed me with 

her own hands, and look at me now and then to comfort me; for you must confess it IS rather 

hard. As soon as the water is up to my eyes, she may go and be happy, and forget her poor 

shoeblack."  

Here the prince's voice faltered, and he very nearly grew sentimental, in spite of his resolution.  

"Why didn't you tell me before what your condition was? Such a fuss about nothing!" exclaimed 

the king.  

"Do you grant it?" persisted the prince. "Of course I do," replied the king.  

"Very well. I am ready."  

"Go and have some dinner, then, while I set my people to find the place."  

The king ordered out his guards, and gave directions to the officers to find the hole in the lake at 

once. So the bed of the lake was marked out in divisions and thoroughly examined, and in an 

hour or so the hole was discovered. It was in the middle of a stone, near the centre of the lake, in 

the very pool where the golden plate had been found. It was a three-cornered hole of no great 

size. There was water all round the stone, but very little was flowing through the hole.  

14. This Is Very Kind of You.  

The prince went to dress for the occasion, for he was resolved to die like a prince.  

When the princess heard that a man had offered to die for her, she was so transported that she 

jumped off the bed, feeble as she was, and danced about the room for joy. She did not care who 

the man was; that was nothing to her. The hole wanted stopping; and if only a man would do, 

why, take one. In an hour or two more everything was ready. Her maid dressed her in haste, and 

they carried her to the side of the lake. When she saw it she shrieked, and covered her face with 

her hands. They bore her across to the stone where they had already placed a little boat for her.  

The water was not deep enough to float it, but they hoped it would be, before long. They laid her 

on cushions, placed in the boat wines and fruits and other nice things, and stretched a canopy 

over all.  
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In a few minutes the prince appeared. The princess recognized him at once, but did not think it 

worth while to acknowledge him.  

"Here I am," said the prince. "Put me in."  

"They told me it was a shoeblack," said the princess.  

"So I am," said the prince. "I blacked your little boots three times a day, because they were all I 

could get of you. Put me in."  

The courtiers did not resent his bluntness, except by saying to each other that he was taking it out 

in impudence.  

But how was he to be put in? The golden plate contained no instructions on this point. The prince 

looked at the hole, and saw but one way. He put both his legs into it, sitting on the stone, and, 

stooping forward, covered the corner that remained open with his two hands. In this 

uncomfortable position he resolved to abide his fate, and turning to the people, said,—  

"Now you can go."  

The king had already gone home to dinner.  

"Now you can go," repeated the princess after him, like a parrot.  

The people obeyed her and went.  

Presently a little wave flowed over the stone, and wetted one of the prince's knees. But he did not 

mind it much. He began to sing, and the song he sang was this:—  

"As a world that has no well, 

Darting bright in forest dell; 

As a world without the gleam 

Of the downward-going stream; 

As a world without the glance 

Of the ocean's fair expanse; 

As a world where never rain 

Glittered on the sunny plain;— 

Such, my heart, thy world would be, 

If no love did flow in thee. 

As a world without the sound 

Of the rivulets underground; 

Or the bubbling of the spring 

Out of darkness wandering; 

Or the mighty rush and flowing 

Of the river's downward going; 
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Or the music-showers that drop 

On the outspread beech's top; 

Or the ocean's mighty voice, 

When his lifted waves rejoice;— 

Such, my soul, thy world would be, 

If no love did sing in thee. 

Lady, keep thy world's delight; 

Keep the waters in thy sight. 

Love hath made me strong to go, 

For thy sake, to realms below, 

Where the water's shine and hum 

Through the darkness never come; 

Let, I pray, one thought of me 

Spring, a little well, in thee; 

Lest thy loveless soul be found 

Like a dry and thirsty ground." 

 

"Sing again, prince. It makes it less tedious," said the princess.  

But the prince was too much overcome to sing any more, and a long pause followed.  

"This is very kind of you, prince," said the princess at last, quite coolly, as she lay in the boat 

with her eyes shut.  

"I am sorry I can't return the compliment," thought the prince; "but you are worth dying for, after 

all."  

Again a wavelet, and another, and another flowed over the stone, and wetted both the prince's 

knees; but he did not speak or move. Two—three—four hours passed in this way, the princess 

apparently asleep, and the prince very patient. But he was much disappointed in his position, for 

he had none of the consolation he had hoped for.  

At last he could bear it no longer.  

"Princess!" said he.  

But at the moment up started the princess, crying,—  

"I'm afloat! I'm afloat!"  

And the little boat bumped against the stone.  
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"Princess!" repeated the prince, encouraged by seeing her wide awake and looking eagerly at the 

water.  

"Well?" said she, without looking round.  

"Your papa promised that you should look at me, and you haven't looked at me once."  

"Did he? Then I suppose I must. But I am so sleepy!"  

"Sleep then, darling, and don't mind me," said the poor prince.  

"Really, you are very good," replied the princess. "I think I will go to sleep again."  

"Just give me a glass of wine and a biscuit first," said the prince, very humbly.  

"With all my heart," said the princess, and gaped as she said it.  

She got the wine and the biscuit, however, and leaning over the side of the boat towards him, 

was compelled to look at him.  

"Why, prince," she said, "you don't look well! Are you sure you don't mind it?" "Not a bit," 

answered he, feeling very faint indeed. "Only I shall die before it is of any use to you, unless I 

have something to eat."  

"There, then," said she, holding out the wine to him.  

"Ah! you must feed me. I dare not move my hands. The water would run away directly."  

"Good gracious!" said the princess; and she began at once to feed him with bits of biscuit and 

sips of wine.  

As she fed him, he contrived to kiss the tips of her fingers now and then. She did not seem to 

mind it, one way or the other. But the prince felt better.  

"Now for your own sake, princess," said he, "I cannot let you go to sleep. You must sit and look 

at me, else I shall not be able to keep up."  

"Well, I will do anything I can to oblige you," answered she, with condescension; and, sitting 

down, she did look at him, and kept looking at him with wonderful steadiness, considering all 

things.  

The sun went down, and the moon rose, and, gush after gush, the waters were rising up the 

prince's body. They were up to his waist now.  

"Why can't we go and have a swim?" said the princess. "There seems to be water enough Just 

about here."  
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"I shall never swim more," said the prince.  

"Oh, I forgot," said the princess, and was silent.  

So the water grew and grew, and rose up and up on the prince. And the princess sat and looked at 

him. She fed him now and then. The night wore on. The waters rose and rose. The moon rose 

likewise higher and higher, and shone full on the face of the dying prince. The water was up to 

his neck.  

"Will you kiss me, princess?" said he, feebly.  

The nonchalance was all gone now.  

"Yes, I will," answered the princess, and kissed him with a long, sweet, cold kiss.  

"Now," said he, with a sigh of content, "I die happy."  

He did not speak again. The princess gave him some wine for the last time: he was past eating. 

Then she sat down again, and looked at him. The water rose and rose. It touched his chin. It 

touched his lower lip. It touched between his lips. He shut them hard to keep it out. The princess 

began to feel strange. It touched his upper lip. He breathed through his nostrils. The princess 

looked wild. It covered his nostrils. Her eyes looked scared, and shone strange in the moonlight. 

His head fell back; the water closed over it, and the bubbles of his last breath bubbled up through 

the water. The princess gave a shriek, and sprang into the lake.  

She laid hold first of one leg, and then of the other, and pulled and tugged, but she could not 

move either. She stopped to take breath, and that made her think that HE could not get any 

breath. She was frantic. She got hold of him, and held his head above the water, which was 

possible now his hands were no longer on the hole. But it was of no use, for he was past 

breathing.  

Love and water brought back all her strength. She got under the water, and pulled and pulled 

with her whole might, till at last she got one leg out. The other easily followed. How she got him 

into the boat she never could tell; but when she did, she fainted away. Coming to herself, she 

seized the oars, kept herself steady as best she could, and rowed and rowed, though she had 

never rowed before. Round rocks, and over shallows, and through mud she rowed, till she got to 

the landing-stairs of the palace. By this time her people were on the shore, for they had heard her 

shriek. She made them carry the prince to her own room, and lay him in her bed, and light a fire, 

and send for the doctors.  

"But the lake, your Highness!" said the chamberlain, who, roused by the noise, came in, in his 

nightcap.  

"Go and drown yourself in it!" she said.  
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This was the last rudeness of which the princess was ever guilty; and one must allow that she had 

good cause to feel provoked with the lord chamberlain.  

Had it been the king himself, he would have fared no better. But both he and the queen were fast 

asleep. And the chamberlain went back to his bed. Somehow, the doctors never came. So the 

princess and her old nurse were left with the prince. But the old nurse was a wise woman, and 

knew what to do.  

They tried everything for a long time without success. The princess was nearly distracted 

between hope and fear, but she tried on and on, one thing after another, and everything over and 

over again.  

At last, when they had all but given it up, just as the sun rose, the prince opened his eyes.  

15. Look at the Rain!  

The princess burst into a passion of tears, and fell on the floor. There she lay for an hour, and her 

tears never ceased. All the pent-up crying of her life was spent now. And a rain came on, such as 

had never been seen in that country. The sun shone all the time, and the great drops, which fell 

straight to the earth, shone likewise. The palace was in the heart of a rainbow. It was a rain of 

rubies, and sapphires, and emeralds, and topazes. The torrents poured from the mountains like 

molten gold; and if it had not been for its subterraneous outlet, the lake would have overflowed 

and inundated the country. It was full from shore to shore.  

But the princess did not heed the lake. She lay on the floor and wept, and this rain within doors 

was far more wonderful than the rain out of doors.  

For when it abated a little, and she proceeded to rise, she found, to her astonishment, that she 

could not. At length, after many efforts, she succeeded in getting upon her feet. But she tumbled 

down again directly. Hearing her fall, her old nurse uttered a yell of delight, and ran to her, 

screaming,—  

"My darling child! she's found her gravity!"  

"Oh, that's it! is it?" said the princess, rubbing her shoulder and her knee alternately. "I consider 

it very unpleasant. I feel as if I should be crushed to pieces."  

"Hurrah!" cried the prince from the bed. "If you've come round, princess, so have I. How's the 

lake?"  

"Brimful," answered the nurse.  

"Then we're all happy."  

"That we are indeed!" answered the princess, sobbing.  
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And there was rejoicing all over the country that rainy day. Even the babies forgot their past 

troubles, and danced and crowed amazingly. And the king told stories, and the queen listened to 

them. And he divided the money in his box, and she the honey in her pot, among all the children. 

And there was such jubilation as was never heard of before.  

Of course the prince and princess were betrothed at once. But the princess had to learn to walk, 

before they could be married with any propriety. And this was not so easy at her time of life, for 

she could walk no more than a baby. She was always falling down and hurting herself.  

"Is this the gravity you used to make so much of?" said she one day to the prince, as he raised her 

from the floor. "For my part, I was a great deal more comfortable without it."  

"No, no, that's not it. This is it," replied the prince, as he took her up, and carried her about like a 

baby, kissing her all the time. "This is gravity."  

"That's better," said she. "I don't mind that so much."  

And she smiled the sweetest, loveliest smile in the prince's face. And she gave him one little kiss 

in return for all his; and he thought them overpaid, for he was beside himself with delight. I fear 

she complained of her gravity more than once after this, notwithstanding.  

It was a long time before she got reconciled to walking. But the pain of learning it was quite 

counterbalanced by two things, either of which would have been sufficient consolation. The first 

was, that the prince himself was her teacher; and the second, that she could tumble into the lake 

as often as she pleased. Still, she preferred to have the prince jump in with her; and the splash 

they made before was nothing to the splash they made now.  

The lake never sank again. In process of time, it wore the roof of the cavern quite through, and 

was twice as deep as before.  

The only revenge the princess took upon her aunt was to tread pretty hard on her gouty toe the 

next time she saw her. But she was sorry for it the very next day, when she heard that the water 

had undermined her house, and that it had fallen in the night, burying her in its ruins; whence no 

one ever ventured to dig up her body. There she lies to this day.  

So the prince and princess lived and were happy; and had crowns of gold, and clothes of cloth, 

and shoes of leather, and children of boys and girls, not one of whom was ever known, on the 

most critical occasion, to lose the smallest atom of his or her due proportion of gravity.  
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“On Fairy Stories” 

I PROPOSE to speak about fairy-stories, though I am aware that this is a rash adventure. 

Faerie is a perilous land, and in it are pitfalls for the unwary and dungeons for the overbold. 

And overbold I may be accounted, for though I have been a lover of fairy-stories since I 

learned to read, and have at times thought about them, I have not studied them 

professionally. I have been hardly more than a wandering explorer (or trespasser) in the land, 

full of wonder but not of information. 

 

The realm of fairy-story is wide and deep and high and filled with many things: all manner 

of beasts and birds are found there; shoreless seas and stars uncounted; beauty that is an 

enchantment, and an ever-present peril; both joy and sorrow as sharp as swords. In that realm 

a man may, perhaps, count himself fortunate to have wandered, but its very richness and 

strangeness tie the tongue of a traveller who would report them. And while he is there it is 

dangerous for him to ask too many questions, lest the gates should be shut and the keys be 

lost. 

 

There are, however, some questions that one who is to speak about fairy-stories must expect 

to answer, or attempt to answer, whatever the folk of Faërie may think of his impertinence. 

For instance: What are fairy-stories? What is their origin? What is the use of them? I will try 

to give answers to these questions, or such hints of answers to them as I have gleaned— 

primarily from the stories themselves, the few of all their multitude that I know. 

 

Fairy-story 

 

What is a fairy-story? In this case you will turn to the Oxford English Dictionary in vain. It 

contains no reference to the combination fairy-story, and is unhelpful on the subject of 

fairies generally. In the Supplement, fairy-tale is recorded since the year 1750, and its leading 

sense is said to be (a) a tale about fairies, or generally a fairy legend; with developed senses, (b) 

an unreal or incredible story, and (c) a falsehood. 

 

The last two senses would obviously make my topic hopelessly vast. But the first sense is too 

narrow. Not too narrow for an essay; it is wide enough for many books, but too narrow to 

cover actual usage. Especially so, if we accept the lexicographer's definition of fairies: 

“supernatural beings of diminutive size, in popular belief supposed to possess magical powers 

and to have great influence for good or evil over the affairs of man.” 

 

Supernatural is a dangerous and difficult word in any of its senses, looser or stricter. But to 

fairies it can hardly be applied, unless super is taken merely as a superlative prefix. For it is 

man who is, in contrast to fairies, supernatural (and often of diminutive stature); whereas 

they are natural, far more natural than he. Such is their doom. The road to fairyland is not 

the road to Heaven; nor even to Hell, I believe, though some have held that it may lead 

thither indirectly by the Devil's tithe. 

 

O see ye not yon narrow road 

So thick beset wi' thorns and briers? 
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That is the path of Righteousness, 

Though after it but few inquires. 

And see ye not yon braid, braid road 

That lies across the lily leven? 

That is the path of Wickedness, 

Though some call it the Road to Heaven. 

And see ye not yon bonny road 

That winds about yon fernie brae? 

That is the road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 

 

 

As for diminutive size: I do not deny that the notion is a leading one in modern use. I have 

often thought that it would be interesting to try to find out how that has come to be so; 

but my knowledge is not sufficient for a certain answer. Of old there were indeed some 

inhabitants of Faerie that were small (though hardly diminutive), but smallness was not 

characteristic of that people as a whole. The diminutive being, elf or fairy, is (I guess) in 

England largely a sophisticated product of literary fancy. It is perhaps not unnatural that in 

England, the land where the love of the delicate and fine has often reappeared in art, fancy 

should in this matter turn towards the dainty and diminutive, as in France it went to court 

and put on powder and diamonds. Yet I suspect that this flower-and-butterfly minuteness 

was also a product of “rationalization,” which transformed the glamour of Elfland into mere 

finesse, and invisibility into a fragility that could hide in a cowslip or shrink behind a blade 

of grass. It seems to become fashionable soon after the great voyages had begun to make the 

world seem too narrow to hold both men and elves; when the magic land of Hy Breasail in 

the West had become the mere Brazils, the land of red-dye-wood. In any case it was largely a 

literary business in which William Shakespeare and Michael Drayton played a part. Drayton's 

Nymphidia is one ancestor of that long line of flower-fairies and fluttering sprites with 

antennae that I so disliked as a child, and which my children in their turn detested. Andrew 

Lang had similar feelings. In the preface to the Lilac Fairy Book he refers to the tales of 

tiresome contemporary authors: “they always begin with a little boy or girl who goes out and 

meets the fairies of polyanthuses and gardenias and apple-blossom. . . . These fairies try to be 

funny and fail; or they try to preach and succeed.” But the business began, as I have said, long 

before the nineteenth century, and long ago achieved tiresomeness, certainly the tiresomeness of 

trying to be funny and failing. Drayton's Nymphidia is, considered as a fairystory 

(a story about fairies), one of the worst ever written.  

The palace of Oberon has walls of 

spider's legs, 

And windows of the eyes of cats, 

And for the roof, instead of slats, 

Is covered with the wings of bats. 

 

The knight Pigwiggen rides on a frisky earwig, and sends his love, Queen Mab, a bracelet of 

emmets' eyes, making an assignation in a cowslip-flower. But the tale that is told amid all this 

prettiness is a dull story of intrigue and sly go-betweens; the gallant knight and angry 

husband fall into the mire, and their wrath is stilled by a draught of the waters of Lethe. It 
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would have been better if Lethe had swallowed the whole affair. Oberon, Mab, and 

Pigwiggen may be diminutive elves or fairies, as Arthur, Guinevere, and Lancelot are not; but 

the good and evil story of Arthur's court is a “fairy-story” rather than this tale of Oberon. 

Fairy, as a noun more or less equivalent to elf, is a relatively modern word, hardly used until 

the Tudor period. The first quotation in the Oxford Dictionary (the only one before A.D. 

1450) is significant. It is taken from the poet Gower: as he were a faierie. But this Gower did 

not say. He wrote as he were of faierie, “as if he were come from Faërie.” Gower was 

describing a young gallant who seeks to bewitch the hearts of the maidens in church. 

His croket kembd and thereon set 

A Nouche with a chapelet, 

Or elles one of grene leves 

Which late com out of the greves, 

Al for he sholde seme freissh; 

And thus he loketh on the fteissh, 

Riht as an hauk which hath a sihte 

Upon the foul ther he schal lihte, 

And as he were of faierie 

He scheweth him tofore here yhe. 

 

This is a young man of mortal blood and bone; but he gives a much better picture of the 

inhabitants of Elf-land than the definition of a “fairy” under which he is, by a double error, 

placed. For the trouble with the real folk of Faerie is that they do not always look like what 

they are; and they put on the pride and beauty that we would fain wear ourselves. At least 

part of the magic that they wield for the good or evil of man is power to play on the desires 

of his body and his heart. The Queen of Elfland, who carried off Thomas the Rhymer upon 

her milk-white steed swifter than the wind, came riding by the Eildon Tree as a lady, if one 

of enchanting beauty. So that Spenser was in the true tradition when he called the knights 

of his Faerie by the name of Elfe. It belonged to such knights as Sir Guyon rather than to 

Pigwiggen armed with a hornet's sting. 

 

Now, though I have only touched (wholly inadequately) on elves and fairies, I must turn 

back; for I have digressed from my proper theme: fairy-stories. I said the sense “stories about 

fairies” was too narrow. It is too narrow, even if we reject the diminutive size, for fairy-stories 

are not in normal English usage stories about fairies or elves, but stories about Fairy, that is 

Faerie, the realm or state in which fairies have their being. Faerie contains many things 

besides elves and fays, and besides dwarfs, witches, trolls, giants, or dragons: it holds the seas, 

the sun, the moon, the sky; and the earth, and all things that are in it: tree and bird, water 

and stone, wine and bread, and ourselves, mortal men, when we are enchanted. 

Stories that are actually concerned primarily with “fairies,” that is with creatures that might 

also in modern English be called “elves,” are relatively rare, and as a rule not very interesting. 

Most good “fairy-stories” are about the adventures of men in the Perilous Realm or upon its 

shadowy marches. Naturally so; for if elves are true, and really exist independently of our 

tales about them, then this also is certainly true: elves are not primarily concerned with us, 

nor we with them. Our fates are sundered, and our paths seldom meet. Even upon the 

borders of Faërie we encounter them only at some chance crossing of the ways. 

The definition of a fairy-story—what it is, or what it should be—does not, then, depend on 
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any definition or historical account of elf or fairy, but upon the nature of Faërie: the 

Perilous Realm itself, and the air that blows in that country. I will not attempt to define 

that, nor to describe it directly. It cannot be done. Faërie cannot be caught in a net of words; 

for it is one of its qualities to be indescribable, though not imperceptible. It has many 

ingredients, but analysis will not necessarily discover the secret of the whole. Yet I hope that 

what I have later to say about the other questions will give some glimpses of my own 

imperfect vision of it. For the moment I will say only this: a “fairy-story” is one which 

touches on or uses Faerie, whatever its own main purpose may be: satire, adventure, morality, 

fantasy. Faerie itself may perhaps most nearly be translated by Magic—but it is magic of a 

peculiar mood and power, at the furthest pole from the vulgar devices of the laborious, 

scientific, magician. There is one proviso : if there is any satire present in the tale, one thing 

must not be made fun of, the magic itself. That must in that story be taken seriously, neither 

laughed at nor explained away. Of this seriousness the medieval Sir Gawain and the Green 

Knight is an admirable example. 

 

But even if we apply only these vague and ill-defined limits, it becomes plain that many, 

even the learned in such matters, have used the term “fairy-tale” very carelessly. A glance at 

those books of recent times that claim to be collections of “fairy-stories” is enough to show 

that tales about fairies, about the fair family in any of its houses, or even about dwarfs and 

goblins, are only a small part of their content. That, as we have seen, was to be expected. But 

these books also contain many tales that do not use, do not even touch upon, Faerie at all; 

that have in fact no business to be included. 

 

I will give one or two examples of the expurgations I would perform. This will assist the 

negative side of definition. It will also be found to lead on to the second question: what are 

the origins of fairy-stories? 

 

The number of collections of fairy-stories is now very great. In English none probably rival 

either the popularity, or the inclusiveness, or the general merits of the twelve books of 

twelve colours which we owe to Andrew Lang and to his wife. The first of these appeared 

more than seventy years ago (1889), and is still in print. Most of its contents pass the test, 

more or less clearly. I will not analyse them, though an analysis might be interesting, but I 

note in passing that of the stories in this Blue Fairy Book none are primarily about “fairies,” 

few refer to them. Most of the tales are taken from French sources: a just choice in some 

ways at that time, as perhaps it would be still (though not to my taste, now or in childhood). 

At any rate, so powerful has been the influence of Charles Perrault, since his Contes de ma 

Mère l'Oye were first Englished in the eighteenth century, and of such other excerpts from 

the vast storehouse of the Cabinet des Fées as have become well known, that still, I suppose, 

if you asked a man to name at random a typical “fairy-story,” he would be most likely to 

name one of these French things: such as Puss-in-Boots, Cinderella, or Little Red Riding Hood. 

 

With some people Grimm's Fairy Tales might come first to mind. 

 

But what is to be said of the appearance in the Blue Fairy Book of A Voyage to Lilliput? I 

will say this: it is not a fairy-story, neither as its author made it, nor as it here appears 

“condensed” by Miss May Kendall. It has no business in this place. I fear that it was included 
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merely because Lilliputians are small, even diminutive—the only way in which they are at 

all remarkable. But smallness is in Faerie, as in our world, only an accident. Pygmies are no 

nearer to fairies than are Patagonians. I do not rule this story out because of its satirical 

intent: there is satire, sustained or intermittent, in undoubted fairy-stories, and satire may 

often have been intended in traditional tales where we do not now perceive it. I rule it out, 

because the vehicle of the satire, brilliant invention though it may be, belongs to the class of 

travellers' tales. Such tales report many marvels, but they are marvels to be seen in this mortal 

world in some region of our own time and space; distance alone conceals them. The tales of 

Gulliver have no more right of entry than the yarns of Baron Munchausen; or than, say, The 

First Men in the Moon or The Time-Machine. Indeed, for the Eloi and the Morlocks there 

would be a better claim than for the Lilliputians. Lilliputians are merely men peered down 

at, sardonically, from just above the house-tops. Eloi and Morlocks live far away in an abyss of 

time so deep as to work an enchantment upon them; and if they are descended from 

ourselves, it may be remembered that an ancient English thinker once derived the ylfe, the 

very elves, through Cain from Adam. This enchantment of distance, especially of distant 

time, is weakened only by the preposterous and incredible Time Machine itself. But we see 

in this example one of the main reasons why the borders of fairy-story are inevitably 

dubious. The magic of Faerie is not an end in itself, its virtue is in its operations: among these 

are the satisfaction of certain primordial human desires. One of these desires is to survey the 

depths of space and time. Another is (as will be seen) to hold communion with other living 

things. A story may thus deal with the satisfaction of these desires, with or without the 

operation of either machine or magic, and in proportion as it succeeds it will approach the 

quality and have the flavour of fairy-story. 

 

Next, after travellers' tales, I would also exclude, or rule out of order, any story that uses the 

machinery of Dream, the dreaming of actual human sleep, to explain the apparent 

occurrence of its marvels. At the least, even if the reported dream was in other respects in 

itself a fairy-story, I would condemn the whole as gravely defective: like a good picture in a 

disfiguring frame. It is true that Dream is not unconnected with Faërie. In dreams strange 

powers of the mind may be unlocked. In some of them a man may for a space wield the 

power of Faërie, that power which, even as it conceives the story, causes it to take living 

form and colour before the eyes. A real dream may indeed sometimes be a fairy-story of 

almost elvish ease and skill— while it is being dreamed. But if a waking writer tells you that 

his tale is only a thing imagined in his sleep, he cheats deliberately the primal desire at the 

heart of Faerie: the realization, independent of the conceiving mind, of imagined wonder. It 

is often reported of fairies (truly or lyingly, I do not know) that they are workers of illusion, 

that they are cheaters of men by “fantasy”; but that is quite another matter. That is their 

affair. Such trickeries happen, at any rate, inside tales in which the fairies are not themselves 

illusions; behind the fantasy real wills and powers exist, independent of the minds and 

purposes of men. 

 

It is at any rate essential to a genuine fairy-story, as distinct from the employment of this 

form for lesser or debased purposes, that it should be presented as “true.” The meaning of 

“true” in this connexion I will consider in a moment. But since the fairy-story deals with 

“marvels,” it cannot tolerate any frame or machinery suggesting that the whole story in 

which they occur is a figment or illusion. The tale itself may, of course, be so good that one 
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can ignore the frame. Or it may be successful and amusing as a dream-story. So are Lewis 

Carroll's Alice stories, with their dream-frame and dream-transitions. For this (and other 

reasons) they are not fairy-stories. 

 

There is another type of marvellous tale that I would exclude from the title “fairy-story,” 

again certainly not because I do not like it: namely pure “Beast-fable.” I will choose an example 

from Lang's Fairy Books: The Monkey's Heart, a Swahili tale which is given in the Lilac Fairy 

Book. In this story a wicked shark tricked a monkey into riding on his back, and carried him 

half-way to his own land, before he revealed the fact that the sultan of that country was sick 

and needed a monkey's heart to cure his disease. But the monkey outwitted the shark, and 

induced him to return by convincing him that the heart had been left behind at home, 

hanging in a bag on a tree. 

 

The beast-fable has, of course, a connexion with fairy-stories. Beasts and birds and other 

creatures often talk like men in real fairy-stories. In some part (often small) this marvel 

derives from one of the primal “desires” that lie near the heart of Faerie: the desire of men to 

hold communion with other living things. But the speech of beasts in a beast-fable, as 

developed into a separate branch, has little reference to that desire, and often wholly forgets 

it. The magical understanding by men of the proper languages of birds and beasts and trees, 

that is much nearer to the true purposes of Faerie. But in stories in which no human being is 

concerned; or in which the animals are the heroes and heroines, and men and women, if 

they appear, are mere adjuncts; and above all those in which the animal form is only a mask 

upon a human face, a device of the satirist or the preacher, in these we have beast-fable and 

not fairy-story: whether it be Reynard the Fox, or The Nun's Priest's Tale, or Brer Rabbit, or 

merely The Three Little Pigs. The stories of Beatrix Potter lie near the borders of Faerie, but 

outside it, I think, for the most part. Their nearness is due largely to their strong moral 

element: by which I mean their inherent morality, not any allegorical significatio. But Peter 

Rabbit, though it contains a prohibition, and though there are prohibitions in fairyland (as, 

probably, there are throughout the universe on every plane and in every dimension), remains 

a beast-fable. 

 

Now The Monkeys Heart is also plainly only a beast-fable. I suspect that its inclusion in a 

“Fairy Book” is due not primarily to its entertaining quality, but precisely to the monkey's 

heart supposed to have been left behind in a bag. That was significant to Lang, the student 

of folk-lore, even though this curious idea is here used only as a joke; for, in this tale, the 

monkey's heart was in fact quite normal and in his breast. None the less this detail is plainly 

only a secondary use of an ancient and very widespread folk-lore notion, which does occur 

in fairy-stories; the notion that the life or strength of a man or creature may reside in some 

other place or thing; or in some part of the body (especially the heart) that can be detached 

and hidden in a bag, or under a stone, or in an egg. At one end of recorded folk-lore history 

this idea was used by George MacDonald in his fairy-story The Giant's Heart, which derives 

this central motive (as well as many other details) from well-known traditional tales. At the 

other end, indeed in what is probably one of the oldest stories in writing, it occurs in The 

Tale of the Two Brothers on the Egyptian D'Orsigny papyrus. There the younger brother 

says to the elder: 
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I shall enchant my heart, and I shall place it upon the top of the flower of the cedar. Now 

the cedar will be cut down and my heart will fall to the ground, and thou shalt come to seek 

it, even though thou pass seven years in seeking it; but when thou has found it, put it into a 

vase of cold water, and in very truth I shall live. 

But that point of interest and such comparisons as these bring us to the brink of the second 

question: What are the origins of “fairy-stories”? That must, of course, mean: the origin or 

origins of the fairy elements. To ask what is the origin of stories (however qualified) is to ask 

what is the origin of language and of the mind. 

 

Origins 

 

Actually the question: What is the origin of the fairy element? lands us ultimately in the 

same fundamental inquiry; but there are many elements in fairy-stories (such as this 

detachable heart, or swan-robes, magic rings, arbitrary prohibitions, wicked stepmothers, and 

even fairies themselves) that can be studied without tackling this main question. Such 

studies are, however, scientific (at least in intent); they are the pursuit of folklorists or 

anthropologists: that is of people using the stories not as they were meant to be used, but as a 

quarry from which to dig evidence, or information, about matters in which they are 

interested. A perfectly legitimate procedure in itself—but ignorance or forgetfulness of the 

nature of a story (as a thing told in its entirety) has often led such inquirers into strange 

judgments. To investigators of this sort recurring similarities (such as this matter of the 

heart) seem specially important. So much so that students of folk-lore are apt to get off their 

own proper track, or to express themselves in a misleading “shorthand”: misleading in 

particular, if it gets out of their monographs into books about literature. They are inclined to 

say that any two stories that are built round the same folk-lore motive, or are made up of a 

generally similar combination of such motives, are “the same stories.” We read that Beowulf 

“is only a version of Dat Erdmänneken”; that “The Black Bull of Norroway is Beauty and the 

Beast,” or “is the same story as Eros and Psyche”; that the Norse Mastermaid (or the Gaelic 

Battle of the Birds and its many congeners and variants) is “the same story as the Greek tale 

of Jason and Medea.” 

 

Statements of that kind may express (in undue abbreviation) some element of truth; but 

they are not true in a fairy-story sense, they are not true in art or literature. It is precisely the 

colouring, the atmosphere, the unclassifiable individual details of a story, and above all the 

general purport that informs with life the undissected bones of the plot, that really count. 

Shakespeare's King Lear is not the same as Layamon's story in his Brut. Or to take the extreme 

case of Red Riding Hood: it is of merely secondary interest that the retold versions of this 

story, in which the little girl is saved by wood-cutters, is directly derived from Perrault's 

story in which she was eaten by the wolf. The really important thing is that the later version 

has a happy ending (more or less, and if we do not mourn the grandmother overmuch), and 

that Perrault's version had not. And that is a very profound difference, to which I shall 

return. Of course, I do not deny, for I feel strongly, the fascination of the desire to unravel 

the intricately knotted and ramified history of the branches on the Tree of Tales. It is closely 

connected with the philologists' study of the tangled skein of Language, of which I know 

some small pieces. But even with regard to language it seems to me that the essential quality 

and aptitudes of a given language in a living monument is both more important to seize and 
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far more difficult to make explicit than its linear history. So with regard to fairy stories, I 

feel that it is more interesting, and also in its way more difficult, to consider what they are, 

what they have become for us, and what values the long alchemic processes of time have 

produced in them. In Dasent's words I would say: “We must be satisfied with the soup that is 

set before us, and not desire to see the bones of the ox out of which it has been boiled.” 

Though, oddly enough, Dasent by “the soup” meant a mishmash of bogus pre-history 

founded on the early surmises of Comparative Philology; and by “desire to see the bones” he 

meant a demand to see the workings and the proofs that led to these theories. By “the soup” I 

mean the story as it is served up by its author or teller, and by “the bones” its sources or 

material—even when (by rare luck) those can be with certainty discovered. But I do not, of 

course, forbid criticism of the soup as soup. 

 

I shall therefore pass lightly over the question of origins. I am too unlearned to deal with it 

in any other way; but it is the least important of the three questions for my purpose, and a 

few remarks will suffice. It is plain enough that fairy-stories (in wider or in narrower sense) 

are very ancient indeed. Related things appear in very early records; and they are found 

universally, wherever there is language. We are therefore obviously confronted with a 

variant of the problem that the archaeologist encounters, or the comparative philologist: 

with the debate between independent evolution (or rather invention) of the similar; 

inheritance from a common ancestry; and diffusion at various times from one or more 

centres. Most debates depend on an attempt (by one or both sides) at over-simplification; and 

I do not suppose that this debate is an exception. The history of fairy-stories is probably more 

complex than the physical history of the human race, and as complex as the history of 

human language. All three things: independent invention, inheritance, and diffusion, have 

evidently played their part in producing the intricate web of Story. It is now beyond all skill 

but that of the elves to unravel it. Of these three invention is the most important and 

fundamental, and so (not surprisingly) also the most mysterious. To an inventor, that is to a 

storymaker, the other two must in the end lead back. Diffusion (borrowing in space) 

whether of an artefact or a story, only refers the problem of origin elsewhere. At the centre 

of the supposed diffusion there is a place where once an inventor lived. Similarly with 

inheritance (borrowing in time): in this way we arrive at last only at an ancestral inventor. 

While if we believe that sometimes there occurred the independent striking out of similar 

ideas and themes or devices, we simply multiply the ancestral inventor but do not in that 

way the more clearly understand his gift. 

 

Philology has been dethroned from the high place it once had in this court of inquiry. Max 

Müller's view of mythology as a “disease of language” can be abandoned without regret. 

Mythology is not a disease at all, though it may like all human things become diseased. You 

might as well say that thinking is a disease of the mind. It would be more near the truth to 

say that languages, especially modern European languages, are a disease of mythology. But 

Language cannot, all the same, be dismissed. The incarnate mind, the tongue, and the tale are 

in our world coeval. The human mind, endowed with the powers of generalization and 

abstraction, sees not only green-grass, discriminating it from other things (and finding it fair 

to look upon), but sees that it is green as well as being grass. But how powerful, how 

stimulating to the very faculty that produced it, was the invention of the adjective: no spell 

or incantation in Faerie is more potent. And that is not surprising: such incantations might 
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indeed be said to be only another view of adjectives, a part of speech in a mythical grammar. 

The mind that thought of light, heavy, grey, yellow, still, swift, also conceived of magic that 

would make heavy things light and able to fly, turn grey lead into yellow gold, and the still 

rock into a swift water. If it could do the one, it could do the other; it inevitably did both. 

When we can take green from grass, blue from heaven, and red from blood, we have already 

an enchanter's power—upon one plane; and the desire to wield that power in the world 

external to our minds awakes. It does not follow that we shall use that power well upon any 

plane. We may put a deadly green upon a man's face and produce a horror; we may make the 

rare and terrible blue moon to shine; or we may cause woods to spring with silver leaves and 

rams to wear fleeces of gold, and put hot fire into the belly of the cold worm. But in such 

“fantasy,” as it is called, new form is made; Faerie begins; Man becomes a sub-creator. 

An essential power of Faerie is thus the power of making immediately effective by the will 

the visions of “fantasy.” Not all are beautiful or even wholesome, not at any rate the fantasies 

of fallen Man. And he has stained the elves who have this power (in verity or fable) with his 

own stain. This aspect of “mythology” —sub-creation, rather than either representation or 

symbolic interpretation of the beauties and terrors of the world—is, I think, too little 

considered. Is that because it is seen rather in Faerie than upon Olympus? Because it is 

thought to belong to the “lower mythology” rather than to the “higher”? There has been 

much debate concerning the relations of these things, of folk-tale and myth; but, even if 

there had been no debate, the question would require some notice in any consideration of 

origins, however brief. 

 

At one time it was a dominant view that all such matter was derived from “nature-myths.” 

The Olympians were personifications of the sun, of dawn, of night, and so on, and all the 

stories told about them were originally myths (allegories would have been a better word) of 

the greater elemental changes and processes of nature. Epic, heroic legend, saga, then 

localized these stories in real places and humanized them by attributing them to ancestral 

heroes, mightier than men and yet already men. And finally these legends, dwindling down, 

became folk-tales, Märchen, fairy-stories—nursery-tales. 

 

That would seem to be the truth almost upside down. The nearer the so-called “nature myth,” 

or allegory, of the large processes of nature is to its supposed archetype, the less interesting it 

is, and indeed the less is it of a myth capable of throwing any illumination whatever on the 

world. Let us assume for the moment, as this theory assumes, that nothing actually exists 

corresponding to the “gods” of mythology: no personalities, only astronomical or 

meteorological objects. Then these natural objects can only be arrayed with a personal 

significance and glory by a gift, the gift of a person, of a man. Personality can only be 

derived from a person. The gods may derive their colour and beauty from the high 

splendours of nature, but it was Man who obtained these for them, abstracted them from 

sun and moon and cloud; their personality they get direct from him; the shadow or flicker 

of divinity that is upon them they receive through him from the invisible world, the 

Supernatural. There is no fundamental distinction between the higher and lower 

mythologies. Their peoples live, if they live at all, by the same life, just as in the mortal world 

do kings and peasants. 

 

Let us take what looks like a clear case of Olympian nature-myth: the Norse god Thórr. His 
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name is Thunder, of which Thórr is the Norse form; and it is not difficult to interpret his 

hammer, Miöllnir, as lightning. Yet Thórr has (as far as our late records go) a very marked 

character, or personality, which cannot be found in thunder or in lightning, even though 

some details can, as it were, be related to these natural phenomena: for instance, his red 

beard, his loud voice and violent temper, his blundering and smashing strength. None the 

less it is asking a question without much meaning, if we inquire: Which came first, 

natureallegories about personalized thunder in the mountains, splitting rocks and trees; or stories 

about an irascible, not very clever, redbeard farmer, of a strength beyond common measure, 

a person (in all but mere stature) very like the Northern farmers, the boendr by whom Thórr 

was chiefly beloved? To a picture of such a man Thórr may be held to have “dwindled,” or 

from it the god may be held to have been enlarged. But I doubt whether either view is 

right—not by itself, not if you insist that one of these things must precede the other. It is 

more reasonable to suppose that the farmer popped up in the very moment when Thunder 

got a voice and face; that there was a distant growl of thunder in the hills every time a storyteller 

heard a farmer in a rage. 

 

Thórr must, of course, be reckoned a member of the higher aristocracy of mythology: one of 

the rulers of the world. Yet the tale that is told of him in Thrymskvitha (in the Elder Edda) 

is certainly just a fairy-story. It is old, as far as Norse poems go, but that is not far back (say 

A.D. 900 or a little earlier, in this case). But there is no real reason for supposing that this tale 

is “unprimitive,” at any rate in quality: that is, because it is of folk-tale kind and not very 

dignified. If we could go backwards in time, the fairy-story might be found to change in 

details, or to give way to other tales. But there would always be a “fairy-tale” as long as there 

was any Thórr. When the fairy-tale ceased, there would be just thunder, which no human 

ear had yet heard. 

 

Something really “higher” is occasionally glimpsed in mythology: Divinity, the right to power 

(as distinct from its possession), the due worship; in fact “religion.” Andrew Lang said, and is 

by some still commended for saying, that mythology and religion (in the strict sense of that 

word) are two distinct things that have become inextricably entangled, though mythology is 

in itself almost devoid of religious significance. 

 

Yet these things have in fact become entangled—or maybe they were sundered long ago and 

have since groped slowly, through a labyrinth of error, through confusion, back towards refusion. 

Even fairy-stories as a whole have three faces: the Mystical towards the Supernatural; 

the Magical towards Nature; and the Mirror of scorn and pity towards Man. The essential 

face of Faerie is the middle one, the Magical. But the degree in which the others appear (if at 

all) is variable, and may be decided by the individual story-teller. The Magical, the fairy-story, 

may be used as a Mirour de l'Omme; and it may (but not so easily) be made a vehicle of 

Mystery. This at least is what George Mac-Donald attempted, achieving stories of power and 

beauty when he succeeded, as in The Golden Key (which he called a fairy-tale); and even 

when he partly failed, as in Lilith (which he called a romance). 

 

For a moment let us return to the “Soup” that I mentioned above. Speaking of the history of 

stories and especially of fairy-stories we may say that the Pot of Soup, the Cauldron of Story, 

has always been boiling, and to it have continually been added new bits, dainty and undainty. 
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For this reason, to take a casual example, the fact that a story resembling the one known as 

The Goosegirl (Die Gänsemagd in Grimm) is told in the thirteenth century of Bertha 

Broadfoot, mother of Charlemagne, really proves nothing either way: neither that the story 

was (in the thirteenth century) descending from Olympus or Asgard by way of an already 

legendary king of old, on its way to become a Hausmärchen; nor that it was on its way up. 

The story is found to be widespread, unattached to the mother of Charlemagne or to any 

historical character. From this fact by itself we certainly cannot deduce that it is not true of 

Charlemagne's mother, though that is the kind of deduction that is most frequently made 

from that kind of evidence. The opinion that the story is not true of Bertha Broadfoot must 

be founded on something else: on features in the story which the critic's philosophy does not 

allow to be possible in “real life,” so that he would actually disbelieve the tale, even if it were 

found nowhere else; or on the existence of good historical evidence that Bertha's actual life 

was quite different, so that he would disbelieve the tale, even if his philosophy allowed that 

it was perfectly possible in “real life.” No one, I fancy, would discredit a story that the 

Archbishop of Canterbury slipped on a banana skin merely because he found that a similar 

comic mishap had been reported of many people, and especially of elderly gentlemen of 

dignity. He might disbelieve the story, if he discovered that in it an angel (or even a fairy) 

had warned the Archbishop that he would slip if he wore gaiters on a Friday. He might also 

disbelieve the story, if it was stated to have occurred in the period between, say, 1940 and 

1945. So much for that. It is an obvious point, and it has been made before; but I venture to 

make it again (although it is a little beside my present purpose), for it is constantly neglected 

by those who concern themselves with the origins of tales. 

 

But what of the banana skin? Our business with it really only begins when it has been 

rejected by historians. It is more useful when it has been thrown away. The historian would 

be likely to say that the banana-skin story “became attached to the Archbishop,” as he does say 

on fair evidence that “the Goosegirl Märchen became attached to Bertha.” That way of 

putting it is harmless enough, in what is commonly known as “history.” But is it really a good 

description of what is going on and has gone on in the history of story-making? I do not 

think so. I think it would be nearer the truth to say that the Archbishop became attached to 

the banana skin, or that Bertha was turned into the Goosegirl. Better still: I would say that 

Charlemagne's mother and the Archbishop were put into the Pot, in fact got into the Soup. 

They were just new bits added to the stock. A considerable honour, for in that soup were 

many things older, more potent, more beautiful, comic, or terrible than they were in 

themselves (considered simply as figures of history). 

 

It seems fairly plain that Arthur, once historical (but perhaps as such not of great 

importance), was also put into the Pot. There he was boiled for a long time, together with 

many other older figures and devices, of mythology and Faerie, and even some other stray 

bones of history (such as Alfred's defence against the Danes), until he emerged as a King of 

Faerie. The situation is similar in the great Northern “Arthurian” court of the Shield-Kings of 

Denmark, the Scyldingas of ancient English tradition. King Hrothgar and his family have 

many manifest marks of true history, far more than Arthur; yet even in the older (English) 

accounts of them they are associated with many figures and events of fairy-story: they have 

been in the Pot. But I refer now to the remnants of the oldest recorded English tales of 

Faerie (or its borders), in spite of the fact that they are little known in England, not to 
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discuss the turning of the bear-boy into the knight Beowulf, or to explain the intrusion of 

the ogre Grendel into the royal hall of Hrothgar. I wish to point to something else that these 

traditions contain: a singularly suggestive example of the relation of the “fairy-tale element” 

to gods and kings and nameless men, illustrating (I believe) the view that this element does 

not rise or fall, but is there, in the Cauldron of Story, waiting for the great figures of Myth 

and History, and for the yet nameless He or She, waiting for the moment when they are cast 

into the simmering stew, one by one or all together, without consideration of rank or 

precedence. 

 

The great enemy of King Hrothgar was Froda, King of the Heathobards. Yet of Hrothgar's 

daughter Frea-waru we hear echoes of a strange tale—not a usual one in Northern heroic 

legend: the son of the enemy of her house, Ingeld son of Froda, fell in love with her and 

wedded her, disastrously. But that is extremely interesting and significant. In the background 

of the ancient feud looms the figure of that god whom the Norsemen called Frey (the Lord) 

or Yngvi-frey, and the Angles called Ing: a god of the ancient Northern mythology (and 

religion) of Fertility and Corn. The enmity of the royal houses was connected with the 

sacred site of a cult of that religion. Ingeld and his father bear names belonging to it. 

Freawaru herself is named “Protection of the Lord (of Frey).” Yet one of the chief things told 

later (in Old Icelandic) about Frey is the story in which he falls in love from afar with the 

daughter of the enemies of the gods, Gerdr, daughter of the giant Gymir, and weds her. Does 

this prove that Ingeld and Freawaru, or their love, are “merely mythical”? I think not. History 

often resembles “Myth,” because they are both ultimately of the same stuff. If indeed Ingeld 

and Freawaru never lived, or at least never loved, then it is ultimately from nameless man 

and woman that they get their tale, or rather into whose tale they have entered. They have 

been put into the Cauldron, where so many potent things lie simmering agelong on the fire, 

among them Love-at-first-sight. So too of the god. If no young man had ever fallen in love by 

chance meeting with a maiden, and found old enmities to stand between him and his love, 

then the god Frey would never have seen Gerdr the giant's daughter from the high-seat of 

Odin. But if we speak of a Cauldron, we must not wholly forget the Cooks. There are many 

things in the Cauldron, but the Cooks do not dip in the ladle quite blindly. Their selection is 

important. The gods are after all gods, and it is a matter of some moment what stories are 

told of them. So we must freely admit that a tale of love is more likely to be told of a prince 

in history, indeed is more likely actually to happen in an historical family whose traditions 

are those of Golden Frey and the Vanir, rather than those of Odin the Goth, the 

Necromancer, glutter of the crows, Lord of the Slain. Small wonder that spell means both a 

story told, and a formula of power over living men. 

 

But when we have done all that research—collection and comparison of the tales of many 

lands—can do; when we have explained many of the elements commonly found embedded 

in fairy-stories (such as step-mothers, enchanted bears and bulls, cannibal witches, taboos on 

names, and the like) as relics of ancient customs once practised in daily life, or of beliefs once 

held as beliefs and not as “fancies”— there remains still a point too often forgotten: that is 

the effect produced now by these old things in the stories as they are. 

 

For one thing they are now old, and antiquity has an appeal in itself. The beauty and horror 

of The Juniper Tree (Von dem Machandelboom), with its exquisite and tragic beginning, 
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the abominable cannibal stew, the gruesome bones, the gay and vengeful bird-spirit coming 

out of a mist that rose from the tree, has remained with me since childhood; and yet always 

the chief flavour of that tale lingering in the memory was not beauty or horror, but distance 

and a great abyss of time, not measurable even by twe tusend Johr. Without the stew and 

the bones—which children are now too often spared in mollified versions of Grimm —that 

vision would largely have been lost. I do not think I was harmed by the horror in the 

fairytale setting, out of whatever dark beliefs and practices of the past it may have come. 

Such stories have now a mythical or total (unanalysable) effect, an effect quite independent 

of the findings of Comparative Folklore, and one which it cannot spoil or explain; they open 

a door on Other Time, and if we pass through, though only for a moment, we stand outside 

our own time, outside Time itself, maybe. 

 

If we pause, not merely to note that such old elements have been preserved, but to think 

how they have been preserved, we must conclude, I think, that it has happened, often if not 

always, precisely because of this literary effect. It cannot have been we, or even the brothers 

Grimm, that first felt it. Fairy-stories are by no means rocky matrices out of which the fossils 

cannot be prised except by an expert geologist. The ancient elements can be knocked out, or 

forgotten and dropped out, or replaced by other ingredients with the greatest ease: as any 

comparison of a story with closely related variants will show. The things that are there must 

often have been retained (or inserted) because the oral narrators, instinctively or consciously, 

felt their literary “significance.” Even where a prohibition in a fairy-story is guessed to be 

derived from some taboo once practised long ago, it has probably been preserved in the later 

stages of the tale's history because of the great mythical significance of prohibition. A sense 

of that significance may indeed have lain behind some of the taboos themselves. Thou shalt 

not—or else thou shall depart beggared into endless regret. The gentlest “nursery-tales” know 

it. Even Peter Rabbit was forbidden a garden, lost his blue coat, and took sick. The Locked 

Door stands as an eternal Temptation. 

 

Children 

 

I will now turn to children, and so come to the last and most important of the three 

questions: what, if any, are the values and functions of fairy-stories now? It is usually 

assumed that children are the natural or the specially appropriate audience for fairy-stories. In 

describing a fairy-story which they think adults might possibly read for their own 

entertainment, reviewers frequently indulge in such waggeries as: “this book is for children 

from the ages of six to sixty.” But I have never yet seen the puff of a new motor-model that 

began thus: “this toy will amuse infants from seventeen to seventy”; though that to my mind 

would be much more appropriate. Is there any essential connexion between children and 

fairy-stories? Is there any call for comment, if an adult reads them for himself? Reads them as 

tales, that is, not studies them as curios. Adults are allowed to collect and study anything, 

even old theatre programmes or paper bags. 

 

Among those who still have enough wisdom not to think fairy-stories pernicious, the 

common opinion seems to be that there is a natural connexion between the minds of 

children and fairy-stories, of the same order as the connexion between children's bodies and 

milk. I think this is an error; at best an error of false sentiment, and one that is therefore 
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most often made by those who, for whatever private reason (such as childlessness), tend to 

think of children as a special kind of creature, almost a different race, rather than as normal, 

if immature, members of a particular family, and of the human family at large. 

Actually, the association of children and fairy-stories is an accident of our domestic history. 

Fairy-stories have in the modern lettered world been relegated to the “nursery,” as shabby or 

old-fashioned furniture is relegated to the play-room, primarily because the adults do not 

want it, and do not mind if it is misused. It is not the choice of the children which decides 

this. Children as a class—except in a common lack of experience they are not one—neither 

like fairy-stories more, nor understand them better than adults do; and no more than they 

like many other things. They are young and growing, and normally have keen appetites, so 

the fairy-stories as a rule go down well enough. But in fact only some children, and some 

adults, have any special taste for them; and when they have it, it is not exclusive, nor even 

necessarily dominant. It is a taste, too, that would not appear, I think, very early in childhood 

without artificial stimulus; it is certainly one that does not decrease but increases with age, if 

it is innate. 

 

It is true that in recent times fairy-stories have usually been written or “adapted” for children. 

But so may music be, or verse, or novels, or history, or scientific manuals. It is a dangerous 

process, even when it is necessary. It is indeed only saved from disaster by the fact that the 

arts and sciences are not as a whole relegated to the nursery; the nursery and schoolroom are 

merely given such tastes and glimpses of the adult thing as seem fit for them in adult 

opinion (often much mistaken). Any one of these things would, if left altogether in the 

nursery, become gravely impaired. So would a beautiful table, a good picture, or a useful 

machine (such as a microscope), be defaced or broken, if it were left long unregarded in a 

schoolroom. Fairy-stories banished in this way, cut off from a full adult art, would in the end 

be ruined; indeed in so far as they have been so banished, they have been ruined. 

The value of fairy-stories is thus not, in my opinion, to be found by considering children in 

particular. Collections of fairy-stories are, in fact, by nature attics and lumber-rooms, only by 

temporary and local custom play-rooms. Their contents are disordered, and often battered, a 

jumble of different dates, purposes, and tastes; but among them may occasionally be found a 

thing of permanent virtue: an old work of art, not too much damaged, that only stupidity 

would ever have stuffed away. 

 

Andrew Lang's Fairy Books are not, perhaps, lumber-rooms. They are more like stalls in a 

rummage-sale. Someone with a duster and a fair eye for things that retain some value has 

been round the attics and box-rooms. His collections are largely a by-product of his adult 

study of mythology and folk-lore; but they were made into and presented as books for 

children. Some of the reasons that Lang gave are worth considering. 

 

The introduction to the first of the series speaks of “children to whom and for whom they 

are told.” “They represent,” he says, “the young age of man true to his early loves, and have his 

unblunted edge of belief, a fresh appetite for marvels.” ” ‘Is it true?’ ” he says, “is the great 

question children ask.” 

 

I suspect that belief and appetite for marvels are here regarded as identical or as closely 

related. They are radically different, though the appetite for marvels is not at once or at first 
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differentiated by a growing human mind from its general appetite. It seems fairly clear that 

Lang was using belief in its ordinary sense: belief that a thing exists or can happen in the real 

(primary) world. If so, then I fear that Lang's words, stripped of sentiment, can only imply 

that the teller of marvellous tales to children must, or may, or at any rate does trade on their 

credulity, on the lack of experience which makes it less easy for children to distinguish fact 

from fiction in particular cases, though the distinction in itself is fundamental to the sane 

human mind, and to fairy-stories. 

 

Children are capable, of course, of literary belief, when the story-maker's art is good enough 

to produce it. That state of mind has been called “willing suspension of disbelief.” But this 

does not seem to me a good description of what happens. What really happens is that the 

story-maker proves a successful “sub-creator.” He makes a Secondary World which your mind 

can enter. Inside it, what he relates is “true”: it accords with the laws of that world. You 

therefore believe it, while you are, as it were, inside. The moment disbelief arises, the spell is 

broken; the magic, or rather art, has failed. You are then out in the Primary World again, 

looking at the little abortive Secondary World from outside. If you are obliged, by kindliness 

or circumstance, to stay, then disbelief must be suspended (or stifled), otherwise listening 

and looking would become intolerable. But this suspension of disbelief is a substitute for the 

genuine thing, a subterfuge we use when condescending to games or make-believe, or when 

trying (more or less willingly) to find what virtue we can in the work of an art that has for 

us failed. 

 

A real enthusiast for cricket is in the enchanted state: Secondary Belief. I, when I watch a 

match, am on the lower level. I can achieve (more or less) willing suspension of disbelief, 

when I am held there and supported by some other motive that will keep away boredom: for 

instance, a wild, heraldic, preference for dark blue rather than light. This suspension of 

disbelief may thus be a somewhat tired, shabby, or sentimental state of mind, and so lean to 

the “adult.” I fancy it is often the state of adults in the presence of a fairy-story. They are held 

there and supported by sentiment (memories of childhood, or notions of what childhood 

ought to be like); they think they ought to like the tale. But if they really liked it, for itself, 

they would not have to suspend disbelief: they would believe—in this sense. 

Now if Lang had meant anything like this there might have been some truth in his words. It 

may be argued that it is easier to work the spell with children. Perhaps it is, though I am not 

sure of this. The appearance that it is so is often, I think, an adult illusion produced by 

children's humility, their lack of critical experience and vocabulary, and their voracity 

(proper to their rapid growth). They like or try to like what is given to them: if they do not 

like it, they cannot well express their dislike or give reasons for it (and so may conceal it); 

and they like a great mass of different things indiscriminately, without troubling to analyse 

the planes of their belief. In any case I doubt if this potion—the enchantment of the 

effective fairy-story— is really one of the kind that becomes “blunted” by use, less potent 

after repeated draughts.” ‘Is it true?’ is the great question children ask,” Lang said. They do ask 

that question, I know;and it is not one to be rashly or idly answered.  

 

But that question is hardly evidence of“unblunted belief,” or even of the desire for it. Most often 

it proceeds from the child's desire to know which kind of literature he is faced with. Children's 

knowledge of the world is 
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often so small that they cannot judge, off-hand and without help, between the fantastic, the 

strange (that is rare or remote facts), the nonsensical, and the merely “grown-up” (that is 

ordinary things of their parents' world, much of which still remains unexplored). But they 

recognize the different classes, and may like all of them at times. Of course the borders 

between them are often fluctuating or confused; but that is not only true for children. We 

all know the differences in kind, but we are not always sure how to place anything that we 

hear. A child may well believe a report that there are ogres in the next county; many grownup 

persons find it easy to believe of another country; and as for another planet, very few 

adults seem able to imagine it as peopled, if at all, by anything but monsters of iniquity. 

Now I was one of the children whom Andrew Lang was addressing—I was born at about the 

same time as the Green Fairy Book—the children for whom he seemed to think that fairystories 

were the equivalent of the adult novel, and of whom he said: “Their taste remains like 

the taste of their naked ancestors thousands of years ago; and they seem to like fairy-tales 

better than history, poetry, geography, or arithmetic.” But do we really know much about 

these “naked ancestors,” except that they were certainly not naked? Our fairy-stories, however 

old certain elements in them may be, are certainly not the same as theirs. Yet if it is assumed 

that we have fairy-stories because they did, then probably we have history, geography, 

poetry, and arithmetic because they liked these things too, as far as they could get them, and 

in so far as they had yet separated the many branches of their general interest in everything. 

And as for children of the present day, Lang's description does not fit my own memories, or 

my experience of children. Lang may have been mistaken about the children he knew, but if 

he was not, then at any rate children differ considerably, even within the narrow borders of 

Britain, and such generalizations which treat them as a class (disregarding their individual 

talents, and the influences of the countryside they live in, and their upbringing) are 

delusory. I had no special “wish to believe.” I wanted to know. Belief depended on the way in 

which stories were presented to me, by older people, or by the authors, or on the inherent 

tone and quality of the tale. But at no time can I remember that the enjoyment of a story 

was dependent on belief that such things could happen, or had happened, in “real life.”  

 

Fairystories 

 

were plainly not primarily concerned with possibility, but with desirability. If they 

awakened desire, satisfying it while often whetting it unbearably, they succeeded. It is not 

necessary to be more explicit here, for I hope to say something later about this desire, a 

complex of many ingredients, some universal, some particular to modern men (including 

modern children), or even to certain kinds of men. I had no desire to have either dreams or 

adventures like Alice, and the amount of them merely amused me. I had very little desire to 

look for buried treasure or fight pirates, and Treasure Island left me cool. Red Indians were 

better: there were bows and arrows (I had and have a wholly unsatisfied desire to shoot well 

with a bow), and strange languages, and glimpses of an archaic mode of life, and, above all, 

forests in such stories. But the land of Merlin and Arthur was better than these, and best of 

all the nameless North of Sigurd of the Völsungs, and the prince of all dragons. Such lands 

were pre-eminently desirable. I never imagined that the dragon was of the same order as the 

horse. And that was not solely because I saw horses daily, but never even the footprint of a 

worm. The dragon had the trade-mark Of Faerie written plain upon him. In whatever world 

he had his being it was an Other-world. Fantasy, the making or glimpsing of Other-worlds, 



97 

 

was the heart of the desire of Faërie. I desired dragons with a profound desire. Of course, I in 

my timid body did not wish to have them in the neighbourhood, intruding into my 

relatively safe world, in which it was, for instance, possible to read stories in peace of mind, 

free from fear. But the world that contained even the imagination of Fáfnir was richer and 

more beautiful, at whatever cost of peril. The dweller in the quiet and fertile plains may 

hear of the tormented hills and the unharvested sea and long for them in his heart. For the 

heart is hard though the body be soft. 

 

All the same, important as I now perceive the fairy-story element in early reading to have 

been, speaking for myself as a child, I can only say that a liking for fairy-stories was not a 

dominant characteristic of early taste. A real taste for them awoke after “nursery” days, and 

after the years, few but long-seeming, between learning to read and going to school. In that (I 

nearly wrote “happy” or “golden,” it was really a sad and troublous) time I liked many other 

things as well, or better: such as history, astronomy, botany, grammar, and etymology. I 

agreed with Lang's generalized “children” not at all in principle, and only in some points by 

accident: I was, for instance, insensitive to poetry, and skipped it if it came in tales. Poetry I 

discovered much later in Latin and Greek, and especially through being made to try and 

translate English verse into classical verse. A real taste for fairy-stories was wakened by 

philology on the threshold of manhood, and quickened to full life by war. 

I have said, perhaps, more than enough on this point. At least it will be plain that in my 

opinion fairy-stories should not be specially associated with children. They are associated 

with them: naturally, because children are human and fairy-stories are a natural human taste 

(though not necessarily a universal one); accidentally, because fairy-stories are a large part of 

the literary lumber that in latter-day Europe has been stuffed away in attics; unnaturally, 

because of erroneous sentiment about children, a sentiment that seems to increase with the 

decline in children. 

 

It is true that the age of childhood-sentiment has produced some delightful books (especially 

charming, however, to adults) of the fairy kind or near to it; but it has also produced a 

dreadful undergrowth of stories written or adapted to what was or is conceived to be the 

measure of children's minds and needs. The old stories are mollified or bowdlerized, instead 

of being reserved; the imitations are often merely silly, Pigwig-genry without even the 

intrigue; or patronizing; or (deadliest of all) covertly sniggering, with an eye on the other 

grown-ups present. I will not accuse Andrew Lang of sniggering, but certainly he smiled to 

himself, and certainly too often he had an eye on the faces of other clever people over the 

heads of his child-audience —to the very grave detriment of the Chronicles of Pantouflia. 

Dasent replied with vigour and justice to the prudish critics of his translations from Norse 

popular tales. Yet he committed the astonishing folly of particularly forbidding children to 

read the last two in his collection. That a man could study fairy-stories and not learn better 

than that seems almost incredible. But neither criticism, rejoinder, nor prohibition would 

have been necessary if children had not unnecessarily been regarded as the inevitable readers 

of the book. I do not deny that there is a truth in Andrew Lang's words (sentimental though 

they may sound): “He who would enter into the Kingdom of Faerie should have the heart of 

a little child.” For that possession is necessary to all high adventure, into kingdoms both less 

and far greater than Faerie. But humility and innocence— these things “the heart of a child” 

must mean in such a context—do not necessarily imply an uncritical wonder, nor indeed an 
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uncritical tenderness. Chesterton once remarked that the children in whose company he saw 

Maeterlinck's Blue Bird were dissatisfied “because it did not end with a Day of Judgement, 

and it was not revealed to the hero and the heroine that the Dog had been faithful and the 

Cat faithless.” “For children,” he says, “are innocent and love justice; while most of us are 

wicked and naturally prefer mercy.” 

 

Andrew Lang was confused on this point. He was at pains to defend the slaying of the 

Yellow Dwarf by Prince Ricardo in one of his own fairy-stories. ”I hate cruelty,” he said, ”. . . 

but that was in fair fight, sword in hand, and the dwarf, peace to his ashes! died in harness.” 

 

Yet it is not clear that “fair fight” is less cruel than “fair judgement”; or that piercing a dwarf 

with a sword is more just than the execution of wicked kings and evil stepmothers—which 

Lang abjures: he sends the criminals (as he boasts) to retirement on ample pensions. That is 

mercy untempered by justice. It is true that this plea was not addressed to children but to 

parents and guardians, to whom Lang was recommending his own Prince Prigio and Prince 

Ricardo as suitable for their charges. It is parents and guardians who have classified fairystories 

as Juvenilia. And this is a small sample of the falsification of values that results. 

If we use child in a good sense (it has also legitimately a bad one) we must not allow that to 

push us into the sentimentality of only using adult or grown-up in a bad sense (it has also 

legitimately a good one). The process of growing older is not necessarily allied to growing 

wickeder, though the two do often happen together. Children are meant to grow up, and 

not to become Peter Pans. Not to lose innocence and wonder, but to proceed on the 

appointed journey: that journey upon which it is certainly not better to travel hopefully 

than to arrive, though we must travel hopefully if we are to arrive. But it is one of the 

lessons of fairy-stories (if we can speak of the lessons of things that do not lecture) that on 

callow, lumpish, and selfish youth peril, sorrow, and the shadow of death can bestow 

dignity, and even sometimes wisdom. 

 

Let us not divide the human race into Eloi and Morlocks: pretty children—“elves” as the 

eighteenth century often idiotically called them—with their fairytales (carefully pruned), 

and dark Morlocks tending their machines. If fairy-story as a kind is worth reading at all it is 

worthy to be written for and read by adults. They will, of course, put more in and get more 

out than children can. Then, as a branch of a genuine art, children may hope to get fairystories 

fit for them to read and yet within their measure; as they may hope to get suitable 

introductions to poetry, history, and the sciences. Though it may be better for them to read 

some things, especially fairy-stories, that are beyond their measure rather than short of it. 

Their books like their clothes should allow for growth, and their books at any rate should 

encourage it. 

 

Very well, then. If adults are to read fairy-stories as a natural branch of literature—neither 

playing at being children, nor pretending to be choosing for children, nor being boys who 

would not grow up—what are the values and functions of this kind? That is, I think, the last 

and most important question. I have already hinted at some of my answers. First of all: if 

written with art, the prime value of fairy-stories will simply be that value which, as 

literature, they share with other literary forms. But fairy-stories offer also, in a peculiar 

degree or mode, these things: Fantasy, Recovery, Escape, Consolation, all things of which 
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children have, as a rule, less need than older people. Most of them are nowadays very 

commonly considered to be bad for anybody. I will consider them briefly, and will begin 

with Fantasy. 

 

Fantasy 

 

The human mind is capable of forming mental images of things not actually present. The 

faculty of conceiving the images is (or was) naturally called Imagination. But in recent times, 

in technical not normal language, Imagination has often been held to be something higher 

than the mere image-making, ascribed to the operations of Fancy (a reduced and depreciatory 

form of the older word Fantasy); an attempt is thus made to restrict, I should say misapply, 

Imagination to “the power of giving to ideal creations the inner consistency of reality.” 

Ridiculous though it may be for one so ill-instructed to have an opinion on this critical 

matter, I venture to think the verbal distinction philologically inappropriate, and the analysis 

inaccurate. The mental power of image-making is one thing, or aspect; and it should 

appropriately be called Imagination. The perception of the image, the grasp of its 

implications, and the control, which are necessary to a successful expression, may vary in 

vividness and strength: but this is a difference of degree in Imagination, not a difference in 

kind. The achievement of the expression, which gives (or seems to give) “the inner 

consistency of reality,” is indeed another thing, or aspect, needing another name: Art, the 

operative link between Imagination and the final result, Sub-creation. For my present purpose 

I require a word which shall embrace both the Sub-creative Art in itself and a quality of 

strangeness and wonder in the Expression, derived from the Image: a quality essential to 

fairy-story. I propose, therefore, to arrogate to myself the powers of Humpty-Dumpty, and to 

use Fantasy for this purpose: in a sense, that is, which combines with its older and higher use 

as an equivalent of Imagination the derived notions of “unreality” (that is, of unlikeness to 

the Primary World), of freedom from the domination of observed “fact,” in short of the 

fantastic. I am thus not only aware but glad of the etymological and semantic connexions of 

fantasy with fantastic: with images of things that are not only “not actually present,” but 

which are indeed not to be found in our primary world at all, or are generally believed not 

to be found there. But while admitting that, I do not assent to the depreciative tone. That 

the images are of things not in the primary world (if that indeed is possible) is a virtue, not a 

vice. Fantasy (in this sense) is, I think, not a lower but a higher form of Art, indeed the most 

nearly pure form, and so (when achieved) the most potent. 

 

Fantasy, of course, starts out with an advantage: arresting strangeness. But that advantage has 

been turned against it, and has contributed to its disrepute. Many people dislike being 

“arrested.” They dislike any meddling with the Primary World, or such small glimpses of it as 

are familiar to them. They, therefore, stupidly and even maliciously confound Fantasy with 

Dreaming, in which there is no Art; and with mental disorders, in which there is not even 

control: with delusion and hallucination. 

 

But the error or malice, engendered by disquiet and consequent dislike, is not the only cause 

of this confusion. Fantasy has also an essential drawback: it is difficult to achieve. Fantasy 

may be, as I think, not less but more sub-creative; but at any rate it is found in practice that 

“the inner consistency of reality” is more difficult to produce, the more unlike are the images 
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and the rearrangements of primary material to the actual arrangements of the Primary 

World. It is easier to produce this kind of “reality” with more “sober” material. Fantasy thus, 

too often, remains undeveloped; it is and has been used frivolously, or only half-seriously, or 

merely for decoration: it remains merely “fanciful.” Anyone inheriting the fantastic device of 

human language can say the green sun. Many can then imagine or picture it. But that is not 

enough—though it may already be a more potent thing than many a “thumbnail sketch” or 

“transcript of life” that receives literary praise. 

 

To make a Secondary World inside which the green sun will be credible, commanding 

Secondary Belief, will probably require labour and thought, and will certainly demand a 

special skill, a kind of elvish craft. Few attempt such difficult tasks. But when they are 

attempted and in any degree accomplished then we have a rare achievement of Art: indeed 

narrative art, story-making in its primary and most potent mode. 

 

In human art Fantasy is a thing best left to words, to true literature. In painting, for instance, 

the visible presentation of the fantastic image is technically too easy; the hand tends to 

outrun the mind, even to overthrow it. Silliness or morbidity are frequent results. It is a 

misfortune that Drama, an art fundamentally distinct from Literature, should so commonly 

be considered together with it, or as a branch of it. Among these misfortunes we may reckon 

the depreciation of Fantasy. For in part at least this depreciation is due to the natural desire 

of critics to cry up the forms of literature or “imagination” that they themselves, innately or 

by training, prefer. And criticism in a country that has produced so great a Drama, and 

possesses the works of William Shakespeare, tends to be far too dramatic. But Drama is 

naturally hostile to Fantasy. Fantasy, even of the simplest kind, hardly ever succeeds in 

Drama, when that is presented as it should be, visibly and audibly acted. Fantastic forms are 

not to be counterfeited. Men dressed up as talking animals may achieve buffoonery or 

mimicry, but they do not achieve Fantasy. This is, I think, well illustrated by the failure of 

the bastard form, pantomime. The nearer it is to “dramatized fairy-story” the worse it is. It is 

only tolerable when the plot and its fantasy are reduced to a mere vestigiary framework for 

farce, and no “belief” of any kind in any part of the performance is required or expected of 

anybody. This is, of course, partly due to the fact that the producers of drama have to, or try 

to, work with mechanism to represent either Fantasy or Magic. I once saw a so-called 

“children's pantomime,” the straight story of Puss-in-Boots, with even the metamorphosis of 

the ogre into a mouse. Had this been mechanically successful it would either have terrified 

the spectators or else have been just a turn of high-class conjuring. As it was, though done 

with some ingenuity of lighting, disbelief had not so much to be suspended as hanged, 

drawn, and quartered. 

 

In Macbeth, when it is read, I find the witches tolerable: they have a narrative function and 

some hint of dark significance; though they are vulgarized, poor things of their kind. They are 

almost intolerable in the play. They would be quite intolerable, if I were not fortified by some 

memory of them as they are in the story as read. I am told that I should feel differently if I had 

the mind of the period, with its witch-hunts and witch-trials. But that is to say: if I regarded the 

witches as possible, indeed likely, in the Primary World; in other words, if they ceased to be 

“Fantasy.” That argument concedes the point. To be dissolved, or to be degraded, is the likely 

fate of Fantasy when a dramatist tries to use it, even such a dramatist as Shakespeare. Macbeth is 
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indeed a work by a playwright who ought, at least on this occasion, to have written a story, if he 

had the skill or patience for that art. 

 

A reason, more important, I think, than the inadequacy of stage-effects, is this: Drama has, of 

its very nature, already attempted a kind of bogus, or shall I say at least substitute, magic: the 

visible and audible presentation of imaginary men in a story. That is in itself an attempt to 

counterfeit the magician's wand. To introduce, even with mechanical success, into this 

quasimagical secondary world a further fantasy or magic is to demand, as it were, an inner or 

tertiary world. It is a world too much. To make such a thing may not be impossible. I have 

never seen it done with success. But at least it cannot be claimed as the proper mode of 

Drama, in which walking and talking people have been found to be the natural instruments 

of Art and illusion. 

 

For this precise reason—that the characters, and even the scenes, are in Drama not imagined 

but actually beheld—Drama is, even though it uses a similar material (words, verse, plot), an 

art fundamentally different from narrative art. Thus, if you prefer Drama to Literature (as 

many literary critics plainly do), or form your critical theories primarily from dramatic 

critics, or even from Drama, you are apt to misunderstand pure story-making, and to 

constrain it to the limitations of stage-plays. You are, for instance, likely to prefer characters, 

even the basest and dullest, to things. Very little about trees as trees can be got into a play. 

Now “Faërian Drama”—those plays which according to abundant records the elves have 

often presented to men—can produce Fantasy with a realism and immediacy beyond the 

compass of any human mechanism. As a result their usual effect (upon a man) is to go 

beyond Secondary Belief. If you are present at a Faërian drama you yourself are, or think that 

you are, bodily inside its Secondary World. The experience may be very similar to Dreaming 

and has (it would seem) sometimes (by men) been confounded with it. But in Faërian drama 

you are in a dream that some other mind is weaving, and the knowledge of that alarming 

fact may slip from your grasp. To experience directly a Secondary World: the potion is too 

strong, and you give to it Primary Belief, however marvellous the events. You are deluded— 

whether that is the intention of the elves (always or at any time) is another question. They 

at any rate are not themselves deluded. This is for them a form of Art, and distinct from 

Wizardry or Magic, properly so called. They do not live in it, though they can, perhaps, 

afford to spend more time at it than human artists can. The Primary World, Reality, of elves 

and men is the same, if differently valued and perceived. 

 

We need a word for this elvish craft, but all the words that have been applied to it have 

been blurred and confused with other things. Magic is ready to hand, and I have used it 

above (p. 39), but I should not have done so: Magic should be reserved for the operations of 

the Magician. Art is the human process that produces by the way (it is not its only or 

ultimate object) Secondary Belief. Art of the same sort, if more skilled and effortless, the 

elves can also use, or so the reports seem to show; but the more potent and specially elvish 

craft I will, for lack of a less debatable word, call Enchantment. Enchantment produces a 

Secondary World into which both designer and spectator can enter, to the satisfaction of 

their senses while they are inside; but in its purity it is artistic in desire and purpose. Magic 

produces, or pretends to produce, an alteration in the Primary World. It does not matter by 

whom it is said to be practised, fay or mortal, it remains distinct from the other two; it is not 
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an art but a technique; its desire is power in this world, domination of things and wills. 

To the elvish craft, Enchantment, Fantasy aspires, and when it is successful of all forms of 

human art most nearly approaches. At the heart of many man-made stories of the elves lies, 

open or concealed, pure or alloyed, the desire for a living, realized sub-creative art, which 

(however much it may outwardly resemble it) is inwardly wholly different from the greed 

for self-centred power which is the mark of the mere Magician. Of this desire the elves, in 

their better (but still perilous) part, are largely made; and it is from them that we may learn 

what is the central desire and aspiration of human Fantasy—even if the elves are, all the 

more in so far as they are, only a product of Fantasy itself. That creative desire is only cheated by 

counterfeits, whether the innocent but clumsy devices of the human dramatist, or the malevolent 

frauds of the magicians. In this world it is for men unsatisfiable, and so imperishable. 

Uncorrupted, it does not seek delusion nor bewitchment and domination; it seeks shared 

enrichment, partners in making and delight, not slaves. 

 

To many, Fantasy, this sub-creative art which plays strange tricks with the world and all that 

is in it, combining nouns and redistributing adjectives, has seemed suspect, if not illegitimate. 

To some it has seemed at least a childish folly, a thing only for peoples or for persons in their 

youth. As for its legitimacy I will say no more than to quote a brief passage from a letter I 

once wrote to a man who described myth and fairy-story as “lies”; though to do him justice 

he was kind enough and confused enough to call fairy-story-making “Breathing a lie through 

Silver.” 

 

“Dear Sir,” I said—Although now long estranged, 

Man is not wholly lost nor wholly changed. 

Dis-graced he may be, yet is not de-throned, 

and keeps the rags of lordship once he owned: 

Man, Sub-creator, the refracted Light 

through whom is splintered from a single White 

to many hues, and endlessly combined 

in living shapes that move from mind to mind. 

Though all the crannies of the world we filled 

with Elves and Goblins, though we dared to build 

Gods and their houses out of dark and light, 

and sowed the seed of dragons—'twas our right 

(used or misused). That right has not decayed: 

we make still by the law in which we're made.” 

 

Fantasy is a natural human activity. It certainly does not destroy or even insult Reason; and it 

does not either blunt the appetite for, nor obscure the perception of, scientific verity. On 

the contrary. The keener and the clearer is the reason, the better fantasy will it make. If men 

were ever in a state in which they did not want to know or could not perceive truth (facts 

or evidence), then Fantasy would languish until they were cured. If they ever get into that 

state (it would not seem at all impossible), Fantasy will perish, and become Morbid Delusion. 

For creative Fantasy is founded upon the hard recognition that things are so in the world as 

it appears under the sun; on a recognition of fact, but not a slavery to it. So upon logic was 

founded the nonsense that displays itself in the tales and rhymes of Lewis Carroll. If men 
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really could not distinguish between frogs and men, fairy-stories about frog-kings would not 

have arisen. 

 

Fantasy can, of course, be carried to excess. It can be ill done. It can be put to evil uses. It may 

even delude the minds out of which it came. But of what human thing in this fallen world 

is that not true? Men have conceived not only of elves, but they have imagined gods, and 

worshipped them, even worshipped those most deformed by their authors' own evil. But 

they have made false gods out of other materials: their notions, their banners, their monies; 

even their sciences and their social and economic theories have demanded human sacrifice. 

Abusus non tollit usum. Fantasy remains a human right: we make in our measure and in our 

derivative mode, because we are made: and not only made, but made in the image and 

likeness of a Maker. 

 

Recovery, Escape, Consolation 

 

As for old age, whether personal or belonging to the times in which we live, it may be true, 

as is often supposed, that this imposes disabilities (cf. p. 59). But it is in the main an idea 

produced by the mere study of fairy-stories. The analytic study of fairy-stories is as bad a 

preparation for the enjoying or the writing of them as would be the historical study of the 

drama of all lands and times for the enjoyment or writing of stage-plays. The study may 

indeed become depressing. It is easy for the student to feel that with all his labour he is 

collecting only a few leaves, many of them now torn or decayed, from the countless foliage 

of the Tree of Tales, with which the Forest of Days is carpeted. It seems vain to add to the 

litter. Who can design a new leaf? The patterns from bud to unfolding, and the colours from 

spring to autumn were all discovered by men long ago. But that is not true. The seed of the tree 

can be replanted in almost any soil, even in one so smoke-ridden (as Lang said) as that of 

England. Spring is, of course, not really less beautiful because we have seen or heard of 

other like events: like events, never from world's beginning to world's end the same event. 

Each leaf, of oak and ash and thorn, is a unique embodiment of the pattern, and for some 

this very year may be the embodiment, the first ever seen and recognized, though oaks have 

put forth leaves for countless generations of men. 

 

We do not, or need not, despair of drawing because all lines must be either curved or 

straight, nor of painting because there are only three “primary” colours. We may indeed be 

older now, in so far as we are heirs in enjoyment or in practice of many generations of 

ancestors in the arts. In this inheritance of wealth there may be a danger of boredom or of 

anxiety to be original, and that may lead to a distaste for fine drawing, delicate pattern, and 

“pretty” colours, or else to mere manipulation and over-elaboration of old material, clever and 

heartless. But the true road of escape from such weariness is not to be found in the wilfully 

awkward, clumsy, or misshapen, not in making all things dark or unremittingly violent; nor 

in the mixing of colours on through subtlety to drabness, and the fantastical complication of 

shapes to the point of silliness and on towards delirium. Before we reach such states we need 

recovery. We should look at green again, and be startled anew (but not blinded) by blue and 

yellow and red. We should meet the centaur and the dragon, and then perhaps suddenly 

behold, like the ancient shepherds, sheep, and dogs, and horses— and wolves. This recovery 

fairy-stories help us to make. In that sense only a taste for them may make us, or keep us, 
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childish. 

 

Recovery (which includes return and renewal of health) is a re-gaining—regaining of a clear 

view. I do not say “seeing things as they are” and involve myself with the philosophers, 

though I might venture to say “seeing things as we are (or were) meant to see them”—as 

things apart from ourselves. We need, in any case, to clean our windows; so that the things 

seen clearly may be freed from the drab blur of triteness or familiarity—from possessiveness. 

Of all faces those of our familiares are the ones both most difficult to play fantastic tricks 

with, and most difficult really to see with fresh attention, perceiving their likeness and 

unlikeness: that they are faces, and yet unique faces. This triteness is really the penalty of 

“appropriation”: the things that are trite, or (in a bad sense) familiar, are the things that we 

have appropriated, legally or mentally. We say we know them. They have become like the 

things which once attracted us by their glitter, or their colour, or their shape, and we laid 

hands on them, and then locked them in our hoard, acquired them, and acquiring ceased to 

look at them. 

 

Of course, fairy-stories are not the only means of recovery, or prophylactic against loss. 

Humility is enough. And there is (especially for the humble) Mooreeffoc, or Chestertonian 

Fantasy. Mooreeffoc is a fantastic word, but it could be seen written up in every town in this 

land. It is Coffee-room, viewed from the inside through a glass door, as it was seen by 

Dickens on a dark London day; and it was used by Chesterton to denote the queerness of 

things that have become trite, when they are seen suddenly from a new angle. That kind of 

“fantasy” most people would allow to be wholesome enough; and it can never lack for 

material. But it has, I think, only a limited power; for the reason that recovery of freshness 

of vision is its only virtue. The word Mooreeffoc may cause you suddenly to realize that 

England is an utterly alien land, lost either in some remote past age glimpsed by history, or in 

some strange dim future to be reached only by a time-machine; to see the amazing oddity 

and interest of its inhabitants and their customs and feeding-habits; but it cannot do more 

than that: act as a time-telescope focused on one spot. Creative fantasy, because it is mainly 

trying to do something else (make something new), may open your hoard and let all the 

locked things fly away like cage-birds. The gems all turn into flowers or flames, and you will 

be warned that all you had (or knew) was dangerous and potent, not really effectively 

chained, free and wild; no more yours than they were you. 

 

The “fantastic” elements in verse and prose of other kinds, even when only decorative or 

occasional, help in this release. But not so thoroughly as a fairy-story, a thing built on or 

about Fantasy, of which Fantasy is the core. Fantasy is made out of the Primary World, but a 

good craftsman loves his material, and has a knowledge and feeling for clay, stone and wood 

which only the art of making can give. By the forging of Gram cold iron was revealed; by 

the making of Pegasus horses were ennobled; in the Trees of the Sun and Moon root and stock, 

flower and fruit are manifested in glory. 

 

And actually fairy-stories deal largely, or (the better ones) mainly, with simple or 

fundamental things, untouched by Fantasy, but these simplicities are made all the more 

luminous by their setting. For the story-maker who allows himself to be “free with” Nature 

can be her lover not her slave. It was in fairy-stories that I first divined the potency of the 
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words, and the wonder of the things, such as stone, and wood, and iron; tree and grass; house 

and fire; bread and wine. 

 

I will now conclude by considering Escape and Consolation, which are naturally closely 

connected. Though fairy-stories are of course by no means the only medium of Escape, they 

are today one of the most obvious and (to some) outrageous forms of “escapist” literature; and 

it is thus reasonable to attach to a consideration of them some considerations of this term 

“escape” in criticism generally. 

 

I have claimed that Escape is one of the main functions of fairy-stories, and since I do not 

disapprove of them, it is plain that I do not accept the tone of scorn or pity with which 

“Escape” is now so often used: a tone for which the uses of the word outside literary criticism 

give no warrant at all. In what the misusers are fond of calling Real Life, Escape is evidently 

as a rule very practical, and may even be heroic. In real life it is difficult to blame it, unless it 

fails; in criticism it would seem to be the worse the better it succeeds. Evidently we are faced 

by a misuse of words, and also by a confusion of thought. Why should a man be scorned if, 

finding himself in prison, he tries to get out and go home? Or if, when he cannot do so, he 

thinks and talks about other topics than jailers and prison-walls? The world outside has not 

become less real because the prisoner cannot see it. In using escape in this way the critics 

have chosen the wrong word, and, what is more, they are confusing, not always by sincere 

error, the Escape of the Prisoner with the Flight of the Deserter. Just so a Party-spokesman 

might have labelled departure from the misery of the Führer's or any other Reich and even 

criticism of it as treachery. In the same way these critics, to make confusion worse, and so to 

bring into contempt their opponents, stick their label of scorn not only on to Desertion, but 

on to real Escape, and what are often its companions, Disgust, Anger, Condemnation, and 

Revolt. Not only do they confound the escape of the prisoner with the flight of the 

deserter; but they would seem to prefer the acquiescence of the “quisling” to the resistance 

of the patriot. To such thinking you have only to say “the land you loved is doomed” to 

excuse any treachery, indeed to glorify it. 

 

For a trifling instance: not to mention (indeed not to parade) electric street-lamps of 

massproduced pattern in your tale is Escape (in that sense). But it may, almost certainly does, 

proceed from a considered disgust for so typical a product of the Robot Age, that combines 

elaboration and ingenuity of means with ugliness, and (often) with inferiority of result. 

These lamps may be excluded from the tale simply because they are bad lamps; and it is 

possible that one of the lessons to be learnt from the story is the realization of this fact. But 

out comes the big stick: “Electric lamps have come to stay,” they say. Long ago Chesterton 

truly remarked that, as soon as he heard that anything “had come to stay,” he knew that it 

would be very soon replaced—indeed regarded as pitiably obsolete and shabby. “The march 

of Science, its tempo quickened by the needs of war, goes inexorably on ... making some 

things obsolete, and foreshadowing new developments in the utilization of electricity”: an 

advertisement. This says the same thing only more menacingly. The electric street-lamp may 

indeed be ignored, simply because it is so insignificant and transient. Fairy-stories, at any rate, 

have many more permanent and fundamental things to talk about. Lightning, for example. 

The escapist is not so subservient to the whims of evanescent fashion as these opponents. He 

does not make things (which it may be quite rational to regard as bad) his masters or his gods 
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by worshipping them as inevitable, even “inexorable.” And his opponents, so easily 

contemptuous, have no guarantee that he will stop there: he might rouse men to pull down 

the street-lamps. Escapism has another and even wickeder face: Reaction. 

Not long ago—incredible though it may seem—I heard a clerk of Oxenford declare that he 

“welcomed” the proximity of mass-production robot factories, and the roar of self-obstructive 

mechanical traffic, because it brought his university into “contact with real life.” He may 

have meant that the way men were living and working in the twentieth century was 

increasing in barbarity at an alarming rate, and that the loud demonstration of this in the streets 

of Oxford might serve as a warning that it is not possible to preserve for long an oasis 

of sanity in a desert of unreason by mere fences, without actual offensive action (practical 

and intellectual). I fear he did not. In any case the expression “real life” in this context seems 

to fall short of academic standards. The notion that motor-cars are more “alive” than, say, 

centaurs or dragons is curious; that they are more “real” than, say, horses is pathetically 

absurd. How real, how startlingly alive is a factory chimney compared with an elm-tree: poor 

obsolete thing, insubstantial dream of an escapist! 

 

For my part, I cannot convince myself that the roof of Bletchley station is more “real” than 

the clouds. And as an artefact I find it less inspiring than the legendary dome of heaven. The 

bridge to platform 4 is to me less interesting than Bifröst guarded by Heimdall with the 

Gjallarhorn. From the wildness of my heart I cannot exclude the question whether 

railwayengineers, 

 

if they had been brought up on more fantasy, might not have done better with all 

their abundant means than they commonly do. Fairy-stories might be, I guess, better Masters 

of Arts than the academic person I have referred to. 

Much that he (I must suppose) and others (certainly) would call “serious” literature is no more 

than play under a glass roof by the side of a municipal swimming-bath. Fairy-stories may 

invent monsters that fly the air or dwell in the deep, but at least they do not try to escape 

from heaven or the sea. 

 

And if we leave aside for a moment “fantasy,” I do not think that the reader or the maker of 

fairy-stories need even be ashamed of the “escape” of archaism: of preferring not dragons but 

horses, castles, sailing-ships, bows and arrows; not only elves, but knights and kings and 

priests. For it is after all possible for a rational man, after reflection (quite unconnected with 

fairy-story or romance), to arrive at the condemnation, implicit at least in the mere silence of 

“escapist” literature, of progressive things like factories, or the machine-guns and bombs that 

appear to be their most natural and inevitable, dare we say “inexorable,” products. 

“The rawness and ugliness of modern European life”—that real life whose contact we should 

welcome —“is the sign of a biological inferiority, of an insufficient or false reaction to 

environment.” The maddest castle that ever came out of a giant's bag in a wild Gaelic story is 

not only much less ugly than a robot-factory, it is also (to use a very modern phrase) “in a 

very real sense” a great deal more real. Why should we not escape from or condemn the 

“grim Assyrian” absurdity of top-hats, or the Morlockian horror of factories? They are 

condemned even by the writers of that most escapist form of all literature, stories of Science 

fiction. These prophets often foretell (and many seem to yearn for) a world like one big 

glass-roofed railway-station. But from them it is as a rule very hard to gather what men in 
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such a world-town will do. They may abandon the “full Victorian panoply” for loose 

garments (with zip-fasteners), but will use this freedom mainly, it would appear, in order to 

play with mechanical toys in the soon-cloying game of moving at high speed. To judge by 

some of these tales they will still be as lustful, vengeful, and greedy as ever; and the ideals of 

their idealists hardly reach farther than the splendid notion of building more towns of the 

same sort on other planets. It is indeed an age of “improved means to deteriorated ends.” It is 

part of the essential malady of such days— producing the desire to escape, not indeed from 

life, but from our present time and self-made misery— that we are acutely conscious both of 

the ugliness of our works, and of their evil. So that to us evil and ugliness seem indissolubly 

allied. We find it difficult to conceive of evil and beauty together. The fear of the beautiful 

fay that ran through the elder ages almost eludes our grasp. Even more alarming: goodness is 

itself bereft of its proper beauty. In Faerie one can indeed conceive of an ogre who possesses 

a castle hideous as a nightmare (for the evil of the ogre wills it so), but one cannot conceive 

of a house built with a good purpose—an inn, a hostel for travellers, the hall of a virtuous 

and noble king—that is yet sickeningly ugly. At the present day it would be rash to hope to 

see one that was not—unless it was built before our time. 

 

This, however, is the modern and special (or accidental) “escapist” aspect of fairy-stories, 

which they share with romances, and other stories out of or about the past. Many stories out 

of the past have only become “escapist” in their appeal through surviving from a time when 

men were as a rule delighted with the work of their hands into our time, when many men 

feel disgust with man-made things. 

 

But there are also other and more profound “escapisms” that have always appeared in fairytale 

and legend. There are other things more grim and terrible to fly from than the noise, 

stench, ruthlessness, and extravagance of the internal-combustion engine. There are hunger, 

thirst, poverty, pain, sorrow, injustice, death. And even when men are not facing hard things 

such as these, there are ancient limitations from which fairy-stories offer a sort of escape, and 

old ambitions and desires (touching the very roots of fantasy) to which they offer a kind of 

satisfaction and consolation. Some are pardonable weaknesses or curiosities: such as the desire 

to visit, free as a fish, the deep sea; or the longing for the noiseless, gracious, economical 

flight of a bird, that longing which the aeroplane cheats, except in rare moments, seen high 

and by wind and distance noiseless, turning in the sun: that is, precisely when imagined and 

not used. There are profounder wishes: such as the desire to converse with other living 

things. On this desire, as ancient as the Fall, is largely founded the talking of beasts and 

creatures in fairy-tales, and especially the magical understanding of their proper speech. This 

is the root, and not the “confusion” attributed to the minds of men of the unrecorded past, 

an alleged “absence of the sense of separation of ourselves from beasts.” A vivid sense of that 

separation is very ancient; but also a sense that it was a severance: a strange fate and a guilt 

lies on us. Other creatures are like other realms with which Man has broken off relations, 

and sees now only from the outside at a distance, being at war with them, or on the terms of 

an uneasy armistice. There are a few men who are privileged to travel abroad a little; others 

must be content with travellers' tales. Even about frogs. In speaking of that rather odd but 

widespread fairy-story The Frog-King Max Müller asked in his prim way: “How came such a 

story ever to be invented? Human beings were, we may hope, at all times sufficiently 

enlightened to know that a marriage between a frog and the daughter of a queen was 



108 

 

absurd.” Indeed we may hope so! For if not, there would be no point in this story at all, 

depending as it does essentially on the sense of the absurdity. Folk-lore origins (or guesses 

about them) are here quite beside the point. It is of little avail to consider totemism. For 

certainly, whatever customs or beliefs about frogs and wells lie behind this story, the frogshape 

was and is preserved in the fairy-story precisely because it was so queer and the 

marriage absurd, indeed abominable. Though, of course, in the versions which concern us, 

Gaelic, German, English, there is in fact no wedding between a princess and a frog: the frog 

was an enchanted prince. And the point of the story lies not in thinking frogs possible mates, 

but in the necessity of keeping promises (even those with intolerable consequences) that, 

together with observing prohibitions, runs through all Fairyland. This is one of the notes of 

the horns of Elfland, and not a dim note. 

 

And lastly there is the oldest and deepest desire, the Great Escape: the Escape from Death. 

Fairy-stories provide many examples and modes of this—which might be called the genuine 

escapist, or (I would say) fugitive spirit. But so do other stories (notably those of scientific 

inspiration), and so do other studies. Fairy-stories are made by men not by fairies. The 

Human-stories of the elves are doubtless full of the Escape from Deathlessness. But our 

stories cannot be expected always to rise above our common level. They often do. Few 

lessons are taught more clearly in them than the burden of that kind of immortality, or 

rather endless serial living, to which the “fugitive” would fly. For the fairy-story is specially 

apt to teach such things, of old and still today. Death is the theme that most inspired George 

MacDonald. 

 

But the “consolation” of fairy-tales has another aspect than the imaginative satisfaction of 

ancient desires. Far more important is the Consolation of the Happy Ending. Almost I would 

venture to assert that all complete fairy-stories must have it. At least I would say that 

Tragedy is the true form of Drama, its highest function; but the opposite is true of Fairystory. 

Since we do not appear to possess a word that expresses this opposite—I will call it 

Eucatastrophe. The eucatastrophic tale is the true form of fairy-tale, and its highest function. 

The consolation of fairy-stories, the joy of the happy ending: or more correctly of the good 

catastrophe, the sudden joyous “turn” (for there is no true end to any fairy-tale): this joy, 

which is one of the things which fairy-stories can produce supremely well, is not essentially 

“escapist,” nor “fugitive.” In its fairy-tale—or otherworld—setting, it is a sudden and 

miraculous grace: never to be counted on to recur. It does not deny the existence of 

dyscatastrophe, of sorrow and failure: the possibility of these is necessary to the joy of 

deliverance; it denies (in the face of much evidence, if you will) universal final defeat and in 

so far is evangelium, giving a fleeting glimpse of Joy, Joy beyond the walls of the world, 

poignant as grief. 

 

It is the mark of a good fairy-story, of the higher or more complete kind, that however wild 

its events, however fantastic or terrible the adventures, it can give to child or man that hears 

it, when the “turn” comes, a catch of the breath, a beat and lifting of the heart, near to (or 

indeed accompanied by) tears, as keen as that given by any form of literary art, and having a 

peculiar quality. 

 

Even modern fairy-stories can produce this effect sometimes. It is not an easy thing to do; it 
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depends on the whole story which is the setting of the turn, and yet it reflects a glory 

backwards. A tale that in any measure succeeds in this point has not wholly failed, whatever 

flaws it may possess, and whatever mixture or confusion of purpose. It happens even in 

Andrew Lang's own fairy-story, Prince Prigio, unsatisfactory in many ways as that is. When 

“each knight came alive and lifted his sword and shouted ‘long live Prince Prigio,’ ” the joy 

has a little of that strange mythical fairy-story quality, greater than the event described. It 

would have none in Lang's tale, if the event described were not a piece of more serious fairystory 

“fantasy” than the main bulk of the story, which is in general more frivolous, having 

the half-mocking smile of the courtly, sophisticated Conte. Far more powerful and poignant 

is the effect in a serious tale of Faërie. In such stories when the sudden “turn” comes we get a 

piercing glimpse of joy, and heart's desire, that for a moment passes outside the frame, rends 

indeed the very web of story, and lets a gleam come through. 

 

“Seven long years I served for thee, 

The glassy hill I clamb for thee, 

The bluidy shirt I wrang for thee, 

And wilt thou not wauken and turn to me?” 

 

He heard and turned to her. 

 

Epilogue 

 

This ”joy” which I have selected as the mark of the true fairy-story (or romance), or as the seal 

upon it, merits more consideration. 

Probably every writer making a secondary world, a fantasy, every sub-creator, wishes in some 

measure to be a real maker, or hopes that he is drawing on reality: hopes that the peculiar 

quality of this secondary world (if not all the details) are derived from Reality, or are 

flowing into it. If he indeed achieves a quality that can fairly be described by the dictionary 

definition: “inner consistency of reality,” it is difficult to conceive how this can be, if the 

work does not in some way partake of reality. The peculiar quality of the ”joy” in successful 

Fantasy can thus be explained as a sudden glimpse of the underlying reality or truth. It is not 

only a “consolation” for the sorrow of this world, but a satisfaction, and an answer to that 

question, “Is it true?” The answer to this question that I gave at first was (quite rightly): “If 

you have built your little world well, yes: it is true in that world.” That is enough for the 

artist (or the artist part of the artist). But in the “eucatastrophe” we see in a brief vision that 

the answer may be greater—it may be a far-off gleam or echo of evangelium in the real 

world. The use of this word gives a hint of my epilogue. It is a serious and dangerous matter. 

It is presumptuous of me to touch upon such a theme; but if by grace what I say has in any 

respect any validity, it is, of course, only one facet of a truth incalculably rich: finite only 

because the capacity of Man for whom this was done is finite. 

 

I would venture to say that approaching the Christian Story from this direction, it has long 

been my feeling (a joyous feeling) that God redeemed the corrupt making-creatures, men, in 

a way fitting to this aspect, as to others, of their strange nature. The Gospels contain a fairystory, 

or a story of a larger kind which embraces all the essence of fairy-stories. They contain 
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many marvels—peculiarly artistic, beautiful, and moving: “mythical” in their perfect, 

selfcontained significance; and among the marvels is the greatest and most complete conceivable 

eucatastrophe. But this story has entered History and the primary world; the desire and 

aspiration of sub-creation has been raised to the fulfillment of Creation. The Birth of Christ 

is the eucatastrophe of Man's history. The Resurrection is the eucatastrophe of the story of 

the Incarnation. This story begins and ends in joy. It has pre-eminently the “inner consistency 

of reality.” There is no tale ever told that men would rather find was true, and none which 

so many sceptical men have accepted as true on its own merits. For the Art of it has the 

supremely convincing tone of Primary Art, that is, of Creation. To reject it leads either to 

sadness or to wrath. 

 

It is not difficult to imagine the peculiar excitement and joy that one would feel, if any 

specially beautiful fairy-story were found to be “primarily” true, its narrative to be history, 

without thereby necessarily losing the mythical or allegorical significance that it had 

possessed. It is not difficult, for one is not called upon to try and conceive anything of a 

quality unknown. The joy would have exactly the same quality, if not the same degree, as 

the joy which the “turn” in a fairy-story gives: such joy has the very taste of primary truth. 

(Otherwise its name would not be joy.) It looks forward (or backward: the direction in this 

regard is unimportant) to the Great Eucatastrophe. The Christian joy, the Gloria, is of the 

same kind; but it is preeminently (infinitely, if our capacity were not finite) high and joyous. 

But this story is supreme; and it is true. Art has been verified. God is the Lord, of angels, and 

of men—and of elves. Legend and History have met and fused. 

 

But in God's kingdom the presence of the greatest does not depress the small. Redeemed Man 

is still man. Story, fantasy, still go on, and should go on. The Evangelium has not abrogated 

legends; it has hallowed them, especially the “happy ending.” The Christian has still to work, 

with mind as well as body, to suffer, hope, and die; but he may now perceive that all his 

bents and faculties have a purpose, which can be redeemed. So great is the bounty with 

which he has been treated that he may now, perhaps, fairly dare to guess that in Fantasy he 

may actually assist in the effoliation and multiple enrichment of creation. All tales may come 

true; and yet, at the last, redeemed, they may be as like and as unlike the forms that we give 

them as Man, finally redeemed, will be like and unlike the fallen that we know. 

world of time. 



111 

 

 

The Happy Prince, 

by Oscar Wilde 

 

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince.  He was gilded all 

over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby 

glowed on his sword-hilt. 

He was very much admired indeed.  “He is as beautiful as a weathercock,” remarked one of the 

Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; “only not quite so 

useful,” he added, fearing lest people should think him unpractical, which he really was not. 

“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sensible mother of her little boy who was 

crying for the moon.  “The Happy Prince never dreams of crying for anything.” 

“I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy,” muttered a disappointed man as 

he gazed at the wonderful statue. 

“He looks just like an angel,” said the Charity Children as they came out of the cathedral in their 

bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white pinafores. 

“How do you know?” said the Mathematical Master, “you have never seen one.” 

“Ah! but we have, in our dreams,” answered the children; and the Mathematical Master frowned 

and looked very severe, for he did not approve of children dreaming. 

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow.  His friends had gone away to Egypt six 

weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in love with the most beautiful Reed.  He had 

met her early in the spring as he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had been 

so attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her. 

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/902/902-h/images/p3b.jpg
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“Shall I love you?” said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at once, and the Reed made 

him a low bow.  So he flew round and round her, touching the water with his wings, and making 

silver ripples.  This was his courtship, and it lasted all through the summer. 

“It is a ridiculous attachment,” twittered the other Swallows; “she has no money, and far too 

many relations”; and indeed the river was quite full of Reeds.  Then, when the autumn came they 

all flew away. 

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love.  “She has no conversation,” 

he said, “and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind.”  And 

certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtseys.  “I admit that she 

is domestic,” he continued, “but I love travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love 

travelling also.” 

“Will you come away with me?” he said finally to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so 

attached to her home. 

“You have been trifling with me,” he cried.  “I am off to the Pyramids.  Good-bye!” and he flew 

away. 

All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city.  “Where shall I put up?” he said; “I 

hope the town has made preparations.” 

Then he saw the statue on the tall column. 

“I will put up there,” he cried; “it is a fine position, with plenty of fresh air.”  So he alighted just 

between the feet of the Happy Prince. 

“I have a golden bedroom,” he said softly to himself as he looked round, and he prepared to go to 

sleep; but just as he was putting his head under his wing a large drop of water fell on 

him.  “What a curious thing!” he cried; “there is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite 

clear and bright, and yet it is raining.  The climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful.  The 

Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely her selfishness.” 

Then another drop fell. 

“What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?” he said; “I must look for a good 

chimney-pot,” and he determined to fly away. 

But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up, and saw—Ah! what did 

he see? 

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were running down his golden 

cheeks.  His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity. 

“Who are you?” he said. 
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“I am the Happy Prince.” 

“Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swallow; “you have quite drenched me.” 

“When I was alive and had a human heart,” answered the statue, “I did not know what tears 

were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter.  In the 

daytime I played with my companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the 

Great Hall.  Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it, 

everything about me was so beautiful.  My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy 

indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness.  So I lived, and so I died.  And now that I am dead they 

have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and 

though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot chose but weep.” 

“What! is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow to himself.  He was too polite to make any 

personal remarks out loud. 

“Far away,” continued the statue in a low musical voice, “far away in a little street there is a poor 

house.  One of the windows is open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table.  Her face 

is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a 

seamstress.  She is embroidering passion-flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s 

maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball.  In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy 

is lying ill.  He has a fever, and is asking for oranges.  His mother has nothing to give him but 

river water, so he is crying.  Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby 

out of my sword-hilt?  My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move.” 

“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow.  “My friends are flying up and down the Nile, and 

talking to the large lotus-flowers.  Soon they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King.  The 

King is there himself in his painted coffin.  He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with 

spices.  Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like withered leaves.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me for one night, 

and be my messenger?  The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad.” 

“I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swallow.  “Last summer, when I was staying on the 

river, there were two rude boys, the miller’s sons, who were always throwing stones at me.  They 

never hit me, of course; we swallows fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a family 

famous for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect.” 

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry.  “It is very cold here,” he 

said; “but I will stay with you for one night, and be your messenger.” 

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince. 

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince’s sword, and flew away with it in his 

beak over the roofs of the town. 
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He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were sculptured.  He passed by 

the palace and heard the sound of dancing.  A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her 

lover.  “How wonderful the stars are,” he said to her, “and how wonderful is the power of love!” 

“I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball,” she answered; “I have ordered passion-

flowers to be embroidered on it; but the seamstresses are so lazy.” 

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of the ships.  He passed over 

the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing out money in copper 

scales.  At last he came to the poor house and looked in.  The boy was tossing feverishly on his 

bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired.  In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on 

the table beside the woman’s thimble.  Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy’s 

forehead with his wings.  “How cool I feel,” said the boy, “I must be getting better”; and he sank 

into a delicious slumber. 

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he had done.  “It is 

curious,” he remarked, “but I feel quite warm now, although it is so cold.” 

“That is because you have done a good action,” said the Prince.  And the little Swallow began to 

think, and then he fell asleep.  Thinking always made him sleepy. 

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath.  “What a remarkable phenomenon,” 

said the Professor of Ornithology as he was passing over the bridge.  “A swallow in 

winter!”  And he wrote a long letter about it to the local newspaper.  Every one quoted it, it was 

full of so many words that they could not understand. 

“To-night I go to Egypt,” said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at the prospect.  He visited 

all the public monuments, and sat a long time on top of the church steeple.  Wherever he went 

the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other, “What a distinguished stranger!” so he enjoyed 

himself very much. 

When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.  “Have you any commissions for 

Egypt?” he cried; “I am just starting.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me one night 

longer?” 

“I am waited for in Egypt,” answered the Swallow.  “To-morrow my friends will fly up to the 

Second Cataract.  The river-horse couches there among the bulrushes, and on a great granite 

throne sits the God Memnon.  All night long he watches the stars, and when the morning star 

shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent.  At noon the yellow lions come down to the 

water’s edge to drink.  They have eyes like green beryls, and their roar is louder than the roar of 

the cataract.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “far away across the city I see a young man 

in a garret.  He is leaning over a desk covered with papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is a 
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bunch of withered violets.  His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and 

he has large and dreamy eyes.  He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the Theatre, but he 

is too cold to write any more.  There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint.” 

“I will wait with you one night longer,” said the Swallow, who really had a good heart.  “Shall I 

take him another ruby?” 

“Alas!  I have no ruby now,” said the Prince; “my eyes are all that I have left.  They are made of 

rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a thousand years ago.  Pluck out one of them and 

take it to him.  He will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play.” 

“Dear Prince,” said the Swallow, “I cannot do that”; and he began to weep. 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as I command you.” 

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away to the student’s garret.  It was easy 

enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof.  Through this he darted, and came into the 

room.  The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the 

bird’s wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the withered 

violets. 

“I am beginning to be appreciated,” he cried; “this is from some great admirer.  Now I can finish 

my play,” and he looked quite happy. 

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour.  He sat on the mast of a large vessel and 

watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold with ropes.  “Heave a-hoy!” they shouted 

as each chest came up.  “I am going to Egypt”! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when 

the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. 

“I am come to bid you good-bye,” he cried. 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me one night 

longer?” 

“It is winter,” answered the Swallow, “and the chill snow will soon be here.  In Egypt the sun is 

warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them.  My 

companions are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are 

watching them, and cooing to each other.  Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget 

you, and next spring I will bring you back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given 

away.  The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great 

sea.” 

“In the square below,” said the Happy Prince, “there stands a little match-girl.  She has let her 

matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled.  Her father will beat her if she does not bring 

home some money, and she is crying.  She has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is 

bare.  Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her.” 
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“I will stay with you one night longer,” said the Swallow, “but I cannot pluck out your eye.  You 

would be quite blind then.” 

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as I command you.” 

So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye, and darted down with it.  He swooped past the match-

girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her hand.  “What a lovely bit of glass,” cried the little 

girl; and she ran home, laughing. 

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince.  “You are blind now,” he said, “so I will stay with 

you always.” 

“No, little Swallow,” said the poor Prince, “you must go away to Egypt.” 

“I will stay with you always,” said the Swallow, and he slept at the Prince’s feet. 

All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told him stories of what he had seen in 

strange lands.  He told him of the red ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and 

catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the 

desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their camels, and 

carry amber beads in their hands; of the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as 

ebony, and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has 

twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies who sail over a big lake on large 

flat leaves, and are always at war with the butterflies. 

“Dear little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me of marvellous things, but more marvellous 

than anything is the suffering of men and of women.  There is no Mystery so great as 

Misery.  Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see there.” 

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry in their beautiful houses, 

while the beggars were sitting at the gates.  He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of 

starving children looking out listlessly at the black streets.  Under the archway of a bridge two 

little boys were lying in one another’s arms to try and keep themselves warm.  “How hungry we 

are!” they said.  “You must not lie here,” shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out into the 

rain. 

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen. 

“I am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to 

my poor; the living always think that gold can make them happy.” 

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite dull 

and grey.  Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children’s faces grew 

rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street.  “We have bread now!” they cried. 
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Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost.  The streets looked as if they were made 

of silver, they were so bright and glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the 

eaves of the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and 

skated on the ice. 

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave the Prince, he loved him 

too well.  He picked up crumbs outside the baker’s door when the baker was not looking and 

tried to keep himself warm by flapping his wings. 

But at last he knew that he was going to die.  He had just strength to fly up to the Prince’s 

shoulder once more.  “Good-bye, dear Prince!” he murmured, “will you let me kiss your hand?” 

“I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you have stayed 

too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you.” 

“It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the Swallow.  “I am going to the House of Death.  Death 

is the brother of Sleep, is he not?” 

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet. 

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had broken.  The fact 

is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two.  It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost. 

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in company with the Town 

Councillors.  As they passed the column he looked up at the statue: “Dear me! how shabby the 

Happy Prince looks!” he said. 

“How shabby indeed!” cried the Town Councillors, who always agreed with the Mayor; and they 

went up to look at it. 

“The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden no longer,” said the 

Mayor in fact, “he is litttle better than a beggar!” 

“Little better than a beggar,” said the Town Councillors. 

“And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!” continued the Mayor.  “We must really issue a 

proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die here.”  And the Town Clerk made a note of 

the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince.  “As he is no longer beautiful he is no 

longer useful,” said the Art Professor at the University. 

Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a meeting of the Corporation to 

decide what was to be done with the metal.  “We must have another statue, of course,” he said, 

“and it shall be a statue of myself.” 
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“Of myself,” said each of the Town Councillors, and they quarrelled.  When I last heard of them 

they were quarrelling still. 

“What a strange thing!” said the overseer of the workmen at the foundry.  “This broken lead 

heart will not melt in the furnace.  We must throw it away.”  So they threw it on a dust-heap 

where the dead Swallow was also lying. 

“Bring me the two most precious things in the city,” said God to one of His Angels; and the 

Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird. 

“You have rightly chosen,” said God, “for in my garden of Paradise this little bird shall sing for 

evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince shall praise me.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HAENSEL AND GRETHEL 

Hard by a great forest, dwelt a poor woodcutter with his wife and his two children. The boy was 

called Haensel and the girl, Grethel. He had little to bite and to break; and once when great 

scarcity fell on the land, he could no longer procure daily bread. 
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Now, when he thought over this by night in his bed, and tossed about in his anxiety, he groaned 

and said to his wife, “What is to become of us? How are we to feed our poor children, when we 

no longer have anything even for ourselves?” 

“I’ll tell you what, Husband,” answered the woman, “early to-morrow morning we will take the 

children out into the forest to where it is the thickest; there we will light a fire for them, and give 

each of them one piece of bread more. Then we will go to our work and leave them alone. They 

will not find the way home again, and we shall be rid of them.” 

“No, Wife,” said the man, “I will not do that. How can I bear to leave my children alone in the 

forest?—the wild animals would soon come and tear them to pieces.” 

60 “Oh, you fool!” said she. “Then we must all four die of hunger. You may as well plane the 

planks for our coffins.” 

And she left him no peace until he consented. “But I feel very sorry for the poor children, all the 

same,” said the man. 

The two children had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had heard what the woman had 

said to their father. 

Grethel wept bitter tears, and said to Haensel, “Now all is over with us.” 

“Be quiet, Grethel,” said Haensel, “do not distress yourself, I will soon find a way to help us.” 

And when the old folk had fallen asleep, he got up, put on his little coat, opened the door below, 

and crept outside. The moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles, which lay in front of the 

house, glittered like real silver pennies. Haensel stooped and put as many of them in the little 

pocket of his coat as he could possibly get in. 

Then he went back and said to Grethel, “Be comforted, dear little Sister, and sleep in peace. God 

will not forsake us,” and he lay down again in his bed. 

When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the woman came and awoke the two children, 

saying, “Get up, you sluggards! we are going into the forest to fetch wood.” She gave each a 

little piece of bread, and said, “There is something for your dinner, but do not eat it up before 

then, for you will get nothing else.” 

Grethel took the bread under her apron, as Haensel had the stones in his pocket. Then they all set 

out together on the way to the forest. When they had walked a short time, Haensel stood still and 

peeped back, and did so again and again while61 he was throwing the white pebble-stones one 

by one out of his pocket onto the road. 

When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said, “Now, Children, pile up some 

wood, and I will light a fire that you may not be cold.” 
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Haensel and Grethel gathered brushwood together, as high as a little hill. The brushwood was 

lighted, and when the flames were burning very high, the woman said, “Now, Children, lay 

yourselves down by the fire and rest. We will go into the forest and cut some wood. When we 

have done, we will come back and fetch you away.” 

Haensel and Grethel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little piece of bread; and, as 

they heard the strokes of the wood-axe, they believed that their father was near. It was, however, 

not the axe, it was a branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was 

blowing backward and forward. And as they had been sitting such a long time, their eyes shut 

with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. 

When at last they awoke, it was already dark night. Grethel began to cry and said, “How are we 

to get out of the forest now?” 

But Haensel comforted her, and said, “Just wait a little, until the moon has risen, and then we 

shall soon find the way.” 

And when the full moon had risen, Haensel took his little sister by the hand, and followed the 

pebbles which shone like newly-coined silver pieces, and showed them the way. 

They walked the whole night long, and, by break of day, came once more to their father’s house. 

They knocked at the door; and when the woman opened it and saw that it was62 Haensel and 

Grethel, she said, “You naughty children, why have you slept so long in the forest?—we thought 

you were never coming back at all!” 

The father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them behind alone. 

Not long afterward, there was another famine in all parts, and the children heard their mother 

saying at night to their father, “Everything is eaten again, we have one-half loaf left, and after 

that there is an end. The children must go, we will take them farther into the wood, so that they 

will not find their way out again. There is no other means of saving ourselves!” 

The man’s heart was heavy, and he thought “it would be better for you to share the last mouthful 

with your children!” The woman, however, would listen to nothing that he had to say, but 

scolded and reproached him. He who says A must say B, likewise, and as he had yielded the first 

time, he had to do so a second time also. 

The children were, however, still awake and had heard the conversation. When the old folk were 

asleep, Haensel again got up to go out and pick up pebbles. But the woman had locked the door, 

and Haensel could not get out. Nevertheless he comforted his little sister, and said, “Do not cry, 

Grethel, go to sleep quietly, the good God will help us.” 

Early in the morning, came the woman, and took the children out of their beds. Their bit of bread 

was given to them, but it was still smaller than the time before. On the way into the forest, 

Haensel crumbled his in his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on the ground, and 

little by little, threw all the crumbs on the path. 
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63 The woman led the children still deeper into the forest, where they had never in their lives 

been before. Then a great fire was again made, and the mother said, “Just sit there, you Children, 

and when you are tired you may sleep a little. We are going into the forest to cut wood. In the 

evening, when we are done, we will come and fetch you away.” 

When it was noon, Grethel shared her piece of bread with Haensel, who had scattered his by the 

way. Then they fell asleep, and evening passed, but no one came to the poor children. 

They did not awake until it was dark night, and Haensel comforted his little sister and said, “Just 

wait, Grethel, until the moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have 

strewn. They will show us our way home again.” 

When the moon came, they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the many thousands of birds, 

which fly about in the woods and fields, had picked them all up. Haensel said to Grethel, “We 

shall soon find the way,” but they did not find it. 

They walked the whole night and all the next day, from morning till evening, but they did not get 

out of the forest, and were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or three berries, 

which grew on the ground. And as they were so weary that their legs would carry them no 

longer, they lay down beneath a tree and fell asleep. 

It was now three mornings since they had left their father’s house. They began to walk again, but 

they always got deeper into the forest. If help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and 

weariness! 

64 When it was midday, they saw a beautiful Snow-White Bird sitting on a bough, which sang so 

delightfully that they stood still and listened to it. And when it had finished its song, it spread its 

wings and flew away before them. They followed it until they reached a little house, on the roof 

of which it alighted. 

When they came quite up to the little House they saw that it was built of bread and covered with 

cakes, but that the windows were of clear sugar. 

“We will set to work on that,” said Haensel, “and have a good meal. I will eat a bit of the roof, 

and you, Grethel, can eat some of the window; it will taste sweet.” 

Haensel reached up and broke off a little of the roof to try how it tasted. Grethel leant against the 

window and nibbled at the panes. Then a soft voice cried from the room: 

“Nibble, nibble, gnaw! Who nibbles at my door?”  

but the children went on eating without disturbing themselves. Haensel, who thought the roof 

tasted very nice, tore down a great piece of it. Grethel pushed out the whole of one round 

window-pane, sat down, and enjoyed herself with it. 
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Suddenly the door opened, and a very, very old woman, leaning on crutches, came creeping out. 

Haensel and Grethel were so terribly frightened that they let fall what they had in their hands. 

The Old Woman, however, nodded her head, and said, “Oh, you dear Children, who has brought 

you here? Do come in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen to you.” 

65 She took them both by the hand, and led them into her little house. Then she set good food 

before them, milk and pancakes, with sugar, apples, and nuts. Afterward she covered two pretty 

little beds with clean white linen, and Haensel and Grethel lay down in them, and thought they 

were in Heaven. 

The Old Woman had only pretended to be so kind. She was really a wicked Witch, who lay in 

wait for children, and who had built the little bread house in order to entice them there. When a 

child fell into her power, she killed it, cooked, and ate it; and that was a feast-day with her. 

Witches have red eyes, and cannot see far, but they have a keen scent like the beasts’, and are 

aware when human beings draw near. When Haensel and Grethel came into her neighborhood, 

she laughed maliciously, and said mockingly, “I have them, they shall not escape me again!” 

Early in the morning before the children were awake, she was up. And when she saw both of 

them sleeping and looking so pretty, with their plump red cheeks, she muttered to herself, “That 

will be a dainty mouthful!” 

Then she seized Haensel with her shrivelled hand, carried him into a little stable, and shut him in 

with a grated door. He might scream as he liked, that was of no use! 

Then she went to Grethel, shook her till she awoke, and cried, “Get up, lazy thing, fetch some 

water, and cook something good for your brother. He is in the stable outside, and is to be made 

fat. When he is fat, I will eat him.” 

Grethel began to weep bitterly. But it was all in vain, she was forced to do what the wicked 

Witch ordered her. 

And now the best food was cooked for poor Haensel, while66 Grethel got nothing but crab-

shells. Every morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried, “Haensel, stretch out your 

finger that I may feel if you will soon be fat.” 

When four weeks had gone by she was seized with impatience and would not wait any longer. 

“Ho, there! Grethel,” she cried to the girl, “be active, and bring some water. Let Haensel be fat or 

lean, to-morrow I will kill him, and cook him.” 

Ah! how the poor little sister did lament when she had to fetch the water, and how her tears did 

flow down over her cheeks! “Dear God, do help us,” she cried. “If the wild beasts in the forest 

had but devoured us, we should at any rate have died together!” 

“Just keep your noise to yourself,” said the Old Woman, “all that won’t help you at all.” 
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Early in the morning, Grethel had to go out and hang up the cauldron, full of water, and light the 

fire. 

“We will bake first,” said the Old Woman, “I have already heated the oven, and kneaded the 

dough.” She pushed poor Grethel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were darting. 

“Creep in,” said the Witch, “and see if it is properly heated, so that we can shut the bread in.” 

And when once Grethel was inside, she intended to shut the oven and let her bake in it, and then 

eat her, too. 

But Grethel saw what she had in her mind, and would not creep in. “Silly Goose,” said the Old 

Woman; “the door is big enough. Just look, I can get in myself!” and she crept up and thrust her 

head in. Then she fell over into the oven and was miserably burnt to death. 

67 Grethel, however, ran as quick as lightning to Haensel, opened his little stable, and cried, 

“Haensel, we are saved! The old Witch is dead!” 

Then Haensel sprang out like a bird from its cage, when the door is opened for it. How they did 

rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and kiss each other! And as they had no longer 

any need to fear her, they went into the Witch’s house, and in every corner there stood chests full 

of pearls and jewels. 

“These are far better than pebbles!” said Haensel, and thrust into his pockets whatever could be 

got in. 

And Grethel said, “I, too, will take something home with me,” and filled her pinafore full. 

“But now we will go away,” said Haensel, “that we may get out of the Witch’s forest.” 

When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great piece of water. “We cannot get over,” 

said Haensel, “I see no foot-plank, and no bridge.” 

“And no boat crosses either,” answered Grethel, “but a white duck is swimming there. If I ask 

her, she will help us over.” Then she cried: 

“Little Duck, little Duck, dost thou see, Haensel and Grethel are waiting for thee? There’s never 

a plank, nor a bridge in sight, Take us across on thy back so white.”  

The duck came to them, and Haensel seated himself on her back, and told his sister to sit by him. 

“No,” replied Grethel, “that will be too heavy for the little duck. She shall take us across, one 

after the other.” 

68 The good little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked for a short 

time, the forest seemed to be more and more familiar to them. At length, they saw from afar their 

father’s house. Then they began to run, rushed into the parlor, and threw themselves into their 
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father’s arms. The man had not known one happy hour since he had left the children in the forest. 

The woman, however, was dead. 

Grethel emptied her pinafore until pearls and precious stones ran about the room, and Haensel 

threw one handful after another out of his pocket to add to them. Then all trouble was at an end, 

and they lived together in perfect happiness. 

My tale is done, there runs a mouse, whosoever catches it, may make himself a big, big fur cap 

out of it! 

69 

 

 

THE SEVEN RAVENS 

There was once a man who had seven sons, but never a daughter no matter how much he wished 

for one. 

At length, his wife had a child, and it was a daughter. The joy was great. But the child was sickly 

and small, and so weak that it had to be baptized at once. 

The father sent one of the boys in a hurry to the spring, to fetch water for the baptism. The other 

six boys ran along with him. And as each strove to be the first to fill the jug, it fell into the 

spring. There they stood, and did not know what to do. None of them dared to go home. 

When they did not come back, the father grew impatient, and said, “They have forgotten all 

about it in a game of play, the wicked boys!” 

Soon he grew afraid lest the child should die without being baptized, and he cried out in anger, “I 

wish the boys were all turned into Ravens!” 

Hardly was the word spoken, before he heard a whirring of wings in the air above his head. He 

looked up, and saw seven coal-black Ravens flying high and away. 
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70 The parents could not recall the curse. And though they grieved over the loss of their seven 

sons, yet they comforted themselves somewhat with their dear little daughter, who soon grew 

strong and every day more beautiful. 

For a long time, she did not know that she had had brothers. Her parents were careful not to 

mention them before her. But one day, she chanced to overhear some people talking about her, 

and saying, “that the maiden is certainly beautiful, but really to blame for the misfortune of her 

seven brothers.” 

Then she was much troubled, and went to her father and mother, and asked if it was true that she 

had had brothers, and what was become of them. 

The parents did not dare to keep the secret longer, and said that her birth was only the innocent 

cause of what had happened to her brothers. But the maiden laid it daily to heart, and thought 

that she must deliver her brothers. 

She had no peace and rest until she set out secretly, and went forth into the wide world to seek 

them out, and set them free, let it cost what it might. She took nothing with her but a little ring 

belonging to her parents as a keepsake, a loaf of bread against hunger, a little pitcher of water 

against thirst, and a little chair as a provision against weariness. 

And now, she went continually onward, far, far, to the very end of the world. Then she came to 

the Sun, but it was too hot and terrible, and devoured little children. Hastily she ran away, and 

ran to the Moon, but it was far too cold, and also awful and malicious. And when it saw the 

child, it said: 

“I smell, I smell The flesh of men!”  
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EACH STAR SAT ON ITS OWN LITTLE CHAIR 

71 On this she ran swiftly away, and came to the Stars, which were kind and good to her, and 

each of them sat on its own little chair. But the Morning Star arose, and gave her the drumstick 

of a chicken, and said, “If you have not that drumstick you cannot open the Glass Mountain, and 

in the Glass Mountain are your brothers.” 

The maiden took the drumstick, wrapped it carefully in a cloth, and went onward again until she 

came to the Glass Mountain. The door was shut, and she thought she would take out the 

drumstick. But when she undid the cloth, it was empty, and she had lost the good Star’s present. 

What was she now to do? She wished to rescue her brothers, and had no key to the Glass 

Mountain. The good little sister took a knife, cut off one of her little fingers, put it in the door, 

and succeeded in opening it. 
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When she had got inside, a little Dwarf came to meet her, who said, “My Child, what are you 

looking for?” 

“I am looking for my brothers, the Seven Ravens,” she replied. 

The Dwarf said, “The Lord Ravens are not at home, but if you wish to wait here until they come, 

step in.” 

Thereupon the little Dwarf carried the Ravens’ dinner in, on seven little plates, and in seven little 

glasses. The little sister ate a morsel from each plate, and from each little glass she took a sip. 

But in the last little glass she dropped the ring which she had brought away with her. 

Suddenly, she heard a whirring of wings and a rushing through the air, and then the little Dwarf 

said, “Now the Lord Ravens are flying home.” 

72 Then they came, and wanted to eat and drink, and looked for their little plates and glasses. 

Then said one after the other, “Who has eaten something from my plate? Who has drunk out of 

my little glass? It was a human mouth.” 

And when the seventh came to the bottom of the glass, the ring rolled against his mouth. Then he 

looked at it, and saw that it was a ring belonging to his father and mother, and said, “God grant 

that our little sister may be here, and then we shall be free.” 

When the maiden, who was standing behind the door watching, heard that wish, she came forth, 

and on this all the Ravens were restored to their human form again. And they embraced and 

kissed each other, and went joyfully home. 

73 

 

 

ASH-MAIDEN 

The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was drawing near, she called her 

only daughter to her bedside and said, “Dear Child, be good and pious, and then the dear God 
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will always protect you, and I will look down on you from Heaven and be near you.” Thereupon 

she closed her eyes and departed. 

Every day, the maiden went out to her mother’s grave and wept, and she remained pious and 

good. When winter came the snow spread a white sheet over the grave, and when the spring-sun 

had drawn it off again, the man had taken another wife. 

The woman had brought two daughters into the house with her, who were beautiful and fair of 

face, but vile and black of heart. Now began a bad time for the poor child. “Is the stupid goose to 

sit in the parlor with us?” said they. “He who wants to eat bread, must earn it. Out with the 

kitchen-wench!” 

They took her pretty clothes away from her, put an old gray bedgown on her and gave her 

wooden shoes. “Just look at the74 proud Princess, how decked out she is!” they cried, and 

laughed, and led her into the kitchen. 

There she had to do hard work from morning till night, get up before daybreak, carry water, light 

fires, cook and wash. Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable injury—they mocked her 

and emptied her peas and lentils into the ashes, so that she was forced to sit and pick them out 

again. 

In the evening, when she had worked till she was weary, she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep 

by the fireside in the ashes. And as on that account she always looked dusty and dirty, they called 

her Ash-Maiden. 

It happened once that the father was going to the Fair, and he asked the two daughters what he 

should bring back for them. 

“Beautiful dresses,” said one. “Pearls and jewels,” said the second. 

“And you, Ash-Maiden,” said he, “what will you have?” 

“Father, break off for me the first branch which knocks against your hat on your way home.” 

So he bought beautiful dresses, pearls and jewels for the two daughters, and on his way home, as 

he was riding through a green thicket, a hazel twig brushed against him and knocked off his hat. 

Then he broke off the branch and took it with him. 

When he reached home he gave the two daughters the things which they had wished for, and to 

Ash-Maiden he gave the branch from the hazel-bush. Ash-Maiden thanked him, went to her 

mother’s grave and planted the branch on it, and wept so much that the tears fell down on it and 

watered it. 

It grew, however, and became a handsome tree. Thrice a75 day Ash-Maiden went and sat 

beneath it, and wept and prayed, and a little White Bird always came on the tree. And if Ash-

Maiden expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she had wished for. 
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It happened that the King gave a feast, which was to last three days. To it all the beautiful young 

girls in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose himself a Bride. When the 

two sisters heard that they too were to appear among the number, they were delighted. 

They called Ash-Maiden and said, “Comb our hair, brush our shoes, and fasten our buckles, for 

we are going to the feast at the King’s palace.” 

Ash-Maiden obeyed, but wept, because she too would have liked to go with them to the dance, 

and she begged her mother to allow her to do so. 

“You go, Ash-Maiden!” said she; “you are dusty and dirty, and would go to the feast? You have 

no clothes and shoes, and yet would dance!” 

As, however, Ash-Maiden went on asking, the mother at last said, “I have emptied a dish of 

lentils into the ashes for you. If you have picked them out again in two hours, you shall go with 

us.” 

The maiden went through the back-door into the garden, and called, “You tame Pigeons, you 

Turtledoves, and all you birds beneath the sky, come and help me to pick 

“The good into the pot, The bad into the crop!”  

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and76 afterward the turtledoves. And at 

last all the birds beneath the sky came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. 

And the pigeons nodded with their heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the rest began also 

pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good grains into the dish. Hardly had one hour passed 

before they had finished, and all flew out again. 

Then the girl took the dish to the mother, and was glad, and believed that now she would be 

allowed to go with them to the feast. 

But the mother said, “No, Ash-Maiden, you have no clothes and you cannot dance. You would 

only be laughed at.” 

And as Ash-Maiden wept at this, the mother said, “If you can pick two dishes of lentils out of the 

ashes for me in one hour, you shall go with us.” And she thought to herself, “That she most 

certainly cannot do.” 

When the mother had emptied the two dishes of lentils amongst the ashes, the maiden went 

through the back-door into the garden and cried, “You tame Pigeons, you Turtledoves, and all 

you birds under heaven, come and help me to pick 

“The good into the pot, The bad into the crop!”  

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterward the turtledoves. And at 

last all the birds beneath the sky came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. 
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And the doves nodded with their heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the others began also 

pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good seeds into the dishes.77 And before half an hour 

was over they had already finished, and all flew out again. 

Then the maiden carried the dishes to the mother and was delighted, and believed that she might 

now go with them to the feast. 

But the mother said, “All this will not help you. You go not with us, for you have no clothes and 

cannot dance. We should be ashamed of you!” 

Then she turned her back on Ash-Maiden, and hurried away with her two proud daughters. 

As no one was now at home, Ash-Maiden went to her mother’s grave beneath the hazel-tree, and 

cried: 

“Shiver and quiver, Little Tree, Silver and gold throw over me!”  

Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and slippers embroidered with silk and 

silver. She put on the dress with all speed, and went to the feast. 

Her sisters and the mother, however, did not know her, and thought she must be a foreign 

Princess, for she looked so beautiful in the golden dress. They never once thought of Ash-

Maiden, and believed that she was sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes. 

The Prince went to meet her, took her by the hand, and he danced with her. He would dance with 

no other maiden, and never let go of her hand. And if any one else came to invite her, he said, 

“This is my partner.” 

She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home. But the King’s Son said, “I will 

go with you and bear78 you company,” for he wished to see to whom the beautiful maiden 

belonged. 

She escaped from him, however, and sprang into the pigeon-house. The King’s Son waited until 

her father came, and then he told him that the stranger maiden had leapt into the pigeon-house. 

The old man thought, “Can it be Ash-Maiden?” and they had to bring him an axe and a pickaxe 

that he might hew the pigeon-house to pieces, but no one was inside it. 

And when they got home, Ash-Maiden lay in her dirty clothes among the ashes, and a dim little 

oil-lamp was burning on the mantelpiece. For Ash-Maiden had jumped quickly down from the 

back of the pigeon-house, and had run to the little hazel-tree. There she had taken off her 

beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the bird had taken them away again. Then she 

had placed herself in the kitchen amongst the ashes, in her gray gown. 

Next day, when the feast began afresh, and her parents and the sisters had gone once more, Ash-

Maiden went to the hazel-tree, and said: 
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“Shiver and quiver, Little Tree, Silver and gold throw over me!”  

Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on the preceding day. And when 

Ash-Maiden appeared at the feast in this dress, every one was astonished at her beauty. 

The King’s Son had waited until she came, and instantly took her by the hand and danced with 

no one but her. When others came and invited her, he said, “She is my partner.” 

When evening arrived, she wished to leave, and the King’s79 Son followed her, and wanted to 

see into which house she went. But she sprang away from him, and into the garden behind the 

house. Therein stood a beautiful tall tree on which hung the most magnificent pears. She 

clambered, like a squirrel, so nimbly between the branches, that the King’s Son did not know 

where she was gone. 

He waited until her father came, and said to him, “The stranger-maiden has escaped from me, 

and I believe she has climbed up the pear-tree.” 

The father thought, “Can it be Ash-Maiden?” and had an axe brought and cut the tree down, but 

no one was on it. 

And when they got into the kitchen, Ash-Maiden lay there amongst the ashes, as usual, for she 

had jumped down on the other side of the tree, had taken the beautiful dress to the bird on the 

little hazel-tree, and had put on her gray gown. 

On the third day, when the parents and sisters had gone away, Ash-Maiden went once more to 

her mother’s grave, and said to the little tree: 

“Shiver and quiver, Little Tree, Silver and gold throw over me!”  

And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was more splendid and magnificent than any 

she had yet had, and the slippers were golden. 

And when she went to the feast in the dress, no one knew how to speak for astonishment. The 

King’s Son danced with her only, and if any one invited her to dance, he said, “She is my 

partner.” 

When evening came, Ash-Maiden wished to leave, and the80 King’s Son was anxious to go with 

her; but she escaped from him so quickly that he could not follow her. The King’s Son, however, 

had caused the whole staircase to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had the 

maiden’s left slipper remained sticking. The King’s Son picked it up, and it was small and 

dainty, and all golden. 

Next morning, he went with it to the father, and said to him, “No one shall be my wife, but she 

whose foot this golden slipper fits.” 
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Then were the two sisters glad, for they had pretty feet. The eldest went with the shoe into her 

room and wanted to try it on, and her mother stood by. But she could not get her big toe into it, 

for the shoe was too small for her. 

Then her mother gave her a knife, and said, “Cut the toe off. When you are Queen you will have 

no more need to go on foot.” 

The maiden cut the toe off, forced the foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the 

King’s Son. Then he took her on his horse as his Bride, and rode away with her. They were, 

however, obliged to pass the grave, and there, on the hazel-tree, sat the two pigeons and cried: 

“Turn and peep, turn and peep, There’s blood within the shoe! The shoe it is too small for her, 

The true Bride waits for you!”  

Then he looked at her foot, and saw how the blood was streaming from it. He turned his horse 

round and took the false Bride home again, and said she was not the true one, and that the other 

sister was to put the shoe on. 

81 Then this one went into her chamber and got her toes safely into the shoe, but her heel was 

too large. 

So her mother gave her a knife, and said, “Cut a bit off your heel. When you are Queen you will 

have no more need to go on foot.” 

The maiden cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out 

to the King’s Son. He took her on his horse as his Bride, and rode away with her. But when they 

passed by the hazel-tree, two little pigeons sat on it, and cried: 

“Turn and peep, turn and peep, There’s blood within the shoe! The shoe it is too small for her, 

The true Bride waits for you!”  

He looked down at her foot, and saw how the blood was running out of her shoe, and how it had 

stained her white stocking. Then he turned his horse and took the false Bride home again. “This 

also is not the right one,” said he. “Have you no other daughter?” 

“No,” said the man; “there is only a little stunted kitchen-girl which my late wife left behind her, 

but she cannot possibly be the Bride.” 

The King’s Son said he was to send her up to him; but the mother answered, “Oh, no, she is 

much too dirty, she cannot show herself!” 

He insisted on it, and Ash-Maiden had to be called. She first washed her hands and face clean, 

and then went and bowed down before the King’s Son, who gave her the golden shoe. 

Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot out of the82 heavy wooden shoe, and put it into 

the slipper, which fitted like a glove. 
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And when she rose up and the King’s Son looked at her face he recognized the beautiful maiden 

who had danced with him, and cried, “That is the true Bride!” 

The mother and the two sisters were terrified and became pale with rage. He, however, took Ash-

Maiden on his horse and rode away with her. As they passed by the hazel-tree, the two white 

doves cried: 

“Turn and peep, turn and peep, No blood is in the shoe! The shoe is not too small for her, The 

true Bride rides with you!”  

and when they had cried that, the two came flying down and placed themselves on Ash-Maiden’s 

shoulders, one on the right, the other on the left, and remained sitting there. 

When the wedding with the King’s Son had to be celebrated, the two false sisters came and 

wanted to get into favor with Ash-Maiden and share her good fortune. When the betrothed 

couple went to church, the elder was at the right side and the younger at the left, and the pigeons 

pecked out one eye of each of them. Afterward as they came back, the elder was at the left, and 

the younger at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out the other eye of each. And thus, for 

their wickedness and falsehood, they were punished with blindness as long as they lived. 

83 

 

 

THE ELVES AND THE SHOEMAKER 

A shoemaker, by no fault of his own, had become so poor that at last he had nothing left but 

leather for one pair of shoes. So in the evening, he cut out the shoes which he wished to make the 

next morning. And as he had a good conscience, he lay down quietly in his bed, commended 

himself to God, and fell asleep. 

In the morning, after he had said his prayers, and was just going to sit down to work, lo! both 

shoes stood all finished on his table. He was astounded, and did not know what to say. He took 

the shoes in his hands to examine them closer, and they were so neatly made that there was not 

one bad stitch in them, just as if they were meant for a masterpiece. 
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Soon after, a buyer came in, and as the shoes pleased him well, he paid more for them than was 

customary. And, with the money, the shoemaker was able to purchase leather for two pairs of 

shoes. 

He cut them out at night, and next morning was about to set to work with fresh courage; but he 

had no need to do so, for, when he got up, they were already made. And buyers also84 were not 

wanting, who gave him money enough to buy leather for four pairs of shoes. 

The following morning, too, he found the four pairs made. And so it went on constantly, what he 

cut out in the evening was finished by morning, so that he soon had his honest living again, and 

at last became a wealthy man. 

Now it befell that, one evening not long before Christmas, when the man had been cutting out, he 

said to his wife, before going to bed, “What think you, if we were to stay up to-night to see who 

it is that lends us this helping hand?” 

The woman liked the idea, and lighted a candle, and then they hid themselves in a corner of the 

room, behind some clothes which were hanging there, and watched. 

When it was midnight, two pretty tiny naked Little Men came, sat down by the shoemaker’s 

table, took all the work which was cut out before them and began to stitch, sew, and hammer so 

skilfully and so quickly with their little fingers, that the shoemaker could not turn away his eyes 

for astonishment. They did not stop until all was done, and stood finished on the table, and then 

they ran quickly away. 

Next morning, the woman said, “The Little Men have made us rich, and we really must show 

that we are grateful for it. They run about so much, and have nothing on, and must be cold. I’ll 

tell you what I’ll do. I will make them little shirts, coats, vests, and trousers, and knit both of 

them a pair of stockings. Do you make them two little pairs of shoes.” 

The man said, “I shall be very glad to do it.” 
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THE ELVES BEGAN TO STITCH, SEW, AND HAMMER 

And one night, when everything was ready, they laid their85 presents, instead of the cut-out 

work, all together on the table, and then concealed themselves to see how the Little Men would 

behave. 

At midnight they came bounding in, and wanted to get to work at once. But as they did not find 

any leather cut out, only the pretty little articles of clothing, they were at first astonished, and 

then they showed intense delight. They dressed themselves with the greatest rapidity, putting the 

pretty clothes on, and singing: 

“Now we are boys so fine to see, Why should we longer cobblers be?”  
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Then they danced and skipped and leapt over chairs and benches. At last, they danced out of 

doors. From that time forth they came no more, but as long as the shoemaker lived all went well 

with him, and all his undertakings prospered. 

86 

 

 

THE THREE BROTHERS 

There was once a man who had three sons, and nothing else in the world but the house in which 

he lived. Now each of the sons wished to have the house after his father’s death; but the father 

loved them all alike, and did not know what to do. He did not wish to sell the house, because it 

had belonged to his forefathers, else he might have divided the money amongst them. 

At last a plan came into his head, and he said to his sons, “Go into the world, and try each of you 

to learn a trade. When you all come back, he who makes the best masterpiece shall have the 

house.” 

The sons were well content with this, and the eldest determined to be a blacksmith, the second a 

barber, and the third a fencing-master. They fixed a time when they should all come home again, 

and then each went his way. 

It chanced that they all found skilful masters, who taught them their trades well. The blacksmith 

had to shoe the King’s horses, and he thought to himself, “The house is mine, without doubt.” 

The barber shaved only great people, and he too already87 looked upon the house as his own. 

The fencing-master got many a blow, but he only bit his lip, and let nothing vex him; “for,” said 

he to himself, “if you are afraid of a blow, you’ll never win the house.” 

When the appointed time had gone by, the three brothers came back home to their father. But 

they did not know how to find the best opportunity for showing their skill, so they sat down and 

consulted together. 

As they were sitting thus, all at once a hare came running across the field. “Ah, ha, just in time!” 

said the barber. So he took his basin and soap, and lathered away until the hare came up. Then he 
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soaped and shaved off the hare’s whiskers whilst he was running at the top of his speed, and did 

not even cut his skin or injure a hair on his body. 

“Well done!” said the old man, “your brothers will have to exert themselves wonderfully, or the 

house will be yours.” 

Soon after, up came a nobleman in his coach, dashing along at full speed. “Now you shall see 

what I can do, Father,” said the blacksmith. So away he ran after the coach, took all four shoes 

off the feet of one of the horses whilst he was galloping, and put on four new shoes without 

stopping him. 

“You are a fine fellow, and as clever as your brother,” said his father. “I do not know to which I 

ought to give the house.” 

Then the third son said, “Father, let me have my turn, if you please.” And, as it was beginning to 

rain, he drew his sword, and flourished it backward and forward above his head so fast that not a 

drop fell upon him. It rained still harder and harder, till at last it came down in torrents. But he 

only flourished88 his sword faster and faster, and remained as dry as if he were sitting in a 

house. 

When his father saw this he was amazed, and said, “This is the masterpiece, the house is yours!” 

His brothers were satisfied with this, as was agreed before-hand. And, as they loved one another 

very much, they all three stayed together in the house, followed their trades, and, as they had 

learnt them so well and were so clever, they earned a great deal of money. 

Thus they lived together Happily, until they grew old. And at last, when one of them fell sick and 

died, the two others grieved so sorely about it that they also fell ill, and soon after died. And 

because they had been so clever, and had loved one another so much, they were all laid in the 

same grave. 
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THE GOBLIN AND THE HUCKSTER 

 
HERE was once a regular student, who lived in a garret and had no possessions. And there was 

also a regular huckster, to whom the house belonged, and who occupied the ground floor. A 

goblin lived with the huckster because at Christmas he always had a large dishful of jam, with a 

great piece of butter in the middle. The huckster could afford this, and therefore the goblin 

remained with him—which was very shrewd of the goblin. 

One evening the student came into the shop through the back door to buy candles and cheese for 

himself; he had no one to send, and therefore he came himself. He obtained what he wished, and 

then the huckster and his wife nodded good evening to him. The huckster's wife was a[310] 

woman who could do more than merely nod, for she usually had plenty to say for herself. The 

student nodded also, as he turned to leave, then suddenly stopped and began reading the piece of 

paper in which the cheese was wrapped. It was a leaf torn out of an old book; a book that ought 

not to have been torn up, for it was full of poetry. 

"Yonder lies some more of the same sort," said the huckster. "I gave an old woman a few coffee 

berries for it; you shall have the rest for sixpence if you will." 

"Indeed I will," said the student. "Give me the book instead of the cheese; I can eat my bread and 

butter without cheese. It would be a sin to tear up a book like this. You are a clever man and a 

practical man, but you understand no more about poetry than that cask yonder." 

This was a very rude speech, especially against the cask, but the huckster and the student both 

laughed, for it was only said in fun. The goblin, however, felt very angry that any man should 

venture to say such things to a huckster who was a householder and sold the best butter. As 

soon[311] as it was night, the shop closed, and every one in bed except the student, the goblin 

stepped softly into the bedroom where the huckster's wife slept, and took away her tongue, which 

of course she did not then want. Whatever object in the room he placed this tongue upon, 

immediately received voice and speech and was able to express its thoughts and feelings as 
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readily as the lady herself could do. It could only be used by one object at a time, which was a 

good thing, as a number speaking at once would have caused great confusion. The goblin laid the 

tongue upon the cask, in which lay a quantity of old newspapers. 

"Is it really true," he asked, "that you do not know what poetry is?" 

"Of course I know," replied the cask. "Poetry is something that always stands in the corner of a 

newspaper and is sometimes cut out. And I may venture to affirm that I have more of it in me 

than the student has, even if I am only a poor tub of the huckster's." 

Then the goblin placed the tongue on the coffee mill, and how it did go, to be sure! Then[312] he 

put it on the butter-tub, and the cash-box, and they all expressed the same opinion as the waste-

paper tub. A majority must always be respected. 

"Now I shall go and tell the student," said the goblin. With these words he went quietly up the 

back stairs to the garret, where the student lived. The student's candle was burning still, and the 

goblin peeped through the keyhole and saw that he was reading in the torn book which he had 

bought out of the shop. But how light the room was! From the book shot forth a ray of light 

which grew broad and full like the stem of a tree, from which bright rays spread upward and over 

the student's head. Each leaf was fresh, and each flower was like a beautiful female head—some 

with dark and sparkling eyes and others with eyes that were wonderfully blue and clear. The fruit 

gleamed like stars, and the room was filled with sounds of beautiful music. The little goblin had 

never imagined, much less seen or heard of, any sight so glorious as this. He stood still on tiptoe, 

peeping in, till the light went out. The student no doubt had blown out his candle[313] and gone 

to bed, but the little goblin remained standing there, listening to the music which still sounded, 

soft and beautiful—a sweet cradle song for the student who had lain down to rest. 

"This is a wonderful place," said the goblin; "I never expected such a thing. I should like to stay 

here with the student." Then the little man thought it over, for he was a sensible sprite. At last he 

sighed, "But the student has no jam!" So he went downstairs again to the huckster's shop, and it 

was a good thing he got back when he did, for the cask had almost worn out the lady's tongue. 

He had given a description of all that he contained on one side, and was just about to turn himself 

over to the other side to describe what was there, when the goblin entered and restored the 

tongue to the lady. From that time forward, the whole shop, from the cash-box down to the pine-

wood logs, formed their opinions from that of the cask. They all had such confidence in him and 

treated him with so much respect that when, in the evening, the huckster read the criticisms on 

theatricals and art, they fancied it must all come from the cask.[314] 

After what he had seen, the goblin could no longer sit and listen quietly to the wisdom and 

understanding downstairs. As soon as the evening light glimmered in the garret, he took courage, 

for it seemed to him that the rays of light were strong cables, drawing him up and obliging him to 

go and peep through the keyhole. While there, a feeling of vastness came over him, such as we 

experience by the ever-moving sea when the storm breaks forth, and it brought tears into his 

eyes. He did not himself know why he wept, yet a kind of pleasant feeling mingled with his 

tears. "How wonderfully glorious it would be to sit with the student under such a tree!" But that 
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was out of the question; he must be content to look through the keyhole and be thankful for even 

that. 

There he stood on the cold landing, with the autumn wind blowing down upon him through the 

trapdoor. It was very cold, but the little creature did not really feel it till the light in the garret 

went out and the tones of music died away. Then how he shivered and crept downstairs again to 

his warm corner, where he felt at home and comfortable! And when Christmas came again[315] 

and brought the dish of jam and the great lump of butter, he liked the huckster best of all. 

Soon after, the goblin was waked in the middle of the night by a terrible noise and knocking 

against the window shutters and the house doors and by the sound of the watchman's horn. A 

great fire had broken out, and the whole street seemed full of flames. Was it in their house or a 

neighbor's? No one could tell, for terror had seized upon all. The huckster's wife was so 

bewildered that she took her gold earrings out of her ears and put them in her pocket, that she 

might save something at least. The huckster ran to get his business papers, and the servant 

resolved to save her black silk mantle, which she had managed to buy. All wished to keep the 

best things they had. The goblin had the same wish, for with one spring he was upstairs in the 

student's room. He found him standing by the open window and looking quite calmly at the fire, 

which was raging in the house of a neighbor opposite. 

The goblin caught up the wonderful book, which lay on the table, and popped it into his red[316] 

cap, which he held tightly with both hands. The greatest treasure in the house was saved, and he 

ran away with it to the roof and seated himself on the chimney. The flames of the burning house 

opposite illuminated him as he sat with both hands pressed tightly over his cap, in which the 

treasure lay. It was then that he understood what feelings were really strongest in his heart and 

knew exactly which way they tended. Yet, when the fire was extinguished and the goblin again 

began to reflect, he hesitated, and said at last, "I must divide myself between the two; I cannot 

quite give up the huckster, because of the jam." 

This is a representation of human nature. We are like the goblin; we all go to visit the huckster, 

"because of the jam." 

 

[317] 
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EVERYTHING IN ITS RIGHT PLACE 

 
ORE than a hundred years ago, behind the wood and by a deep lake, stood an old baronial 

mansion. Round it lay a deep moat, in which grew reeds and rushes, and close by the bridge, near 

the entrance gate, stood an old willow that bent itself over the moat. 

From a narrow lane one day sounded the clang of horns and the trampling of horses. The little 

girl who kept the geese hastened to drive them away from the bridge before the hunting party 

came galloping up to it. They came, however, with such haste that the girl was obliged to climb 

up and seat herself on the parapet of the bridge, lest they should ride over her. She was scarcely 

more than a child, with a pretty, delicate figure, a gentle expression of face, and two bright blue 

eyes—all of which the baron took no note of; but as he galloped past, he reversed the whip held 

in his hand, and in rough play gave the little goose-watcher such a push with the butt end that she 

fell backward into the ditch. 

"Everything in its right place," cried he. "Into the puddle with you!" and then he laughed aloud at 

what he called his own wit, and the rest joined with him. The whole party shouted and screamed, 

and the dogs barked loudly. 

Fortunately for herself, the poor girl in falling caught hold of one of the overhanging branches of 

the willow tree, by which she was able to keep herself from falling into the muddy pool. As soon 

as the baron, with his company and his dogs, had disappeared through the castle gate, she tried to 

raise herself by her own exertions; but the bough broke off at the top, and she would have fallen 

backwards among the reeds if a strong hand had not at that moment seized her from above. It 

was the hand of a peddler, who, at a short distance, had witnessed the whole affair and hastened 

up to give assistance. 

"Everything in its right place," he said, imitating the noble baron, as he drew the little maiden up 

on dry ground. He would have restored the bough to the place from which it had been broken off, 

but "everything in its right place" is not always so easy to arrange, so he stuck the bough in the 

soft earth. "Grow and prosper as much as you can," said he, "till you produce a good flute for 

some of them over there. With the permission of the noble baron and his family, I should like 

them to hear my challenge." 

So he betook himself to the castle, but not into the noble hall; he was too humble for that. He 

went to the servants' apartments, and the men and maids examined and turned over his stock of 

goods, while from above, where the company were at table, came sounds of screaming and 

shouting which they called singing—and indeed they did their best. Loud laughter, mingled with 

the howling of dogs, sounded through the open windows. All were feasting and carousing. Wine 

and strong ale foamed in the jugs and glasses; even the dogs ate and drank with their masters. 

The peddler was sent for, but only to make fun for them. The wine had mounted to their heads, 

and the sense had flown out. They poured wine into a stocking for him to drink with them—
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quickly, of course—and this was considered a rare jest and occasioned fresh bursts of laughter. 

At cards, whole farms, with their stock of peasants and cattle, were staked on a card and lost. 

"Everything in its right place," said the peddler, when he at last escaped from what he called the 

Sodom and Gomorrah up there. "The open highroad is my right place; that house did not suit me 

at all." As he stepped along, he saw the little maiden keeping watch over the geese, and she 

nodded to him in a friendly way. 

Days and weeks passed, and it soon became evident that the willow branch which had been stuck 

in the ground by the peddler, near to the castle moat, had taken root, for it remained fresh and 

green and put forth new twigs. 

The little girl saw that the branch must have taken root, and she was quite joyful about it. "This 

tree," she said, "must be my tree now." 

The tree certainly flourished, but at the castle, what with feasting and gambling, everything went 

to ruin; for these two things are like rollers, upon which no man can possibly stand securely. Six 

years had not passed away before the noble baron wandered out of the castle gate a poor man, 

and the mansion was bought by a rich dealer. This dealer was no other than the man of whom he 

had made fun and for whom he had poured wine into a stocking to drink. But honesty and 

industry are like favorable winds to a ship, and they had brought the peddler to be master of the 

baron's estates. From that hour no more card playing was permitted there. 

The new proprietor took to himself a wife, and who should it be but the little goose-watcher, who 

had always remained faithful and good, and who looked as beautiful and fine in her new clothes 

as if she had been a highly born lady. It would be too long a story in these busy times to explain 

how all this came about, but it really did happen, and the most important part is to come. 

It was pleasant to live in the old court now. The mistress herself managed the housekeeping 

within, and the master superintended the estate. Their home overflowed with blessings, for where 

rectitude leads the way, prosperity is sure to follow. The old house was cleaned and painted, the 

moat dried up, and fruit trees planted in it. The floors of the house were polished as smoothly as 

a draftboard, and everything looked bright and cheerful. 

During the long winter evenings the lady of the house sat with her maidens at the spinning wheel 

in the great hall. Her husband, in his old age, had been made a magistrate. Every Sunday evening 

he read the Bible with his family, for children had come to him and were all instructed in the best 

manner, although they were not all equally clever—as is the case in all families. In the 

meantime, the willow branch at the castle gate had grown into a splendid tree and stood free and 

unrestrained. 

"That is our genealogical tree," said the old people, "and the tree must therefore be honored and 

esteemed, even by those who are not very wise." 

A hundred years passed away, and the place presented a much-changed aspect. The lake had 

been converted into moorland, and the old baronial castle had almost disappeared. A pool of 
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water, the deep moat, and the ruins of some of the walls were all that remained. Close by grew a 

magnificent willow tree, with overhanging branches—the same genealogical tree of former 

times. Here it still stood, showing to what beauty a willow can attain when left to itself. To be 

sure, the trunk was split through, from the root to the top, and the storm had slightly bent it; but it 

stood firm through all, and from every crevice and opening into which earth had been carried by 

the wind, shot forth blossoms and flowers. Near the top, where the large boughs parted, the wild 

raspberry twined its branches and looked like a hanging garden. Even the little mistletoe had here 

struck root, and flourished, graceful and delicate, among the branches of the willow, which were 

reflected in the dark waters beneath it. Sometimes the wind from the sea scattered the willow 

leaves. A path led through the field, close by the tree. 

On the top of a hill, near the forest, with a splendid prospect before it, stood the new baronial 

hall, with panes of such transparent glass in the windows that there appeared to be none. The 

grand flight of steps leading to the entrance looked like a bower of roses and broad-leaved plants. 

The lawn was as fresh and green as if each separate blade of grass were cleaned morning and 

evening. In the hall hung costly pictures. The chairs and sofas were of silk and velvet and looked 

almost as if they could move of themselves. There were tables with white marble tops, and books 

bound in velvet and gold. Here, indeed, resided wealthy people, people of rank—the new baron 

and his family. 

Each article was made to harmonize with the other furnishings. The family motto still was, 

"Everything in its right place." Therefore the pictures which were once the honor and glory of the 

old house now hung in the passage leading to the servants' hall. They were considered mere 

lumber; especially two old portraits, one of a man in a wig and a rose-colored coat, the other of a 

lady with frizzed and powdered hair, holding a rose in her hand, each surrounded by a wreath of 

willow leaves. Both the pictures had many holes in them, for the little barons always set up the 

two old people as targets for their bows and arrows; and yet these were pictures of the magistrate 

and his lady, from whom the present family were descended. "But they did not properly belong 

to our family," said one of the little barons; "he was a peddler, and she kept the geese. They were 

not like papa and mamma." So the pictures, being old, were considered worthless; and the motto 

being "Each in its right place," the great-grandfather and the great-grandmother of the family 

were sent into the passage leading to the servants' hall. 

The son of the clergyman of the place was tutor at the great house. One day he was out walking 

with his pupils—the little barons—and their eldest sister, who had just been confirmed. They 

took the path through the fields, which led past the old willow tree. While they walked, the 

young lady made a wreath of hedge blossoms and wild flowers, "each in its right place," and the 

wreath was, as a whole, very pretty. At the same time she heard every word uttered by the son of 

the clergyman. She liked very much to hear him talk of the wonders of nature and of the great 

men and women of history. She had a healthy mind, with nobility of thought and feeling, and a 

heart full of love for all God's creation. 

The walking party halted at the old willow tree; the youngest of the barons wanted a branch from 

it to make a flute, as he had already made them from other willows. The tutor broke off a branch. 

"Oh, don't do that," exclaimed the young baroness; but it was already done. "I am so sorry," she 
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continued; "that is our famous old tree, and I love it very much. They laugh at me for it at home, 

but I don't mind. There is a story told about that tree." 

Then she told him what we already know: about the old castle, and about the peddler and the girl 

with the geese, who had met at this spot for the first time and were the ancestors of the noble 

family to which the young baroness belonged. "The good old folks would not be ennobled," said 

she. "Their motto was 'Everything in its right place,' and they thought it would not be right for 

them to purchase a title with money. My grandfather, the first baron, was their son. He was a 

very learned man, known and appreciated by princes and princesses, and was present at all the  

festivals at court. At home, they all love him best, but I scarcely know why. There seems to me 

something in the first old pair that draws my heart towards them. How sociable, how patriarchal, 

it must have been in the old house, where the mistress sat at the spinning wheel with her maids 

while her husband read aloud to them from the Bible!" 

"They must have been charming, sensible people," said the tutor, and then the conversation 

turned upon nobles and commoners. It was almost as if the tutor did not belong to an inferior 

class, he spoke so wisely upon the purpose and intention of nobility. 

"It is certainly good fortune to belong to a family that has distinguished itself in the world, and to 

inherit the energy which spurs us on to progress in everything noble and useful. It is pleasant to 

bear a family name that is like a card of admission to the highest circles. True nobility is always 

great and honorable. It is a coin which has received the impression of its own value. It is a 

mistake of the present day, into which many poets have fallen, to affirm that all who are noble by 

birth must therefore be wicked or foolish, and that the lower we descend in society the oftener 

we find great and shining characters. I feel that this is quite false. In all classes can be found men 

and women possessing kindly and beautiful traits. 

"My mother told me of one, and I could tell you of many more. She was once on a visit to a 

nobleman's house in the town; my grandmother, I believe, had been brought up in the family. 

One day, when my mother and the nobleman happened to be alone, an old woman came limping 

into the court on crutches. She was accustomed to come every Sunday and always carried away a 

gift with her. 'Ah, there is the poor old woman,' said the nobleman; 'what pain it is for her to 

walk!' And before my mother understood what he said, he had left the room and run downstairs 

to the old woman. Though seventy years old himself, the old nobleman carried to the woman the 

gift she had come to receive, to spare her the pain of walking any farther. This is only a trifling 

circumstance, but, like the two mites given by the widow in the Bible, it wakes an echo in the 

heart. 

"These are subjects of which poets should write and sing, for they soften and unite mankind into 

one brotherhood. But when a mere sprig of humanity, because it has noble ancestors of good 

blood, rears up and prances like an Arabian horse in the street or speaks contemptuously of 

common people, then it is nobility in danger of decay—a mere pretense, like the mask which 

Thespis invented. People are glad to see such persons turned into objects of satire." 

This was the tutor's speech—certainly rather a long one, but he had been busily engaged in 

cutting the flute while he talked. 
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There was a large party at the Hall that evening. The grand salon was crowded with guests—

some from the neighborhood, some from the capital. There was a bevy of ladies richly dressed 

with, and without, taste; a group of the clergy from the adjoining parishes, in a corner together, 

as grave as though met for a funeral. A funeral party it certainly was not, however; it was meant 

for a party of pleasure, but the pleasure was yet to come. Music and song filled the rooms, first 

one of the party volunteering, then another. The little baron brought out his flute, but neither he 

nor his father, who tried it after him, could make anything of it. It was pronounced a failure. 

"But you are a performer, too, surely," said a witty gentleman, addressing the tutor. "You are of 

course a flute player as well as a flute maker. You are a universal genius, I hear, and genius is 

quite the rage nowadays—nothing like genius. Come now; I am sure you will be so good as to 

enchant us by playing on this little instrument." He handed it over, announcing in a loud voice 

that the tutor was going to favor the company with a solo on the flute. 

It was easy to see that these people wanted to make fun of him, and he refused to play. But they 

pressed him so long and so urgently that at last, in very weariness, he took the flute and raised it 

to his lips. 

It was a strange flute! A sound issued from it, loud, shrill, and vibrating, like that sent forth by a 

steam engine—nay, far louder. It thrilled through the house, through garden and woodland, miles 

out into the country; and with the sound came also a strong, rushing wind, its stormy breath 

clearly uttering the words, "Everything in its right place!" 

Forthwith the baron, the master of the Hall, was caught up by the wind, carried out at the 

window, and was shut up in the porter's lodge in a trice. The porter himself was borne up, not 

into the drawing room—no, for that he was not fit—but into the servants' hall, where the proud 

lackeys in their silk stockings shook with horror to see so low a person sit at table with them. 

But in the grand salon the young baroness was wafted to the seat of honor, where she was worthy 

to sit, and the tutor's place was by her side. There they sat together, for all the world like bride 

and bridegroom. An old count, descended from one of the noblest houses in the land, retained his 

seat, not so much as a breath of air disturbing him, for the flute was strictly just. The witty young 

gentleman, who had been the occasion of all this tumult, was whirled out headforemost to join 

geese and ganders in the poultry yard. 

Half a mile out in the country the flute wrought wonders. The family of a rich merchant, who 

drove with four horses, were all precipitated from the carriage window. Two farmers, who had of 

late grown too wealthy to know their nearest relations, were puffed into a ditch. It was a 

dangerous flute. Luckily, at the first sound it uttered, it burst and was then put safely away in the 

tutor's pocket. "Everything in its right place!" 

Next day no more was said about the adventure than as if it had never happened. The affair was 

hushed up, and all things were the same as before, except that the two old portraits of the peddler 

and the goose girl continued to hang on the walls of the salon, whither the wind had blown them. 

Here some connoisseur chanced to see them, and because he pronounced them to be painted by a 
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master hand, they were cleaned and restored and ever after held in honor. Their value had not 

been known before. 

"Everything in its right place!" So shall it be, all in good time, never fear. Not in this world, 

perhaps. That would be expecting rather too much. 

 

 

THE REAL PRINCESS 

 
HERE was once a prince who wanted to marry a princess. But she must be a real princess, mind 

you. So he traveled all round the world, seeking such a one, but everywhere something was in 

the way. Not that there was any lack of princesses, but he could not seem to make out whether 

they were real princesses; there was always something not quite satisfactory. Therefore, home he 

came again, quite out of spirits, for he wished so much to marry a real princess. 

One evening a terrible storm came on. It thundered and lightened, and the rain poured down; 

indeed, it was quite fearful. In the midst of it there came a knock at the town gate, and the old 

king went out to open it. 

It was a princess who stood outside. But O dear, what a state she was in from the rain and bad 

weather! The water dropped from her hair and clothes, it ran in at the tips of her shoes and out at 

the heels; yet she insisted she was a real princess. 

"Very well," thought the old queen; "that we shall presently see." She said nothing, but went into 

the bedchamber and took off all the bedding, then laid a pea on the sacking of the bedstead. 

Having done this, she took twenty mattresses and laid them upon the pea and placed twenty 

eider-down beds on top of the mattresses. 

The princess lay upon this bed all the night. In the morning she was asked how she had slept. 
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"Oh, most miserably!" she said. "I scarcely closed my eyes the whole night through. I cannot 

think what there could have been in the bed. I lay upon something so hard that I am quite black 

and blue all over. It is dreadful!" 

It was now quite evident that she was a real princess, since through twenty mattresses and twenty 

eider-down beds she had felt the pea. None but a real princess could have such delicate feeling. 

So the prince took her for his wife, for he knew that in her he had found a true princess. And the 

pea was preserved in the cabinet of curiosities, where it is still to be seen unless some one has 

stolen it. 

And this, mind you, is a real story. 

 

 

THE EMPEROR'S NEW CLOTHES 

 
ANY years ago there was an emperor who was so fond of new clothes that he spent all his 

money on them. He did not give himself any concern about his army; he cared nothing about the 

theater or for driving about in the woods, except for the sake of showing himself off in new 

clothes. He had a costume for every hour in the day, and just as they say of a king or emperor, 

"He is in his council chamber," they said of him, "The emperor is in his dressing room." 

Life was merry and gay in the town where the emperor lived, and numbers of strangers came to 

it every day. Among them there came one day two rascals, who gave themselves out as weavers 

and said that they knew how to weave the most exquisite stuff imaginable. Not only were the 

colors and patterns uncommonly beautiful, but the clothes that were made of the stuff had the 

peculiar property of becoming invisible to every person who was unfit for the office he held or 

who was exceptionally stupid. 

"Those must be valuable clothes," thought the emperor. "By wearing them I should be able to 

discover which of the men in my empire are not fit for their posts. I should distinguish wise men 
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from fools. Yes, I must order some of the stuff to be woven for me directly." And he paid the 

swindlers a handsome sum of money in advance, as they required. 

As for them, they put up two looms and pretended to be weaving, though there was nothing 

whatever on their shuttles. They called for a quantity of the finest silks and of the purest gold 

thread, all of which went into their own bags, while they worked at their empty looms till late 

into the night. 

"I should like to know how those weavers are getting on with the stuff," thought the emperor. 

But he felt a little queer when he reflected that those who were stupid or unfit for their office 

would not be able to see the material. He believed, indeed, that he had nothing to fear for 

himself, but still he thought it better to send some one else first, to see how the work was coming 

on. All the people in the town had heard of the peculiar property of the stuff, and every one was 

curious to see how stupid his neighbor might be. 

"I will send my faithful old prime minister to the weavers," thought the emperor. "He will be best 

capable of judging of this stuff, for he is a man of sense and nobody is more fit for his office than 

he." 

So the worthy old minister went into the room where the two swindlers sat working the empty 

looms. "Heaven save us!" thought the old man, opening his eyes wide. "Why, I can't see 

anything at all!" But he took care not to say so aloud. 

Both the rogues begged him to step a little nearer and asked him if he did not think the patterns 

very pretty and the coloring fine. They pointed to the empty loom as they did so, and the poor 

old minister kept staring as hard as he could—but without being able to see anything on it, for of 

course there was nothing there to see. 

"Heaven save us!" thought the old man. "Is it possible that I am a fool? I have never thought it, 

and nobody must know it. Is it true that I am not fit for my office? It will never do for me to say 

that I cannot see the stuffs." 

"Well, sir, do you say nothing about the cloth?" asked the one who was pretending to go on with 

his work. 

"Oh, it is most elegant, most beautiful!" said the dazed old man, as he peered again through his 

spectacles. "What a fine pattern, and what fine colors! I will certainly tell the emperor how 

pleased I am with the stuff." 

"We are glad of that," said both the weavers; and then they named the colors and pointed out the 

special features of the pattern. To all of this the minister paid great attention, so that he might be 

able to repeat it to the emperor when he went back to him. 

And now the cheats called for more money, more silk, and more gold thread, to be able to 

proceed with the weaving, but they put it all into their own pockets, and not a thread went into 

the stuff, though they went on as before, weaving at the empty looms. 



149 

 

After a little time the emperor sent another honest statesman to see how the weaving was 

progressing, and if the stuff would soon be ready. The same thing happened with him as with the 

minister. He gazed and gazed, but as there was nothing but empty looms, he could see nothing 

else. 

"Is not this an exquisite piece of stuff?" asked the weavers, pointing to one of the looms and 

explaining the beautiful pattern and the colors which were not there to be seen. 

"I am not stupid, I know I am not!" thought the man, "so it must be that I am not fit for my good 

office. It is very strange, but I must not let it be noticed." So he praised the cloth he did not see 

and assured the weavers of his delight in the lovely colors and the exquisite pattern. "It is 

perfectly charming," he reported to the emperor. 

Everybody in the town was talking of the splendid cloth. The emperor thought he should like to 

see it himself while it was still on the loom. With a company of carefully selected men, among 

whom were the two worthy officials who had been there before, he went to visit the crafty 

impostors, who were working as hard as ever at the empty looms. 

"Is it not magnificent?" said both the honest statesmen. "See, your Majesty, what splendid colors, 

and what a pattern!" And they pointed to the looms, for they believed that others, no doubt, could 

see what they did not. 

"What!" thought the emperor. "I see nothing at all. This is terrible! Am I a fool? Am I not fit to 

be emperor? Why nothing more dreadful could happen to me!" 

"Oh, it is very pretty! it has my highest approval," the emperor said aloud. He nodded with 

satisfaction as he gazed at the empty looms, for he would not betray that he could see nothing. 

His whole suite gazed and gazed, each seeing no more than the others; but, like the emperor, they 

all exclaimed, "Oh, it is beautiful!" They even suggested to the emperor that he wear the splendid 

new clothes for the first time on the occasion of a great procession which was soon to take place. 

"Splendid! Gorgeous! Magnificent!" went from mouth to mouth. All were equally delighted with 

the weavers' workmanship. The emperor gave each of the impostors an order of knighthood to be 

worn in their buttonholes, and the title Gentleman Weaver of the Imperial Court. 

Before the day on which the procession was to take place, the weavers sat up the whole night, 

burning sixteen candles, so that people might see how anxious they were to get the emperor's 

new clothes ready. They pretended to take the stuff from the loom, they cut it out in the air with 

huge scissors, and they stitched away with needles which had no thread in them. At last they 

said, "Now the clothes are finished." 

The emperor came to them himself with his grandest courtiers, and each of the rogues lifted his 

arm as if he held something, saying, "See! here are the trousers! here is the coat! here is the 

cloak," and so on. "It is as light as a spider's web. One would almost feel as if one had nothing 

on, but that is the beauty of it!" 
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"Yes," said all the courtiers, but they saw nothing, for there was nothing to see. 

"Will your Majesty be graciously pleased to take off your clothes so that we may put on the new 

clothes here, before the great mirror?" 

The emperor took off his clothes, and the rogues pretended to put on first one garment and then 

another of the new ones they had pretended to make. They pretended to fasten something round 

his waist and to tie on something. This they said was the train, and the emperor turned round and 

round before the mirror. 

"How well his Majesty looks in the new clothes! How becoming they are!" cried all the courtiers 

in turn. "That is a splendid costume!" 

"The canopy that is to be carried over your Majesty in the procession is waiting outside," said the 

master of ceremonies. 

"Well, I am ready," replied the emperor. "Don't the clothes look well?" and he turned round and 

round again before the mirror, to appear as if he were admiring his new costume. 

The chamberlains, who were to carry the train, stooped and put their hands near the floor as if 

they were lifting it; then they pretended to be holding something in the air. They would not let it 

be noticed that they could see and feel nothing. 

So the emperor went along in the procession, under the splendid canopy, and every one in the 

streets said: "How beautiful the emperor's new clothes are! What a splendid train! And how well 

they fit!" 

No one wanted to let it appear that he could see nothing, for that would prove him not fit for his 

post. None of the emperor's clothes had been so great a success before. 

"But he has nothing on!" said a little child. 

"Just listen to the innocent," said its father; and one person whispered to another what the child 

had said. "He has nothing on; a child says he has nothing on!" 

"But he has nothing on," cried all the people. The emperor was startled by this, for he had a 

suspicion that they were right. But he thought, "I must face this out to the end and go on with the 

procession." So he held himself more stiffly than ever, and the chamberlains held up the train 

that was not there at all. 
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THE BLUE JAR. 

Maria Edgworth 

Rosamond, a little girl about seven years of age, was walking with her mother in the streets of 

London. As she passed along she looked in at the windows of several shops, and saw a great 

variety of different sorts of things, of which she did not know the use or even the names. She 

wished to stop to look at them, but there was a great number of people in the streets, and a great 

many carts, carriages, and wheelbarrows, and she was afraid to let go her mother's hand. 

'Oh, mother, how happy I should be,' she said, as she passed a toy-shop, 'if I had all these pretty 

things!' 

'What, all! Do you wish for them all, Rosamond?' 

'Yes, mother, all.' 

As she spoke they came to a milliner's shop, the windows of which were decorated with ribands 

and lace and festoons of artificial flowers. 

'Oh mother, what beautiful roses! Won't you buy some of them?' 

'No, my dear.' 

'Why?' 

'Because I don't want them, my dear.' 

They went a little farther, and came to another shop, which caught Rosamond's eye. It was a 

jeweller's shop, and in it were a great many pretty baubles, ranged in drawers behind glass. 

'Mother, will you buy some of these?' 

'Which of them, Rosamond?' 

'Which? I don't know which; any of them will do, for they are all pretty.' 
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'Yes, they are all pretty; but of what use would they be to me?' 

'Use! Oh, I'm sure you could find some use or other for them if you would only buy them first.' 

'But I would rather find out the use first.' 

'Well, then, mother, there are buckles; you know that buckles are useful things, very useful 

things.' 

'I have a pair of buckles; I don't want another pair,' said her mother, and walked on. Rosamond 

was very sorry that her mother wanted nothing. Presently, however, they came to a shop which 

appeared to her far more beautiful than the rest. It was a chemist's shop, but she did not know 

that. 

'Oh, mother, oh!' cried she, pulling her mother's hand, 'look, look!—blue, green, red, yellow, and 

purple! Oh, mother, what beautiful things! Won't you buy some of these?' 

Still her mother answered as before: 'Of what use would they be to me, Rosamond?' 

'You might put flowers in them, mother, and they would look so pretty on the chimney-piece. I 

wish I had one of them.' 

'You have a flower-pot,' said her mother, 'and that is not a flower-pot.' 

'But I could use it for a flower-pot, mother, you know.' 

'Perhaps, if you were to see it nearer, if you were to examine it, you might be disappointed.' 

'No, indeed, I'm sure I should not; I should like it exceedingly.' 

Rosamond kept her head turned to look at the blue vase till she could see it no longer. 

'Then, mother,' said she, after a pause, 'perhaps you have no money.' 

'Yes, I have.' 

'Dear me! if I had money I would buy roses, and boxes, and buckles, and blue flower-pots, and 

everything.' Rosamond was obliged to pause in the midst of her speech. 'Oh, mother, would you 

stop a minute for me? I have got a stone in my shoe; it hurts me very much.' 

'How comes there to be a stone in your shoe?' 

'Because of this great hole, mother; it comes in there. My shoes are quite worn out. I wish you 

would be so very good as to give me another pair.' 
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'Nay, Rosamond, but I have not money enough to buy shoes, and flower-pots, and buckles, and 

boxes, and everything.' 

Rosamond thought that was a great pity. But now her foot, which had been hurt by the stone, 

began to give her so much pain that she was obliged to hop every other step, and she could think 

of nothing else. They came to a shoemaker's shop soon afterwards. 

'There, there, mother, there are shoes; there are little shoes that would just fit me, and you know 

shoes would be really of use to me.' 

'Yes, so they would, Rosamond. Come in.' She followed her mother into the shop. 

Mr. Sole, the shoemaker, had a great many customers, and his shop was full, so they were 

obliged to wait. 

'Well, Rosamond,' said her mother, 'you don't think this shop so pretty as the rest?' 

'No, not nearly; it is black and dark, and there are nothing but shoes all round, and, besides, 

there's a very disagreeable smell.' 

'That smell is the smell of new leather.' 

'Is, it? Oh,' said Rosamond looking round 'there is a pair of little shoes; they'll just fit me, I'm 

sure.' 

'Perhaps they might, but you cannot be sure till you have tried them on, any more than you can 

be quite sure that you should like the blue vase exceedingly till you have examined it more 

attentively.' 

'Why, I don't know about the shoes, certainly, till I have tried; but, mother, I am quite sure that I 

should like the flower-pot.' 

'Well, which would you rather have—that jar or a pair of shoes? I will buy either for you.' 

'Dear mother, thank you! but if you could buy both?' 

'No, not both.' 

'Then the jar, if you please.' 

'But I should tell you, that in that case I shall not give you another pair of shoes this month.' 

'This month! that's a very long time indeed! You can't think how these hurt me. I believe I'd 

better have the new shoes. Yet, that blue flower-pot. Oh, indeed, mother, these shoes are not so 

very very bad! I think I might wear them a little longer, and the month will soon be over. I can 

make them last till the end of the month, can't I? Don't you think so, mother?' 
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'Nay, my dear, I want you to think for yourself; you will have time enough to consider the matter 

whilst I speak to Mr. Sole about my clogs.' 

Mr. Sole was by this time at leisure, and whilst her mother was speaking to him Rosamond stood 

in profound meditation, with one shoe on and the other in her hand. 

'Well, my dear, have you decided?' 

'Mother! yes, I believe I have. If you please, I should like to have the flower-pot; that is, if you 

won't think me very silly, mother.' 

'Why, as to that, I can't promise you, Rosamond; but, when you have to judge for yourself, you 

should choose what will make you happy, and then it would not signify who thought you silly.' 

'Then, mother, if that's all, I'm sure the flower-pot would make me happy,' said she, putting on 

her old shoe again; 'so I choose the flower-pot.' 

'Very well, you shall have it. Clasp your shoe, and come home.' 

Rosamond clasped her shoe and ran after her mother. It was not long before the shoe came down 

at the heel, and many times she was obliged to stop to take the stones out of it, and she often 

limped with pain; but still the thoughts of the blue flower-pot prevailed, and she persisted in her 

choice. 

When they came to the shop with the large window Rosamond felt much pleasure upon hearing 

her mother desire the servant who was with them to buy the blue jar, and bring it home. He had 

other commissions, so he did not return with them. Rosamond as soon as she got in ran to gather 

all her own flowers, which she kept in a corner of her mother's garden. 

'I am afraid they'll be dead before the flower-pot comes, Rosamond,' said her mother to her, as 

she came in with the flowers in her lap. 

'No, indeed, mother; it will come home very soon, I dare say. I shall be very happy putting them 

into the blue flower-pot.' 

'I hope so, my dear.' 

The servant was much longer returning home than Rosamond had expected; but at length he 

came, and brought with him the long-wished-for jar. The moment it was set down upon the table, 

Rosamond ran up to it with an exclamation of joy. 'I may have it now, mother?' 

'Yes, my dear! it is yours.' 

Rosamond poured the flowers from her lap upon the carpet, and seized the blue flower-pot. 
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'Oh, dear mother,' cried she, as soon as she had taken off the top, 'but there's something dark in it 

which smells very disagreeably. What is it? I didn't want this black stuff.' 

'Nor I, my dear.' 

'But what shall I do with it, mother?' 

'That I cannot tell.' 

'It will be of no use to me, mother.' 

'That I cannot help.' 

'But I must pour it out, and fill the flower-pot with water.' 

'As you please, my dear.' 

'Will you lend me a bowl to pour it into, mother?' 

'That was more than I promised you, my dear, but I will lend you a bowl.' 

The bowl was produced, and Rosamond proceeded to empty the blue vase. But she experienced 

much surprise and disappointment on finding, when it was entirely empty, that it was no longer a 

blue vase. It was a plain white glass jar, which had appeared to have that beautiful colour merely 

from the liquor with which it had been filled. 

Little Rosamond burst into tears. 

'Why should you cry, my dear?' said her mother; 'it will be of as much use to you now as ever for 

a flower-pot.' 

'But it won't look so pretty on the chimney-piece. I am sure, if I had known that it was not really 

blue, I should not have wished to have it so much.' 

'But didn't I tell you that you had not examined it, and that perhaps you would be disappointed?' 

'And so I am disappointed, indeed. I wish I had believed you at once. Now I had much rather 

have the shoes, for I shall not be able to walk all this month; even walking home that little way 

hurt me exceedingly. Mother, I will give you the flower-pot back again, and that blue stuff and 

all, if you'll only give me the shoes.' 

'No, Rosamond; you must abide by your own choice, and now the best thing you can possibly do 

is to bear your disappointment with good humour.' 

'I will bear it as well as I can,' said Rosamond, wiping her eyes; and she began slowly and 

sorrowfully to fill the vase with flowers. 



156 

 

But Rosamond's disappointment did not end here. Many were the difficulties and distresses into 

which her imprudent choice brought her before the end of the month. Every day her shoes grew 

worse and worse, till at last she could neither run, dance, jump, nor walk in them. Whenever 

Rosamond was called to see anything, she was detained pulling her shoes up at the heels, and 

was sure to be too late. Whenever her mother was going out to walk, she could not take 

Rosamond with her, for Rosamond had no soles to her shoes; and at length, on the very last day 

of the month, it happened that her father proposed to take her, with her brother, to a glasshouse 

which she had long wished to see. She was very happy; but when she was quite ready, had her 

hat and gloves on, and was making haste downstairs to her brother and father, who were waiting 

for her at the hall-door, the shoe dropped off. She put it on again in a great hurry, but as she was 

going across the hall her father turned round. 'Why are you walking slipshod? no one must walk 

slipshod with me. Why, Rosamond,' said he, looking at her shoes with disgust, 'I thought that you 

were always neat. Go; I cannot take you with me.' 

Rosamond coloured and retired. 'Oh, mother,' said she, as she took off her hat, 'how I wish that I 

had chosen the shoes! They would have been of so much more use to me than that jar. However, 

I am sure—no, not quite sure, but I hope I shall be wiser another time.' 

 

 

THE BASKET-WOMAN 

Maria Edgworth 

At the foot of a steep, slippery, white hill, near Dunstable, in Bedfordshire, called Chalk Hill, 

there is a hut, or rather a hovel, which travellers would scarcely suppose could be inhabited, if 

they did not see the smoke rising from its peaked roof. An old woman lived in this hovel, many 

years ago, and with her a little boy and girl, the children of a beggar who died and left these 

orphans perishing with hunger. They thought themselves very happy when the good old woman 

first took them into her hut, and bid them warm themselves at her small fire, and gave them a 

crust of mouldy bread to eat. She had not much to give, but what she had she gave with goodwill. 

She was very kind to these poor children, and worked hard at her spinning-wheel and at her 

knitting to support herself and them. She earned money also in another way. She used to follow 

all the carriages as they went up Chalk Hill, and when the horses stopped to take breath or to rest 

themselves, she put stones behind the carriage-wheels to prevent them from rolling backwards 

down the steep, slippery hill. 

The little boy and girl loved to stand beside the good-natured old woman's spinning wheel when 

she was spinning, and to talk to her. At these times she taught them something, which she said 

she hoped they would remember all their lives. She explained to them what is meant by telling 

the truth, and what it is to be honest. She taught them to dislike idleness, and to wish that they 

could be useful. 

One evening, as they were standing beside her, the little boy said to her: 'Grandmother'—for that 

was the name by which she liked that these children should call her—'grandmother, how often 
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you are forced to get up from your spinning-wheel, and to follow the chaises and coaches up that 

steep hill, to put stones underneath the wheels to hinder them from rolling back! The people who 

are in the carriages give you a halfpenny or a penny for doing so, don't they?' 

'Yes, child.' 

'But it is very hard work for you to go up and down that hill. You often say that you are tired. 

And then you know that you cannot spin all that time. Now, if we might go up the hill, and put 

the stones behind the wheels, you could sit still at your work; and would not the people give us 

the halfpence? and could not we bring them all to you? Do, pray, dear grandmother, try us for 

one day—to-morrow will you?' 

'Yes,' said the old woman, 'I will try what you can do; but I must go up the hill along with you 

for the first two or three times, for fear you should get yourselves hurt.' 

So the next day the little boy and girl went with their grandmother, as they used to call her, up 

the steep hill, and she showed the boy how to prevent the wheels from rolling back by putting 

stones behind them, and she said: 'This is called scotching the wheels,' and she took off the boy's 

hat and gave it to the little girl to hold up to the carriage-windows ready for the halfpence. 

When she thought that the children knew how to manage by themselves she left them and 

returned to her spinning-wheel. A great many carriages happened to go by this day, and the little 

girl received a great many halfpence. She carried them all in her brother's hat to her grandmother 

in the evening, and the old woman smiled and thanked the children. She said that they had been 

useful to her, and that her spinning had gone on finely, because she had been able to sit still at 

her wheel all day. 

'But, Paul, my boy,' said she, 'what is the matter with your hand?' 

'Only a pinch—only one pinch that I got as I was putting a stone behind a wheel of a chaise. It 

does not hurt me much, grandmother, and I've thought of a good thing for to-morrow. I shall 

never be hurt again if you will only be so good as to give me the old handle of the broken crutch, 

grandmother, and the block of wood that lies in the chimney-corner, and that is of no use. I'll 

make it of some use, if I may have it.' 

'Take it, then, dear,' said the old woman, 'and you'll find the handle of the broken crutch under 

my bed.' 

Paul went to work immediately, and fastened one end of the pole into the block of wood, so as to 

make something like a dry-rubbing brush. 

'Look, grandmother—look at my scotcher! I call this thing my scotcher,' said Paul, 'because I 

shall always scotch the wheels with it. I shall never pinch my fingers again; my hands, you see, 

will be safe at the end of this long stick. And, Sister Anne, you need not be at the trouble of 

carrying any more stones after me up the hill; we shall never want stones any more. My scotcher 
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will do without anything else, I hope. I wish it was morning, and that a carriage would come, that 

I might run up the hill and try my scotcher.' 

 
"Look, grandmother—look at my scotcher!" 

'And I wish that as many chaises may go by to-morrow as there did to-day, and that we may 

bring you as many halfpence, too, grandmother,' said the little girl. 

'So do I, my dear Anne,' said the old woman, 'for I mean that you and your brother shall have all 

the money that you get to-morrow. You may buy some ginger bread for yourselves, or some of 

those ripe plums that you saw at the fruit-stall the other day, which is just going into Dunstable. I 

told you then that I could not afford to buy such things for you, but now that you can earn 

halfpence for yourselves, children, it is fair you should taste a ripe plum and bit of gingerbread 

for once and a way in your lives.' 
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'We'll bring some of the gingerbread home to her, shan't we, brother?' whispered little Anne. 

The morning came, but no carriages were heard though Paul and his sister had risen at five 

o'clock that they might be sure to be ready for early travellers. Paul kept his scotcher poised upon 

his shoulder, and watched eagerly at his station at the bottom of the hill. He did not wait long 

before a carriage came. He followed it up the hill, and the instant the postillion called to him and 

bade him stop the wheels, he put his scotcher behind them, and found that it answered the 

purpose perfectly well. 

Many carriages went by this day, and Paul and Anne received a great many halfpence from the 

travellers. 

When it grew dusk in the evening Anne said to her brother: 'I don't think any more carriages will 

come by to-day. Let us count the halfpence, and carry them home now to grandmother.' 

'No, not yet,' answered Paul; 'let them alone—let them lie still in the hole where I have put them. 

I dare say more carriages will come by before it is quite dark, and then we shall have more 

halfpence.' 

Paul had taken the halfpence out of his hat, and he had put them into a hole in the high bank by 

the roadside, and Anne said she would not meddle with them, and that she would wait till her 

brother liked to count them; and Paul said: 'If you will stay and watch here, I will go and gather 

some blackberries for you in the hedge in yonder field. Stand you hereabouts, half-way up the 

hill, and the moment you see any carriage coming along the road run as fast as you can and call 

me.' 

Anne waited a long time, or what she thought a long time, and she saw no carriage and she 

trailed her brother's scotcher up and down till she was tired. Then she stood still and looked 

again, and she saw no carriage, so she went sorrowfully into the field and to the hedge where her 

brother was gathering blackberries, and she said: 

'Paul, I'm sadly tired—sadly tired!' said she, 'and my eyes are quite strained with looking for 

chaises. No more chaises will come to-night, and your scotcher is lying there, of no use, upon the 

ground. Have not I waited long enough for to-day, Paul?' 

'Oh no,' said Paul. 'Here are some blackberries for you; you had better wait a little bit longer. 

Perhaps a carriage might go by whilst you are standing here talking to me.' 

Anne, who was of a very obliging temper, and who liked to do what she was asked to do, went 

back to the place where the scotcher lay, and scarcely had she reached the spot when she heard 

the noise of a carriage. She ran to call her brother, and, to their great joy, they now saw four 

chaises coming towards them. Paul, as soon as they went up the hill, followed with his scotcher. 

First he scotched the wheels of one carriage, then of another; and Anne was so much delighted 

with observing how well the scotcher stopped the wheels, and how much better it was than 

stones, that she forgot to go and hold her brother's hat to the travellers for halfpence, till she was 
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roused by the voice of a little rosy girl who was looking out of the window of one of the chaises. 

'Come close to the chaise-door,' said the little girl; 'here are some halfpence for you.' 

Anne held the hat, and she afterwards went on to the other carriages. Money was thrown to her 

from each of them, and when they had all gotten safely to the top of the hill, she and her brother 

sat down upon a large stone by the roadside to count their treasure. First they began by counting 

what was in the hat—'One, two, three, four halfpence.' 

'But, oh, brother, look at this!' exclaimed Anne; 'this is not the same as the other halfpence.' 

'No, indeed, it is not,' cried Paul; 'it is no halfpenny. It is a guinea—a bright golden guinea!' 

'Is it?' said Anne, who had never seen a guinea in her life before, and who did not know its value, 

'and will it do as well as a halfpenny to buy gingerbread? I'll run to the fruit-stall and ask the 

woman, shall I?' 

'No, no,' said Paul, 'you need not ask any woman, or anybody but me. I can tell you all about it as 

well as anybody in the whole world.' 

'The whole world! Oh, Paul, you forgot. Not so well as my grandmother.' 

'Why, not so well as my grandmother, perhaps; but, Anne, I can tell you that you must not talk 

yourself, Anne, but you must listen to me quietly, or else you won't understand what I am going 

to tell you; for I can assure you that I don't think I quite understood it myself, Anne, the first time 

my grandmother told it to me, though I stood stock-still listening my best.' 

Prepared by this speech to hear something very difficult to be understood, Anne looked very 

grave, and her brother explained to her that with a guinea she might buy two hundred and fifty-

two times as many plums as she could get for a penny. 

'Why, Paul, you know the fruit-woman said she would give us a dozen plums for a penny. Now, 

for this little guinea would she give us two hundred and fifty-two dozen?' 

'If she has so many, and if we like to have so many, to be sure she will,' said Paul; 'but I think we 

should not like to have two hundred and fifty-two dozen of plums; we could not eat such a 

number.' 

'But we could give some of them to my grandmother,' said Anne. 

'But still there would be too many for her, and for us, too,' said Paul, 'and when we had eaten the 

plums there would be an end to all the pleasure. But now I'll tell you what I am thinking of, 

Anne, that we might buy something for my grandmother that would be very useful to her indeed 

with the guinea—something that would last a great while.' 
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"We might buy something very useful with the guinea." 

'What, brother? What sort of thing?' 

'Something that she said she wanted very much last winter, when she was so ill with the 

rheumatism—something that she said yesterday, when you were making her bed, she wished she 

might be able to buy before next winter.' 

'I know, I know what you mean!' said Anne—'a blanket. Oh, yes, Paul, that will be much better 

than plums; do let us buy a blanket for her. How glad she will be to see it! I will make her bed 

with the new blanket, and then bring her to look at it. But, Paul, how shall we buy a blanket? 

Where are blankets to be got?' 

'Leave that to me; I'll manage that. I know where blankets can be got; I saw one hanging out of a 

shop the day I went last to Dunstable.' 
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'You have seen a great many things at Dunstable, brother.' 

'Yes, a great many; but I never saw anything there or anywhere else that I wished for half so 

much as I did for the blanket for my grandmother. Do you remember how she used to shiver with 

the cold last winter? I'll buy the blanket to-morrow. I'm going to Dunstable with her spinning.' 

'And you'll bring the blanket to me, and I shall make the bed very neatly. That will be all right—

all happy!' said Anne, clapping her hands. 

'But stay! Hush! don't clap your hands so, Anne. It will not be all happy, I'm afraid,' said Paul, 

and his countenance changed, and he looked very grave. 'It will not be all right, I'm afraid, for 

there's one thing we have neither of us thought of, but that we ought to think about. We cannot 

buy the blanket, I'm afraid.' 

'Why—Paul, why?' 

'Because I don't think this guinea is honestly ours.' 

'Nay, brother, but I'm sure it is honestly ours. It was given to us, and grandmother said all that 

was given to us to-day was to be our own.' 

'But who gave it to you, Anne?' 

'Some of the people in those chaises, Paul. I don't know which of them, but I dare say it was the 

little rosy girl.' 

'No,' said Paul, 'for when she called you to the chaise door she said, "Here's some halfpence for 

you." Now, if she gave you the guinea, she must have given it to you by mistake.' 

'Well, but perhaps some of the people in the other chaises gave it to me, and did not give it to me 

by mistake, Paul. There was a gentleman reading in one of the chaises, and a lady, who looked 

very good-naturedly at me, and then the gentleman put down his book, and put his head out of 

the window and looked at your scotcher, brother, and he asked me if that was your own making; 

and when I said yes, and that I was your sister, he smiled at me, and put his hand into his 

waistcoat pocket, and threw a handful of halfpence into the hat, and I dare say he gave us the 

guinea along with them because he liked your scotcher so much.' 

'Why,' said Paul, 'that might be, to be sure, but I wish I was quite certain of it.' 

'Then, as we are not quite certain, had not we best go and ask my grandmother what she thinks 

about it?' 

Paul thought this was excellent advice, and he was not a silly boy who did not like to follow 

good advice. He went with his sister directly to his grandmother, showed her the guinea and told 

her how they came by it. 
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'My dear honest children,' said she, 'I am very glad you told me all this. I am very glad that you 

did not buy either the plums or the blanket with this guinea. I'm sure it is not honestly ours. 

Those who threw it you gave it you by mistake, I warrant, and what I would have you do is to go 

to Dunstable, and try if you can at either of the inns find out the person who gave it to you. It is 

now so late in the evening that perhaps the travellers will sleep at Dunstable instead of going on 

the next stage; and it is likely that whosoever gave you a guinea instead of a halfpenny has found 

out their mistake by this time. All you can do is to go and inquire for the gentleman who was 

reading in the chaise.' 

'Oh!' interrupted Paul, 'I know a good way of finding him out. I remember it was a dark-green 

chaise with red wheels, and I remember I read the innkeeper's name upon the chaise, "John 

Nelson." (I am much obliged to you for teaching me to read, grandmother.) You told me 

yesterday, grandmother, that the names written upon chaises are the innkeepers to whom they 

belong. I read the name of the innkeeper upon that chaise. It was John Nelson. So Anne and I 

will go to both the inns in Dunstable, and try to find out this chaise—John Nelson's. Come, 

Anne, let us set out before it gets quite dark.' 

Anne and her brother passed with great courage the tempting stall that was covered with 

gingerbread and ripe plums, and pursued their way steadily through the streets of Dunstable; but 

Paul, when he came to the shop where he had seen the blanket, stopped for a moment, and said: 

'It is a great pity, Anne, that the guinea is not ours. However, we are doing what is honest, and 

that is a comfort. Here, we must go through this gateway into the inn-yard; we are come to the 

Dun Cow.' 

'Cow!' said Anne, 'I see no cow.' 

'Look up, and you'll see the cow over your head,' said Paul—'the sign, the picture. Come, never 

mind looking at it now; I want to find out the green chaise that has John Nelson's name upon it.' 

Paul pushed forward through a crowded passage till he got into the inn-yard. There was a great 

noise and bustle. The ostlers were carrying in luggage; the postillions were rubbing down the 

horses, or rolling the chaises into the coach-house. 

'What now? What business have you here, pray?' said a waiter, who almost ran over Paul as he 

was crossing the yard in a great hurry to get some empty bottles from the bottle-rack. 'You've no 

business here, crowding up the yard. Walk off, young gentleman, if you please.' 

'Pray give me leave, sir,' said Paul, 'to stay a few minutes to look amongst these chaises for one 

dark-green chaise with red wheels that has Mr. John Nelson's name written upon it.' 

'What's that he says about a dark-green chaise?' said one of the postillions. 

'What should such a one as he is know about chaises?' interrupted the hasty waiter, and he was 

going to turn Paul out of the yard; but the ostler caught hold of his arm, and said: 'Maybe the 

child has some business here; let's know what he has to say for himself.' 
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The waiter was at this instant luckily obliged to leave them to attend the bell, and Paul told his 

business to the ostler, who as soon as he saw the guinea and heard the story shook Paul by the 

hand, and said: 'Stand steady, my honest lad. I'll find the chaise for you, if it is to be found here; 

but John Nelson's chaises almost always drive to the Black Bull.' 

After some difficulty the green chaise with John Nelson's name upon it, and the postillion who 

drove that chaise, were found, and the postillion told Paul that he was just going into the parlour 

to the gentleman he had driven to be paid, and that he would carry the guinea with him. 

'No,' said Paul; 'we should like to give it back ourselves.' 

'Yes,' said the ostler, 'that they have a right to do.' 

The postillion made no reply, but looked vexed, and went on towards the house, desiring the 

children would wait in the passage till his return. In the passage there was standing a decent, 

clean, good-natured looking woman with two huge straw baskets on each side of her. One of the 

baskets stood a little in the way of the entrance. A man who was pushing his way in, and carried 

in his hand a string of dead larks hung to a pole, impatient at being stopped, kicked down the 

straw basket, and all its contents were thrown out. Bright straw hats, and boxes, and slippers, 

were all thrown in disorder upon the dirty ground. 

'Oh, they will be trampled upon! They will all be spoiled!' exclaimed the woman to whom they 

belonged. 

'We'll help you to pick them up, if you will let us,' cried Paul and Anne, and they immediately 

ran to her assistance. 

When the things were all safe in the basket again the children expressed a desire to know how 

such beautiful things could be made of straw, but the woman had not time to answer before the 

postillion came out of the parlour, and with him a gentleman's servant, who came to Paul, and 

clapping him upon the back, said: 

'So, my little chap, I gave you a guinea for a halfpenny, I hear, and I understand you've brought it 

back again; that's right, give me hold of it.' 

'No, brother,' said Anne, 'this is not the gentleman that was reading.' 

'Pooh, child! I came in Mr. Nelson's green chaise. Here's the postillion can tell you so. I and my 

master came in that chaise. I and my master that was reading, as you say, and it was he that 

threw the money out to you. He is going to bed; he is tired, and can't see you himself. He desires 

that you'll give me the guinea.' 

Paul was too honest himself to suspect that this man was telling him a falsehood, and he now 

readily produced his bright guinea, and delivered it into the servant's hands. 
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'Here's a sixpence apiece for you, children,' said he, 'and good-night to you.' He pushed them 

towards the door, but the basket-woman whispered to them as they went out: 'Wait in the street 

till I come to you.' 

'Pray, Mrs. Landlady,' cried this gentleman's servant, addressing himself to the landlady, who 

just then came out of a room where some company at supper—'pray, Mrs. Landlady, please to let 

me have roasted larks for my supper. You are famous for larks at Dunstable, and I make it a rule 

to taste the best of everything wherever I go; and, waiter, let me have a bottle of claret. Do you 

hear?' 

'Larks and claret for his supper,' said the basket-woman to herself as she looked at him from head 

to foot. The postillion was still waiting, as if to speak to him, and she observed them afterwards 

whispering and laughing together. 'No bad hit,' was a sentence which the servant pronounced 

several times. 

Now, it occurred to the basket-woman that this man had cheated the children out of the guinea to 

pay for the larks and claret, and she thought that perhaps she could discover the truth. She waited 

quietly in the passage. 

'Waiter! Joe! Joe!' cried the landlady, 'why don't you carry in the sweetmeat-puffs and the tarts 

here to the company in the best parlour?' 

'Coming, ma'am,' answered the waiter, and with a large dish of tarts and puffs he came from the 

bar. The landlady threw open the door of the best parlour to let him in, and the basket-woman 

had now a full view of a large cheerful company, and amongst them several children, sitting 

round a supper-table. 

'Ay,' whispered the landlady, as the door closed after the waiter and the tarts, 'there are customers 

enough, I warrant, for you in that room, if you had but the luck to be called in. Pray, what would 

you have the conscience, I wonder now, to charge me for these here half-dozen little mats to put 

under my dishes?' 

'A trifle, ma'am,' said the basket-woman. She let the landlady have the mats cheap, and the 

landlady then declared she would step in and see if the company in the best parlour had done 

supper. 'When they come to their wine,' added she, 'I'll speak a good word for you, and get you 

called in afore the children are sent to bed.' 

The landlady, after the usual speech of 'I hope the supper and everything is to your liking, ladies 

and gentlemen,' began with: 'If any of the young gentlemen or ladies would have a cur'osity to 

see any of our famous Dunstable straw-work there's a decent body without would, I dare say, be 

proud to show them her pincushion-boxes, and her baskets and slippers, and her other 

cur'osities.' 

The eyes of the children all turned towards their mother; their mother smiled, and immediately 

their father called in the basket-woman, and desired her to produce her curiosities. The children 

gathered round her large pannier as it opened, but they did not touch any of her things. 
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'Ah, papa,' cried a little rosy girl, 'here are a pair of straw slippers that would just fit you, I think; 

but would not straw shoes wear out very soon, and would not they let in the wet?' 

'Yes, my dear,' said her father, 'but these slippers are meant—' 

'For powdering-slippers, miss,' interrupted the basket-woman. 

'To wear when people are powdering their hair,' continued the gentleman, 'that they may not 

spoil their other shoes.' 

'And will you buy them, papa?' 

'No, I cannot indulge myself,' said her father, 'in buying them now. I must make amends,' said he, 

laughing, 'for my carelessness, and as I threw away a guinea to-day I must endeavour to save 

sixpence at least.' 

'Ah, the guinea that you threw by mistake into the little girl's hat as we were coming up Chalk 

Hill. Mamma, I wonder that the little girl did not take notice of its being a guinea, and that she 

did not run after the chaise to give it back again. I should think, if she had been an honest girl, 

she would have returned it.' 

'Miss!—ma'am!—sir!' said the basket-woman, 'if it would not be impertinent, may I speak a 

word? A little boy and girl have just been here inquiring for a gentleman who gave them a guinea 

instead of a halfpenny by mistake and not five minutes ago I saw the boy give the guinea to a 

gentleman's servant, who is there without, and who said his master desired it should be returned 

to him.' 

'There must be some mistake or some trick in this,' said the gentleman. 'Are the children gone? I 

must see them; send after them.' 

'I'll go for them myself,' said the good-natured basket-woman. 'I bid them wait in the street 

yonder, for my mind misgave me that the man who spoke so short to them was a cheat, with his 

larks and his claret.' 

Paul and Anne were speedily summoned, and brought back by their friend the basket-woman; 

and Anne, the moment she saw the gentleman, knew that he was the very person who smiled 

upon her, who admired her brother's scotcher, and who threw a handful of halfpence into the hat; 

but she could not be certain, she said, that she received the guinea from him: she only thought it 

most likely that she did. 

'But I can be certain whether the guinea you returned be mine or no,' said the gentleman. 'I 

marked the guinea; it was a light one, the only guinea I had, which I put into my waistcoat 

pocket this morning.' He rang the bell, and desired the waiter to let the gentleman who was in the 

room opposite to him know that he wished to see him. 

'The gentleman in the white parlour, sir, do you mean?' 
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'I mean the master of the servant who received a guinea from this child.' 

'He is a Mr. Pembroke, sir,' said the waiter. 

Mr. Pembroke came, and as soon as he heard what had happened he desired the waiter to show 

him to the room where his servant was at supper. The dishonest servant who was supping upon 

larks and claret, knew nothing of what was going on; but his knife and fork dropped from his 

hand, and he overturned a bumper of claret as he started up from the table in great surprise and 

terror, when his master came in with a face of indignation, and demanded, 'The guinea—the 

guinea, sir, that you got from this child! that guinea which you said I ordered you to ask for from 

this child!' 

The servant, confounded and half intoxicated, could only stammer out that he had more guineas 

than one about him, and that he really did not know which it was. He pulled his money out, and 

spread it upon the table with trembling hands. The marked guinea appeared. His master instantly 

turned him out of his service, with strong expressions of contempt. 

'And now, my little honest girl,' said the gentleman who had admired her brother's scotcher, 

turning to Anne—'and now tell me who you are, and what you and your brother want or wish for 

most in the world.' 

In the same moment Anne and Paul exclaimed: 'The thing we wish for the most in the world is a 

blanket for our grandmother.' 

'She is not our grandmother in reality, I believe sir,' said Paul; 'but she is just as good to us, and 

taught me to read, and taught Anne to knit, and taught us both that we should be honest—so she 

has, and I wish she had a new blanket before next winter to keep her from the cold and the 

rheumatism. She had the rheumatism sadly last winter, sir, and there is a blanket in this street 

that would be just the thing for her.' 

'She shall have it, then; and,' continued the gentleman, 'I will do something more for you. Do you 

like to be employed or to be idle best?' 

'We like to have something to do always, if we could, sir,' said Paul; 'but we are forced to be idle 

sometimes, because grandmother has not always things for us to do that we can do well.' 

'Should you like to learn how to make such baskets as these?' said the gentleman, pointing to one 

of the Dunstable straw baskets. 

'Oh, very much!' said Paul. 

'Very much!' said Anne. 

'Then I should like to teach you how to make them,' said the basket-woman, 'for I'm sure of one 

thing, that you'd behave honestly to me.' 



168 

 

The gentleman put a guinea into the good natured basket-woman's hand, and told her that he 

knew she could not afford to teach them her trade for nothing. 'I shall come through Dunstable 

again in a few months,' added he, 'and I hope to see that you and your scholars are going on well. 

If I find that they are I will do something more for you.' 

'But,' said Anne, 'we must tell all this to grandmother, and ask her about it; and I'm afraid—

though I'm very happy—that it is getting very late, and that we should not stay here any longer.' 

'It is a fine moonlight night,' said the basket-woman, 'and is not far. I'll walk with you, and see 

you safe home myself.' 

The gentleman detained them a few minutes longer, till a messenger whom he had despatched to 

purchase the much-wished-for blanket returned. 

'Your grandmother will sleep well upon this good blanket, I hope,' said the gentleman, as he gave 

it into Paul's opened arms. 'It has been obtained for her by the honesty of her adopted children.' 

 
 

 

 

THE SEA VOYAGE. 

CHARLES LAMB. 

I was born in the East Indies. I lost my father and mother young. At the age of five my relations 

thought it proper that I should be sent to England for my education. I was to be entrusted to the 

care of a young woman who had a character for great humanity and discretion; but just as I had 

taken leave of my friends, and we were about to take our passage, the young woman suddenly 

fell sick, and could not go on board. In this unpleasant emergency, no one knew how to act. The 

ship was at the very point of sailing, and it was the last which was to sail for the season. At 

length the captain, who was known to my friends, prevailed upon my relation who had come 

with us to see us embark to leave the young woman on shore, and to let me embark separately. 

There was no possibility of getting any other female attendant for me in the short time allotted 

for our preparation, and the opportunity of going by that ship was thought too valuable to be lost. 

No other ladies happened to be going, and so I was consigned to the care of the captain and his 

crew—rough and unaccustomed attendants for a young creature, delicately brought up as I had 

been; but, indeed, they did their best to make me not feel the difference. The unpolished sailors 

were my nursery-maids and my waiting-women. Everything was done by the captain and the 

men to accommodate me and make me easy. I had a little room made out of the cabin, which was 

to be considered as my room, and nobody might enter into it. The first mate made a great 

character for bravery, and all sailor-like accomplishments; but with all this he had a gentleness of 
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manners, and a pale, feminine cast of face, from ill-health and a weakly constitution, which 

subjected him to some ridicule from the officers, and caused him to be named Betsy. He did not 

much like the appellation, but he submitted to it the better, saying that those who gave him a 

woman's name well knew that he had a man's heart, and that in the face of danger he would go as 

far as any man. To this young man, whose real name was Charles Atkinson, by a lucky thought 

of the captain the care of me was especially entrusted. Betsy was proud of his charge, and, to do 

him justice, acquitted himself with great diligence and adroitness through the whole of the 

voyage. From the beginning I had somehow looked upon Betsy as a woman, hearing him so 

spoken of, and this reconciled me in some measure to the want of a maid, which I had been used 

to. But I was a manageable girl at all times, and gave nobody much trouble. 

I have not knowledge enough to give an account of my voyage, or to remember the names of the 

seas we passed through or the lands which we touched upon in our course. The chief thing I can 

remember (for I do not recollect the events of the voyage in any order) was Atkinson taking me 

upon deck to see the great whales playing about the sea. There was one great whale came 

bounding up out of the sea, and then he would dive into it again, and then he would come up at a 

distance where nobody expected him, and another whale was following after him. Atkinson said 

they were at play, and that the lesser whale loved that bigger whale, and kept it company all 

through the wide seas; but I thought it strange play and a frightful kind of love, for I every 

minute expected they would come up to our ship and toss it. But Atkinson said a whale was a 

gentle creature, and it was a sort of sea-elephant, and that the most powerful creatures in Nature 

are always the least hurtful. And he told me how men went out to take these whales, and stuck 

long pointed darts into them; and how the sea was discoloured with the blood of these poor 

whales for many miles' distance; and I admired the courage of the men, but I was sorry for the 

inoffensive whale. Many other pretty sights he used to show me, when he was not on watch or 

doing some duty for the ship. No one was more attentive to his duty than he, but at such times as 

he had leisure he would show me all pretty sea-sights: the dolphins and porpoises that came 

before a storm, and all the colours which the sea changed to—how sometimes it was a deep blue, 

and then a deep green, and sometimes it would seem all on fire. All these various appearances he 

would show me, and attempt to explain the reason of them to me, as well as my young capacity 

would admit of. There were a lion and a tiger on board going to England as a present to the King, 

and it was a great diversion to Atkinson and me, after I had got rid of my first terrors, to see the 

ways of these beasts in their dens, and how venturous the sailors were in putting their hands 

through the grates, and patting their rough coats. Some of the men had monkeys, which ran loose 

about, and the sport was for the men to lose them, and find them again. The monkeys would run 

up the shrouds and pass from rope to rope, with ten times greater alacrity than the most 

experienced sailor could follow them, and sometimes they would hide themselves in the most 

unthought-of places, and when they were found, they would grin and make mouths, as if they 

had sense. Atkinson described to me the ways of these little animals in their native woods, for he 

had seen them. Oh, how many ways he thought of to amuse me in that long voyage! 
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"He would show me all pretty sea-sights." 

Sometimes he would describe to me the odd shapes and varieties of fishes that were in the sea, 

and tell me tales of the sea-monsters that lay hid at the bottom, and were seldom seen by men, 

and what a glorious sight it would be if our eyes could be sharpened to behold all the inhabitants 

of the sea at once, swimming in the great deeps, as plain as we see the gold and silver fish in a 

bowl of glass. With such notions he enlarged my infant capacity to take in many things. 

When in foul weather I have been terrified at the motion of the vessel, as it rocked backwards 

and forwards, he would still my fears, and tell me that I used to be rocked so once in a cradle, 

and that the sea was God's bed and the ship our cradle, and we were as safe in that great motion 

as when we felt that lesser one in our little wooden sleeping-places. When the wind was up, and 

sang through the sails, and disturbed me with its violent clamours, he would call it music, and 

bid me hark to the sea-organ, and with that name he quieted my tender apprehensions. When I 
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have looked around with a mournful face at seeing all men about me, he would enter into my 

thoughts, and tell me pretty stories of his mother and his sisters, and a female cousin that he 

loved better than his sisters, whom he called Jenny, and say that when we got to England I 

should go and see them, and how fond Jenny would be of his little daughter, as he called me; and 

with these images of women and females which he raised in my fancy he quieted me for a while. 

One time, and never but once he told me that Jenny had promised to be his wife if ever he came 

to England, but that he had his doubts whether he should live to get home, for he was very sickly. 

This made me cry bitterly. 

That I dwell so long upon the attention of this Atkinson is only because his death, which 

happened just before we got to England, affected me so much, that he alone of all the ship's crew 

has engrossed my mind ever since, though, indeed, the captain and all were singularly kind to 

me, and strove to make up for my uneasy and unnatural situation. The boatswain would pipe for 

my diversion, and the sailor-boy would climb the dangerous mast for my sport. The rough 

foremast-man would never willingly appear before me till he had combed his long black hair 

smooth and sleek, not to terrify me. The officers got up a sort of play for my amusement, and 

Atkinson, or, as they called him, Betsy, acted the heroine of the piece. All ways that could be 

contrived were thought upon to reconcile me to my lot. I was the universal favourite. I do not 

know how deservedly, but I suppose it was because I was alone, and there was no female in the 

ship besides me. Had I come over with female relations or attendants, I should have excited no 

particular curiosity, I should have required no uncommon attentions. I was one little woman 

among a crew of men, and I believe the homage which I have read that men universally pay to 

women was in this case directed to me, in the absence of all other womankind. I do not know 

how that might be, but I was a little princess among them, and I was not six years old. 

I remember the first drawback which happened to my comfort was Atkinson's not appearing the 

whole of one day. The captain tried to reconcile me to it by saying that Mr. Atkinson was 

confined to his cabin, that he was not quite well, but a day or two would restore him. I begged to 

be taken in to see him, but this was not granted. A day, and then another came, and another, and 

no Atkinson was visible, and I saw apparent solicitude in the faces of all the officers, who 

nevertheless strove to put on their best countenances before me, and to be more than usually kind 

to me. At length, by the desire of Atkinson himself, as I have since learned, I was permitted to go 

into his cabin and see him. He was sitting up, apparently in a state of great exhaustion; but his 

face lighted up when he saw me, and he kissed me, and told me that he was going a great 

voyage, far longer than that which we had passed together, and he should never come back; and 

though I was so young, I understood well enough that he meant this of his death, and I cried 

sadly; but he comforted me, and told me that I must be his little executrix, and perform his last 

will, and bear his last words to his mother and his sisters, and to his cousin Jenny, whom I should 

see in a short time, and he gave me his blessing, as a father would bless his child, and he sent a 

last kiss by me to all his female relations, and he made me promise that I would go and see them 

when I got to England, and soon after this he died. But I was in another part of the ship when he 

died, and I was not told it till we got to shore, which was a few days after. But they kept telling 

me that he was better and better, and that I should soon see him, but that it disturbed him to talk 

with anyone. Oh, what a grief it was when I learned that I had lost an old shipmate, that had 

made an irksome situation so bearable by his kind assiduities, and to think that he was gone, and 

I could never repay him for his kindness! 
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When I had been a year and a half in England, the captain, who had made another voyage to 

India and back, thinking that time alleviated a little the sorrow of Atkinson's relations, prevailed 

upon my friends who had the care of me in England to let him introduce me to Atkinson's mother 

and sisters. Jenny was no more; she had died in the interval, and I never saw her. Grief for his 

death had brought on a consumption, of which she lingered about a twelvemonth, and then 

expired. But in the mother and the sisters of this excellent young man I have found the most 

valuable friends I possess on this side the great ocean. They received me from the captain as the 

little protége of Atkinson, and from them I have learned passages of his former life, and this in 

particular—that the illness of which he died was brought on by a wound of which he never quite 

recovered which he got in the desperate attempt, when he was quite a boy, to defend his captain 

against a superior force of the enemy which had boarded him, and which, by his premature 

valour, inspiriting the men, they finally succeeded in repulsing. This was that Atkinson who, 

from his pale and feminine appearance, was called Betsy. This was he whose womanly care of 

me got him the name of a woman, who, with more than female attention, condescended to play 

the handmaid to a little unaccompanied orphan that fortune had cast upon the care of a rough 

sea-captain and his rougher crew. 

 
 

 

 

THE CHANGELING. 

Mary Lamb  

My name, you know, is Withers; but as I once thought I was the daughter of Sir Edward and 

Lady Harriet Lesley, I shall speak of myself as Miss Lesley, and call Sir Edward and Lady 

Harriet my father and mother during the period I supposed them entitled to those beloved names. 

When I was a little girl, it was the perpetual subject of my contemplation that I was an heiress, 

and the daughter of a baronet; that my mother was the Honourable Lady Harriet; that we had a 

nobler mansion, infinitely finer pleasure-grounds, and equipages more splendid than any of the 

neighbouring families. I am ashamed to confess what a proud child I once was. How it happened 

I cannot tell, for my father was esteemed the best-bred man in the country, and the 

condescension and affability of my mother were universally spoken of. 

Alas! I am a changeling, substituted by my mother for the heiress of the Lesley family. It was for 

my sake she did this naughty deed; yet, since the truth has been known, it seems to me as if I had 

been the only sufferer by it; remembering no time when I was not Harriet Lesley, it seems as if 

the change had taken from me my birthright. 



173 

 

Lady Harriet had intended to nurse her child herself, but being seized with a violent fever soon 

after its birth, she was not only unable to nurse it but even to see it, for several weeks. I was not 

quite a month old at this time when my mother was hired to be Miss Lesley's nurse. She had 

once been a servant in the family; her husband was then at sea. 

She had been nursing Miss Lesley a few days, when a girl who had the care of me brought me 

into the nursery to see my mother. It happened that she wanted something from her own home, 

which she despatched the girl to fetch, and desired her to leave me till her return. In her absence 

she changed our clothes; then, keeping me to personate the child she was nursing, she sent away 

the daughter of Sir Edward to be brought up in her own poor cottage. 

When my mother sent away the girl, she affirmed she had not the least intention of committing 

this bad action; but after she was left alone with us, she looked on me, and then on the little lady 

baby, and she wept over me, to think she was obliged to leave me to the charge of a careless girl, 

debarred from my own natural food, while she was nursing another person's child. 

The laced cap and the fine cambric robe of the little Harriet were lying on the table ready to be 

put on. In these she dressed me, only just to see how pretty her own dear baby would look in 

missy's fine clothes. When she saw me thus adorned, she said to me: 

'Oh, my dear Ann, you look as like missy as anything can be! I am sure my lady herself, if she 

were well enough to see you, would not know the difference!' 

She said these words aloud, and while she was speaking a wicked thought came into her head—

how easy it would be to change these children! On which she hastily dressed Harriet in my 

coarse raiment. She had no sooner finished the transformation of Miss Lesley into the poor Ann 

Withers than the girl returned, and carried her away, without the least suspicion that it was not 

the same infant that she had brought thither. 
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"The girl carried her away without the least suspicion that it was not the same infant." 

It was wonderful that no one discovered that I was not the same child. Every fresh face that came 

into the room filled the nurse with terror. The servants still continued to pay their compliments to 

the baby in the same form as usual, crying: 

'How like it is to its father!' 

Nor did Sir Edward himself perceive the difference, his lady's illness probably engrossing all his 

attention at the time, though, indeed, gentlemen seldom take much notice of very young children. 

When Lady Harriet began to recover, and the nurse saw me in her arms caressed as her own 

child, all fears of detection were over; but the pangs of remorse then seized her. As the dear sick 
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lady hung with tears of fondness over me, she thought she should have died with sorrow for 

having so cruelly deceived her. 

When I was a year old, Mrs. Withers was discharged, and because she had been observed to 

nurse me with uncommon care and affection, and was seen to shed many tears at parting from 

me, to reward her fidelity Sir Edward settled a small pension on her, and she was allowed to 

come every Sunday to dine in the housekeeper's room, and see her little lady. 

When she went home, it might have been expected she would have neglected the child she had 

so wickedly stolen, instead of which she nursed it with the greatest tenderness, being very sorry 

for what she had done. All the ease she could ever find for her troubled conscience was in her 

extreme care of this injured child, and in the weekly visits to its father's house she constantly 

brought it with her. At the time I have the earliest recollection of her she was become a widow, 

and with the pension Sir Edward allowed her, and some plain work she did for our family, she 

maintained herself and her supposed daughter. The doting fondness she showed for her child was 

much talked of. It was said she waited upon it more like a servant than a mother, and it was 

observed its clothes were always made, as far as her slender means would permit, in the same 

fashion, and her hair cut and curled in the same form, as mine. To this person, as having been my 

faithful nurse, and to her child, I was always taught to show particular civility, and the little girl 

was always brought into the nursery to play with me. Ann was a little delicate thing, and 

remarkably well behaved, for, though so much indulged in every other respect, my mother was 

very attentive to her manners. 

As the child grew older my mother became very uneasy about her education. She was so very 

desirous of having her well behaved that she feared to send her to school, lest she should learn ill 

manners among the village children, with whom she never suffered her to play, and she was such 

a poor scholar herself that she could teach her little or nothing. I heard her relate this her distress 

to my own maid, with tears in her eyes, and I formed a resolution to beg of my parents that I 

might have Ann for a companion, and that she might be allowed to take lessons with me of my 

governess. 

My birthday was then approaching, and on that day I was always indulged in the privilege of 

asking some peculiar favour. 

'And what boon has my annual petitioner to beg to-day?' said my father, as he entered the 

breakfast-room on the morning of my birthday. 

Then I told him of the great anxiety expressed by Nurse Withers concerning her daughter; how 

much she wished it was in her power to give her an education that would enable her to get her 

living without hard labour. I set the good qualities of Ann Withers in the best light I could, and in 

conclusion I begged she might be permitted to partake with me in education, and become my 

companion. 

'This is a very serious request indeed, Harriet,' said Sir Edward. 'Your mother and I must consult 

together on the subject.' 
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The result of this conversation was favourable to my wishes. In a few weeks my foster-sister was 

taken into the house, and placed under the tuition of my governess. 

To me, who had hitherto lived without any companions of my own age, except occasional 

visitors, the idea of a play-fellow constantly to associate with was very pleasant, and, after the 

first shyness of feeling her altered situation was over, Ann seemed as much at her ease as if she 

had always been brought up in our house. I became very fond of her, and took pleasure in 

showing her all manner of attentions, which so far won on her affections that she told me she had 

a secret entrusted to her by her mother, which she had promised never to reveal as long as her 

mother lived, but that she almost wished to confide it to me, because I was such a kind friend to 

her; yet, having promised never to tell it till the death of her mother, she was afraid to tell it to 

me. At first I assured her that I would never press her to the disclosure, for that promises of 

secrecy were to be held sacred; but whenever we fell into any confidential kind of conversation, 

this secret seemed always ready to come out. Whether she or I were most to blame, I know not, 

though I own I could not help giving frequently hints how well I could keep a secret. At length 

she told me what I have before related—namely, that she was in truth the daughter of Sir Edward 

and Lady Lesley, and I the child of her supposed mother. 

When I was first in possession of this wonderful secret, my heart burned to reveal it. I thought 

how praiseworthy it would be in me to restore to my friend the rights of her birth; yet I thought 

only of becoming her patroness, and raising her to her proper rank. It never occurred to me that 

my own degradation must necessarily follow. I endeavoured to persuade her to let me tell this 

important affair to my parents. This she positively refused. I expressed wonder that she should so 

faithfully keep this secret for an unworthy woman, who in her infancy had done her such an 

injury. 

'Oh,' said she, 'you do not know how much she loves me, or you would not wonder that I never 

resent that. I have seen her grieve and be so very sorry on my account that I would not bring her 

into more trouble for any good that could happen to myself. She has often told me that, since the 

day she changed us, she has never known what it is to have a happy moment, and when she 

returned home from nursing you, finding me very thin and sickly, how her heart smote her for 

what she had done; and then she nursed and fed me with such anxious care that she grew much 

fonder of me than if I had been her own, and that on the Sundays when she used to bring me here 

it was more pleasure to her to see me in my father's own house than it was to her to see you, her 

real child. The shyness you showed towards her while you were very young, and the forced 

civility you seemed to affect as you grew older, always appeared like ingratitude towards her 

who had done so much for you. My mother has desired me to disclose this after her death, but I 

do not believe I shall ever mention it then, for I should be sorry to bring any reproach even on 

her memory.' 

In a short time after this important discovery, Ann was sent home to pass a few weeks with her 

mother, on the occasion of the unexpected arrival of some visitors to our house. They were to 

bring children with them, and these I was to consider as my own guests. 

In the expected arrival of my young visitants, and in making preparations to entertain them, I had 

little leisure to deliberate on what conduct I should pursue with regard to my friend's secret. 
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Something must be done, I thought, to make her amends for the injury she had sustained, and I 

resolved to consider the matter attentively on her return. Still my mind ran on conferring favours. 

I never considered myself as transformed into the dependent person. Indeed, Sir Edward at this 

time set me about a task which occupied the whole of my attention. He proposed that I should 

write a little interlude, after the manner of the French 'Petites Pièces,' and to try my ingenuity, no 

one was to see it before the representation, except the performers, myself, and my little friends, 

who, as they were all younger than I, could not be expected to lend me much assistance. I have 

already told you what a proud girl I was. During the writing of this piece, the receiving of my 

young friends, and the instructing them in their several parts, I never felt myself of so much 

importance. With Ann my pride had somewhat slumbered. The difference of our rank left no 

room for competition; all was complacency and good-humour on my part, and affectionate 

gratitude, tempered with respect, on hers. But here I had full room to show courtesy, to affect 

those graces, to imitate that elegance of manners, practised by Lady Harriet to their mothers. I 

was to be their instructress in action and in attitudes, and to receive their praises and their 

admiration of my theatrical genius. It was a new scene of triumph for me, and I might then be 

said to be in the very height of my glory. 

If the plot of my piece, for the invention of which they so highly praised me, had been indeed my 

own, all would have been well; but unhappily I borrowed from a source which made my drama 

end far differently from what I intended it should. In the catastrophe I lost not only the name I 

personated in the piece, but with it my own name also, and all my rank and consequence in the 

world fled from me for ever. My father presented me with a beautiful writing-desk for the use of 

my new authorship. My silver standish was placed upon it; a quire of gilt paper was before me. I 

took out a parcel of my best crow quills, and down I sate in the greatest form imaginable. 

I conjecture I have no talent for invention. Certain it is that, when I sat down to compose my 

piece, no story would come into my head but the story which Ann had so lately related to me. 

Many sheets were scrawled over in vain; I could think of nothing else. Still the babies and the 

nurse were before me in all the minutiæ of description Ann had given them. The costly attire of 

the lady baby, the homely garb of the cottage infant, the affecting address of the fond mother to 

her own offspring, then the charming équivoque in the change of the children—it all looked so 

dramatic. It was a play ready-made to my hands. The invalid mother would form the pathetic, the 

silly exclamations of the servants the ludicrous, and the nurse was nature itself. It is true I had a 

few scruples that it might, should it come to the knowledge of Ann, be construed into something 

very like a breach of confidence. But she was at home, and might never happen to hear of the 

subject of my piece, and if she did, why, it was only making some handsome apology. To a 

dependent companion to whom I had been so very great a friend, it was not necessary to be so 

very particular about such a trifle. 
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"Many sheets were scrawled over in vain. I could think of nothing else." 

Thus I reasoned as I wrote my drama, beginning with the title, which I called 'The Changeling,' 

and ending with these words: 'The curtain drops, while the lady clasps the baby in her arms, and 

the nurse sighs audibly.' I invented no new incident; I simply wrote the story as Ann had told it 

to me, in the best blank verse I was able to compose. 

By the time it was finished the company had arrived. The casting the different parts was my next 

care. The Honourable Augustus M——, a young gentleman of five years of age, undertook to 

play the father. He was only to come in and say: 'How does my little darling do to-day?' The 

three Miss ——s were to be the servants; they, too, had only single lines to speak. 

As these four were all very young performers, we made them rehearse many times over, that they 

might walk in and out with proper decorum; but the performance was stopped before their 
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entrances and their exits arrived. I complimented Lady Elizabeth, the sister of Augustus, who 

was the eldest of the young ladies, with the choice of the lady mother, or the nurse. She fixed on 

the former. She was to recline on a sofa, and, affecting ill-health, speak some eight or ten lines, 

which began with, 'Oh, that I could my precious baby see!' To their cousin, Miss Emily ----, was 

given the girl who had the care of the nurse's child. Two dolls were to personate the two 

children, and the principal character of the nurse I had the pleasure to perform myself. It 

consisted of several speeches, and a very long soliloquy during the changing of the children's 

clothes. 

The elder brother of Augustus, a gentleman of fifteen years of age, refused to mix in our childish 

drama, yet condescended to paint the scenes, and our dresses were got up by my own maid. 

When we thought ourselves quite perfect in our several parts, we announced it for representation. 

Sir Edward and Lady Harriet, with their visitors, the parents of my young troop of comedians, 

honoured us with their presence. The servants were also permitted to go into a music-gallery, 

which was at the end of a ball-room we had chosen for our theatre. 

As author and principal performer, standing before a noble audience, my mind was too much 

engaged with the arduous task I had undertaken to glance my eyes towards the music-gallery, or 

I might have seen two more spectators there than I expected. Nurse Withers and her daughter 

Ann were there; they had been invited by the housekeeper to be present at the representation of 

Miss Lesley's play. 

In the midst of the performance, as I, in character of the nurse, was delivering the wrong child to 

the girl, there was an exclamation from the music-gallery of: 

'Oh, it's all true! it's all true!' 

This was followed by a bustle among the servants, and screams as of a person in an hysteric fit. 

Sir Edward came forward to inquire what was the matter. He saw it was Mrs. Withers who had 

fallen into a fit. Ann was weeping over her, and crying out: 

'Oh, Miss Lesley, you have told all in the play!' 

Mrs. Withers was brought out into the ball-room. There, with tears and in broken accents, with 

every sign of terror and remorse, she soon made a full confession of her so long-concealed guilt. 

The strangers assembled to see our childish mimicry of passion were witnesses to a highly-

wrought dramatic scene in real life. I intended that they should see the curtain drop without any 

discovery of the deceit. Unable to invent any new incident, I left the conclusion imperfect as I 

found it. But they saw a more strict poetical justice done; they saw the rightful child restored to 

its parents, and the nurse overwhelmed with shame, and threatened with the severest punishment. 

'Take this woman,' said Sir Edward, 'and lock her up till she be delivered into the hands of 

justice.' 
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Ann, on her knees, implored mercy for her mother. Addressing the children, who were gathered 

round her, 'Dear ladies,' said she, 'help me—on your knees help me—to beg forgiveness for my 

mother!' Down the young ones all dropped; even Lady Elizabeth bent on her knee. 'Sir Edward, 

pity her distress! Sir Edward pardon her!' 

All joined in the petition except one, whose voice ought to have been loudest in the appeal. No 

word, no accent came from me. I hung over Lady Harriet's chair, weeping as if my heart would 

break. But I wept for my own fallen fortunes, not for my mother's sorrow. 

I thought within myself: 'If in the integrity of my heart, refusing to participate in this unjust 

secret, I had boldly ventured to publish the truth, I might have had some consolation in the 

praises which so generous an action would have merited; but it is through the vanity of being 

supposed to have written a pretty story that I have meanly broken my faith with my friend, and 

unintentionally proclaimed the disgrace of my mother and myself.' 

While thoughts like these were passing through my mind, Ann had obtained my mother's pardon. 

Instead of being sent away to confinement and the horrors of a prison, she was given by Sir 

Edward into the care of the housekeeper, who had orders from Lady Harriet to see her put to bed 

and properly attended to, for again this wretched woman had fallen into a fit. 

Ann would have followed my mother, but Sir Edward brought her back, telling her that she 

should see her when she was better. He then led her towards Lady Harriet, desiring her to 

embrace her child. She did so, and I saw her, as I had phrased it in the play, 'clasped in her 

mother's arms.' 

This scene had greatly affected the spirits of Lady Harriet. Through the whole of it, it was with 

difficulty she had been kept from fainting, and she was now led into the drawing-room by the 

ladies. The gentlemen followed, talking with Sir Edward of the astonishing instance of filial 

affection they had just seen in the earnest pleadings of the child for her supposed mother. 

Ann, too, went with them, and was conducted by her whom I had always considered as my own 

particular friend. Lady Elizabeth took hold of her hand, and said: 

'Miss Lesley, will you permit me to conduct you to the drawing-room?' 

I was left weeping behind the chair where Lady Harriet had sate, and, as I thought, quite alone. A 

something had before twitched my frock two or three times, so slightly I had scarcely noticed it. 

A little head now peeped round, and looking up in my face, said: 

'She is not Miss Lesley!' 

It was the young Augustus. He had been sitting at my feet, but I had not observed him. He then 

started up, and taking hold of my hand with one of his, with the other holding fast by my clothes, 

he led, or rather dragged, me into the midst of the company assembled in the drawing-room. The 

vehemence of his manner, his little face as red as fire, caught every eye. The ladies smiled, and 
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one gentleman laughed in a most unfeeling manner. His elder brother patted him on the head, 

and said: 

'You are a humane little fellow. Elizabeth, we might have thought of this.' 

Very kind words were now spoken to me by Sir Edward, and he called me Harriet, precious 

name now grown to me. Lady Harriet kissed me, and said she would never forget how long she 

had loved me as her child. These were comfortable words, but I heard echoed round the room: 

'Poor thing! she cannot help it! I am sure she is to be pitied! Dear Lady Harriet, how kind, how 

considerate you are!' 

Ah! what a deep sense of my altered condition did I then feel! 

'Let the young ladies divert themselves in another room,' said Sir Edward; 'and Harriet, take your 

new sister with you, and help her to entertain your friends.' 

Yes, he called me Harriet again, and afterwards invented new names for his daughter and me, 

and always called us by them, apparently in jest; yet I knew it was only because he would not 

hurt me with hearing our names reversed. When Sir Edward desired us to show the children into 

another room, Ann and I walked towards the door. A new sense of humiliation arose. How could 

I go out at the door before Miss Lesley? I stood irresolute. She drew back. The elder brother of 

my friend Augustus assisted me in this perplexity. Pushing us all forward, as if in a playful 

mood, he drove us indiscriminately before him, saying: 

'I will make one among you to-day.' 

He had never joined in our sports before. 

My luckless play, that sad instance of my duplicity, was never once mentioned to me afterwards, 

not even by any one of the children who had acted in it, and I must also tell you how considerate 

an old lady was at the time about our dresses. As soon as she perceived things growing very 

serious, she hastily stripped off the upper garments we wore to represent our different characters. 

I think I should have died with shame if the child had led me into the drawing-room in the 

mummery I had worn to represent a nurse. This good lady was of another essential service to me, 

for, perceiving an irresolution in everyone how they should behave to us, which distressed me 

very much, she contrived to place Miss Lesley above me at table, and called her Miss Lesley, 

and me Miss Withers, saying at the same time in a low voice, but as if she meant I should hear 

her, 

'It is better these things should be done at once, then they are over.' 

My heart thanked her, for I felt the truth of what she said. 

My poor mother continued very ill for many weeks. No medicine could remove the extreme 

dejection of spirits she laboured under. Sir Edward sent for Dr. Wheelding, the clergyman of the 
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parish, to give her religious consolation. Every day he came to visit her, and he would always 

take Miss Lesley and me into the room with him. 

My heart was softened by my own misfortunes, and the sight of my penitent, suffering mother. I 

felt that she was now my only parent. I strove, earnestly strove, to love her; yet ever when I 

looked in her face, she would seem to me to be the very identical person whom I should have 

once thought sufficiently honoured by a slight inclination of the head, and a civil, 'How do you 

do, Mrs Withers?' One day, as Miss Lesley was hanging over her with her accustomed fondness, 

Dr. Wheelding reading in a Prayer-Book, and, as I thought, not at that moment regarding us, I 

threw myself on my knees, and silently prayed that I, too, might be able to love my mother. 

Dr. Wheelding had been observing me. He took me into the garden, and drew from me the 

subject of my petition. 

'Your prayers, my good young lady,' said he, 'I hope, are heard. Sure I am they have caused me 

to adopt a resolution which, as it will enable you to see your mother frequently, will, I hope, 

greatly assist your pious wishes. I will take your mother home with me to superintend my family. 

Under my roof doubtless Sir Edward will often permit you to see her. Perform your duty towards 

her as well as you possibly can. Affection is the growth of time. With such good wishes in your 

young heart, do not despair that in due time it will assuredly spring up.' 

With the approbation of Sir Edward and Lady Harriet, my mother was removed in a few days to 

Dr. Wheelding's house. There she soon recovered! there she at present resides. She tells me she 

loves me almost as well as she did when I was a baby, and we both wept at parting when I went 

to school. 

 

THE INQUISITIVE GIRL. 

ANON. 

Dr. Hammond was a physician in great practice in the West of England. He resided in a small 

market-town, and his family consisted of one son named Charles, and two daughters, Louisa and 

Sophy. 

Sophy possessed many amiable qualities, and did not want for sense, but every better feeling was 

lost in her extreme inquisitiveness. Her faculties were all occupied in peeping and prying about, 

and, provided she could gratify her own curiosity, she never cared how much vexation she 

caused to others. 

This propensity began when she was so very young that it had become a habit before her parents 

perceived it. She was a very little creature when she was once nearly squeezed to death between 

two double doors as she was peeping through the keyhole of one of them to see who was in the 

drawing-room; and another time she was locked up for several hours in a closet in which she had 

hid herself for the purpose of overhearing what her mother was saying to one of the servants. 
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When Sophy was eleven and her sister about sixteen years old their mother died. Louisa was 

placed at the head of her father's house, and the superintendence of Sophy's education necessarily 

devolved on her. The care of such a family was a great charge for a young person of Miss 

Hammond's age, and more especially as her father was obliged to be so much from home that 

she could not always have his counsel and advice even when she most needed it. By this means 

she fell into an injudicious mode of treating her sister. 

If Louisa received a note she carefully locked it up, and never spoke of its contents before 

Sophy. If a message was brought to her she always went out of the room to receive it, and never 

suffered the servant to speak in her sister's hearing. When any visitors came Louisa commonly 

sent Sophy out of the room, or if they were intimate friends she would converse with them in 

whispers; in short, it was her chief study that everything which passed in the family should be a 

secret from Sophy. Alas! this procedure, instead of repressing Sophy's curiosity, only made it the 

more keen; her eyes and ears were always on the alert, and what she could not see, hear, or 

thoroughly comprehend she made out by guesses. 

 
If Louisa received a note she carefully locked it up. 

The worst consequence of Louisa's conduct was that as Sophy had no friend and companion in 

her sister, who treated her with such constant suspicion and reserve, she necessarily was induced 

to find a friend and companion amongst the servants, and she selected the housemaid Sally, a 

good-natured, well-intentioned girl, but silly and ignorant and inquisitive like herself, and it may 

be easily supposed how much mischief these two foolish creatures occasioned, not only in the 

family, but also amongst their neighbours. 
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It happened soon after that, for an offence which was the cause of very great vexation to her 

brother, and was the occasion of his being for a time deprived of the friendship of Sir Henry and 

Lady Askham, two of Dr. Hammond's nearest and most intimate neighbours, her father ordered 

Sophy, as a still further punishment, to be locked up in her own room till the Sunday following. 

This was on Friday, and Sophy had two days of solitude and imprisonment before her. The first 

day she passed very dismally, but yet not unprofitably, for she felt truly ashamed and sorry for 

her fault, and made many good resolutions of endeavouring to cure herself of her mischievous 

propensity. The second day she began to be somewhat more composed, and by degrees she was 

able to amuse herself with watching the people in the street, which was overlooked by the 

windows of her apartment, and she began, almost unconsciously to herself, to indulge in her old 

habit of trying to find out what everybody was doing, and in guessing where they were going. 

She had not long been engaged in watching her neighbours before her curiosity was excited by 

the appearance of a servant on horseback, who rode up to the door, and, after giving a little three-

cornered note to Dr. Hammond's footman, rode off. The servant she knew to be Mrs. Arden's, an 

intimate friend of her father, and the note she conjectured was an invitation to dinner, and the 

guessing what day the invitation was for, and who were to be the company, and whether she was 

included in the invitation, was occupying her busy fancy, when she saw her sister going out of 

the house with the three-cornered note in her hand, and cross the street to Mr. McNeal's stocking 

shop, which was opposite. Almost immediately afterwards Mr. McNeal's shopman came out of 

the shop, and, running down the street, was presently out of sight, but soon returned with Mr. 

McNeal himself. She saw Louisa reading the note to Mr. McNeal, and in a few minutes 

afterwards returned home. Here was matter of wonder and conjecture. Sophy forgot all her good 

resolutions, and absolutely wearied herself with her useless curiosity. 

At length the term of her imprisonment was over, and Sophy was restored to the society of her 

family. At first she kept a tolerable guard over herself. Once she saw her father and sister 

whispering, and did not, though she longed much to do it, hold her breath that she might hear 

what they were saying. Another time she passed Charles's door when it was ajar and the little 

study open, and she had so much self-command that she passed by without peeping in, and she 

began to think she was cured of her faults. But in reality this was far from being the case, and 

whenever she recollected Mrs. Arden's mysterious note she felt her inquisitive propensities as 

strong as ever. Her eyes and ears were always on the alert, in hopes of obtaining some clue to the 

knowledge she coveted, and if Mrs. Arden's or Mr. McNeal's names were mentioned she listened 

with trembling anxiety in the hope of hearing some allusion to the note. 

At last, when she had almost given up the matter in despair, an unlooked-for chance put her in 

possession of a fragment of this very note to which she attached so much importance. 

One day Louisa wanted to wind a skein of silk, and in looking for a piece of paper to wind it 

upon she opened her writing-box, and took out Mrs. Arden's note. Sophy knew it again in an 

instant from its three-cornered shape. She saw her sister tear the note in two, throw one-half 

under the grate, and fold the other part up to wind her silk upon. Sophy kept her eye on the paper 

that lay under the grate in the greatest anxiety, lest a coal should drop upon it and destroy it, 

when it seemed almost within her grasp. Louisa was called out of the room, and Sophy, 

overpowered by the greatness of the temptation, forgot all the good resolutions she had so lately 
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made, and at the risk of setting fire to her sleeve, snatched the paper from amongst the ashes, and 

concealed it in her pocket. She then flew to her own room to examine it at her case. The note had 

been torn lengthway of the paper, and that part of it of which Sophy had possessed herself 

contained the first half of each line of the note. Bolting her door for fear of interruption, she read, 

with trembling impatience, as follows: 

'Will you be kind enough to go to Mr. McNeal, and tell him he has made a great mistake the last 

stockings he sent; (charging them as silk) he has cheated of several pounds.—I am sorry to say 

that he has behaved very ill And Mr. Arden tells me that it must end in his being hanged I am 

exceedingly grieved but fear this will be the end.'  

 
She read it with trembling impatience. 

When Sophy had read these broken sentences she fancied that she fully comprehended the 

purport of the whole note, and she now saw the reason of her sister's hastening to Mr. McNeal's 

immediately on the receipt of the note, and of the hurry in which he had been summoned back to 

his shop. It appeared very clear to her that he had defrauded Mrs. Arden of a considerable sum of 

money, and that he was no longer that honest tradesman he had been supposed. The weight of 

this important discovery quite overburdened her, and, forgetful of her past punishment, and 

regardless of future consequences, she imparted the surprising secret to Sally. Sally was not one 

who could keep such a piece of news to herself; it was therefore soon circulated through half the 
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town that Mr. McNeal had defrauded Mrs. Arden, and that Mr. Arden declared he would have 

him hanged for it. Several persons in consequence avoided Mr. McNeal's shop, who saw his 

customers forsaking him without being able to know why they did so. Thus the conduct of this 

inconsiderate girl took away the good name of an honest tradesman, on no better foundation than 

her own idle conjectures drawn from the torn fragments of a letter. 

Mr. McNeal at length became informed of the injurious report that was circulated about him. He 

immediately went to Mrs. Arden to tell her of the report, and to ask her if any inadvertency of his 

own in regard to her dealings at his shop had occasioned her speaking so disadvantageously of 

him. Mrs. Arden was much astonished at what he told her, as she might well be, and assured him 

that she had never either spoken of him nor thought of him but as thoroughly an honourable and 

honest tradesman. Mrs. Arden was exceedingly hurt that her name should be attached to such a 

cruel calumny, and, on consulting with Sir Henry Askham, it was agreed that he and Mrs. Arden 

should make it their business to trace it back to its authors. They found no great difficulty in 

tracing it back to Sally, Dr. Hammond's servant. She was accordingly sent for to Mr. McNeal's, 

where Sir Henry Askham and Mr. Arden, with some other gentlemen, were assembled on this 

charitable investigation. Sally, on being questioned who had told her of the report replied, 

without hesitation, that she had been told by Miss Sophy, who had seen all the particulars in Mrs. 

Arden's handwriting. 

Mr. Arden was greatly astonished at hearing this assertion, and felt confident that the whole must 

have originated from some strange blunder. He and the other gentlemen immediately proceeded 

to Dr. Hammond's, and having explained their business to him, desired to see Sophy. She, on 

being asked, confirmed what Sally had said, adding that to satisfy them she could show them 

Mrs. Arden's own words, and she accordingly produced the fragment of the note. Miss 

Hammond, the instant she saw the paper recollected it again, and winding off the silk from the 

other half of Mrs. Arden's note, presented it to Mr. Arden, who, laying the two pieces of paper 

together, read as follows: 

'My Dear Miss Hammond,—Will you as soon as you receive this be kind enough to go to your 

opposite neighbour, Mr. McNeal, and tell him I find by looking at his bill he has made a great 

mistake as to the price of the last stockings he sent; and it seems to me (by not charging them as 

silk) he has cheated himself, as he'll see, of several pounds.—I am sorry to say of our new dog, 

that he has behaved very ill and worried two sheep, and Mr. Arden tells me that he very much 

fears it must end in his being hanged or he'll kill all the flock. I am exceedingly grieved, for he is 

a noble animal, but fear this will be the end of my poor dog. 'I am, dear Louisa, yours truly, 

'Mary 

Arden.' 

Thus by the fortunate preservation of the last half of the note the whole affair was cleared up, 

Mrs. Arden's character vindicated from the charge of being a defamer, and Mr. McNeal from all 

suspicion of dishonesty. And all their friends were pleased and satisfied. But how did Sophy 

feel? She did feel at last both remorse and humiliation. She had no one to blame but herself; she 

had no one to take her part, for even her father and her brother considered it due to public justice 
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that she should make a public acknowledgment of her fault to Mr. McNeal, and to ask his 

pardon. 

 

 

THE LITTLE BLUE BAG. 

Alicia Catharine Mant 

'I think,' said Agnes Clavering, a child of about eight years of age—'I think I should like to give 

that pretty blue bag I admired so much the other day at the Bazaar to my cousin Laura. She likes 

blue, and I know she wishes for a new bag.' 

'You will do very well, Agnes, in thus spending a part of your allowance of pocket-money,' 

replied Mrs. Clavering. 'Laura is one of the kindest little girls I know, and, being one of a large 

family, cannot have so many indulgences as yourself; and I am always glad when I see you bear 

this in mind.' 

'I shall give it her on New Year's Day,' continued Agnes, after a few minutes of thoughtfulness, 

'for it was on that day of this year that she gave me that pretty purse of her own making; and I 

shall buy a gold thimble to put in it, and a pretty little pair of scissors with a gold sheath, and a 

tortoiseshell box for needles, and some ivory winders for cotton.' 

'All these together,' replied Mrs. Clavering, 'will make a very handsome present, and I am sure 

that Laura will be much pleased with it. But do you know how long it is to New Year's Day?' 

'No, mother; I do not,' replied Agnes. 

'Nearly six weeks,' said Mrs. Clavering; 'but you may make your purchases the first time we 

walk through the Bazaar, and then you will have them ready against the time you require them.' 

Nothing more passed at that time on the subject of the blue bag, and that and several following 

days being wet, there was no opportunity of visiting the Bazaar. During this time Mrs. Clavering 

and Agnes went to dine with Mr. and Mrs. Parker, and when Agnes, on going to play with her 

cousins after dinner, saw Laura's shabby workbasket, and heard her complain of having broken 

her needle and hurt her finger by a hole in her thimble, Agnes felt very glad that she had 

happened to recollect what Laura wanted. She could hardly help telling her what was in 

preparation for her. More than once it was on the very tip of her tongue, and the secret certainly 

would have been revealed had not little Augusta Parker suddenly fallen against a table, which 

stood in the corner of the play-room and thrown its contents on the floor. 

'Oh, Augusta!' said Laura, in a tone of vexation; but she checked herself, and helping the little 

girl to rise, kindly asked her if she had hurt herself. 



188 

 

The child, however, was unhurt, and knowing that Laura would be vexed at the upset she had 

occasioned, she crept to the other end of the room, and began playing with her little brothers. 

'Oh, what beautiful shells!' said Agnes. 'Where did you get them, and why did you not show 

them to me, Laura? I am so fond of shells!' For it was a box of shells which the little Augusta 

had thrown off the table. 

'I did not mean you to see them yet,' replied Laura—'not till the box was full; but it does not 

signify now,' added the placid little girl; and the two children sat down together to examine this 

little mine of treasures. 

Agnes was not at all envious of Laura's box of shells, but Agnes would very much have liked to 

have had a box with shells placed in them exactly as Laura's were. It was one of her failings to 

wish to have the same toy or the same trinket which she saw in the possession of other little girls. 

It was not her desire to deprive them of theirs, but she wished to possess something exactly 

similar, and it had been her misfortune from the moment of her being able to form any wishes to 

have them immediately gratified. The consequence was that she was whimsical and capricious. 

The favourite wax doll of to-day would be discarded on the morrow for one of wood if she saw 

one of that sort in the hands of another. Her playthings never pleased her more than two or three 

days, and at the end of this time a string of new desires arose, which she knew would be 

immediately met, and which consequently led the way to others. She had only to ask and have, 

and this facility gradually produced a sort of selfishness which her mother was vexed at 

perceiving. Agnes was kind-hearted, and always willing that others should be gratified, but not at 

her expense; and Mrs. Clavering saw that, while any little present the child made to her friends, 

or charity bestowed on some poor object, occasioned no deprivation to herself, the motives for 

both could not be pure. 

When she had reached her eighth year, therefore, early as it might seem, Mrs. Clavering had set 

aside a purse for the use of her little girl, which she told her was all that would be expended for 

her amusements during the year, and she was anxious to see how far this arrangement might be a 

check on the boundless wishes of the little Agnes. Hitherto Agnes had gone on very well. Her 

father's presents, in spite of her mother's remonstrances, had kept the purse nearly full, and at the 

latter end of January it would be again replenished. But her father was now from home. It might 

so happen that he would be absent till that time, and Agnes knew that she must now use her 

means with caution. 

As she was returning with her mother home in the carriage from her uncle's, Agnes said: 

'I should so very much like a box of shells.' 

'And have you not as much pleasure in looking at Laura's?' replied Mrs. Clavering. 'And do you 

not think she has some pleasure in showing you what you have not of your own? It is very 

seldom indeed that she can have this pleasure, for you have everything, and a great deal more 

than she has. It so happens in this case that her father's brother has given her what I think it 

would be hardly in the power of your father to buy, for he brought them from abroad. And I hope 

you will be satisfied to see them when you are with your cousin, and be very careful of 
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expressing any wish for them before her. For you know that she has more than once offered you 

such little trifles as you have wished for when you have seen them in her possession.' 

'Oh, mother,' said Agnes, with eagerness, 'I do not want Laura's shells, indeed! I only wanted 

some like them. But I will try and not think of the shells.' 

'You should not do this, Agnes,' said Mrs. Clavering; 'you should try and think of them without 

wishing for them. But here we are at home.' 

A few days after this a lady called on Mrs. Clavering to invite her to go with her to look at some 

old china, and Agnes received permission to be of the party. While the two ladies were occupied 

with the master of the shop in looking through his assortment of china, the master's wife very 

good-naturedly busied herself with Agnes, and endeavoured to amuse her by showing her many 

curiosities contained on her numerous shelves. Amongst the rest she exhibited some drawers of 

shells, some of which were so like those which Agnes had seen in Laura's box that she began to 

long for them, and as the prices were marked, and they did not appear very expensive, she 

whispered to her mother and asked if she might purchase them. 

'Can you afford it?' whispered Mrs. Clavering in reply, and stroking at the same time the 

blooming cheek that rested against hers. 

'I think I can, mother,' again whispered Agnes, in a very coaxing manner. 

'If you are sure you can,' once more whispered Mrs. Clavering, 'you may; but remember the blue 

bag.' 

Agnes returned to the tempting shell-drawer. Mrs. Clavering advanced the money to pay for the 

new purchases, and on their return home Agnes begged her mother would directly pay herself 

from her own purse. 

'And, mother,' continued Agnes, 'I think the thimble shall be of silver instead of gold, for a gold 

one will cost a great deal of money. And I never use a gold one, and why should I give Laura 

one?' 

'I see no reason why, certainly,' answered Mrs. Clavering, 'excepting that it was your own 

proposal. I should have thought that a silver one was quite as well, if not better; but I did not like 

to check your wish of making a handsome present to your cousin. Let it be silver, if you please; 

but take care that you keep money enough to pay for that, and the other articles which you design 

putting into the New Year's present.' 

'Oh, I shall have plenty now, mother,' returned Agnes; 'but I think I could not have afforded the 

gold thimble.' 

And she went to her play-room to look at her shells, put them in order, and see how many were 

wanting to complete the number which her cousin possessed. 
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It now occurred to her that a box to contain them was indispensable, and the footman's brother 

being a carpenter, she desired him to get one made for her. It was soon completed, and when it 

came home, and was paid for, Agnes found that it had cost just the difference between a silver 

and a gold thimble. She proceeded to place her shells in order, but the box was not half full, and 

while thus occupied a visitor called, who was accompanied by her young son and a beautiful 

little white dog, and this little white dog and his master called off her attention for a while from 

her shells. 

The little animal was very amusing and very playful. He could perform a number of little odd 

tricks, and, amongst others, would patiently wait while his young master counted ten, and then 

would spring forwards and receive the piece of bread or biscuit held out to him. Agnes thought 

she never could be tired of playing with such a 'dear little dog,' to use her own expression, and 

she expressed her wishes so strongly and so earnestly that the little dog's master, after whispering 

to his mother, told Agnes that if she liked she was very welcome to keep the dog, for that he was 

going to school, and nobody at home cared for her but himself. Mrs. Clavering felt vexed that 

Agnes had so warmly expressed her admiration of the dog, but she did not see how she could 

decline her acceptance, and by this arrangement Agnes for the remainder of the day had nothing 

to wish for, excepting, indeed, it might be that the chapter of the History of England she read to 

her mother in the evening had not been quite so long, and that bedtime had not come before she 

had had another game of play with little Chloe. 

In the morning the first thing to be thought of was Chloe, and Chloe occasioned in her mistress 

so many wandering thoughts when she ought to have been occupied with her book that Mrs. 

Clavering was obliged to threaten the loss of the new favourite before the morning task could be 

accomplished. At length Chloe was turned out of the room, but then Chloe would run downstairs, 

and into the hall, and back again upstairs, and scratch at the drawing-room door for admittance, 

and when once more admitted, on Agnes's promise to let her lie still quietly under the sofa, 

Chloe wished to go out of the room again; and out of the room once more, but only once, she 

was allowed to go. Then, on the hall-door being left open for a minute, Chloe was out in the 

street, and it was with considerable difficulty that James, the man-servant, could again catch her. 

This suggested the necessity of a collar for Chloe, and a collar, indeed, seemed indispensable if 

the dog was to be kept. 

'But I am not sure that I shall have money enough to buy one,' said Agnes, as she begged her 

mother to examine her purse, and assist her in calculating how much the blue bag and its 

furniture were likely to cost. 

Agnes thought, if father was at home she would have had the collar purchased for her directly, 

and as Mrs. Clavering had allowed the dog to be accepted, it seemed to her that it would not be 

an unreasonable indulgence to make Chloe's mistress a present of a collar. She told Agnes, 

therefore, that she would provide the little animal with a collar, and thinking that the sooner the 

blue bag was bought the less would be Agnes's temptation to encroach on the money set aside for 

its purchase, she directed her little girl to get her hat and pelisse put on, and they would proceed 

immediately to the Bazaar. 
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As Mrs. Clavering and Agnes were crossing the hall, a carriage drove to the door. It was Mrs. 

Montague, a particular friend of Mrs. Clavering, and she had called to invite her and Agnes to 

take a drive to a bird-fancier's, who had a large collection of canary-birds; for Harriet and Eliza 

Montague had been promised by their uncle that they should each have one, and their mother 

thought that Agnes would like to go and help choose them. The little girls had a very pleasant 

ride together, and they all thought the birds very beautiful, and that they sung delightfully. But it 

was rather an unfortunate excursion for Agnes, for on her return home Chloe pleased her no 

longer, and she told her mother she thought 'a canary-bird would be a much prettier pet than a 

rude, troublesome little dog.' 

'And yet you were very much pleased with your little dog yesterday,' remarked Mrs. Clavering, 

'and to-day she looks much prettier with her smart collar on, and she frisks and gambols about, 

and is as anxious as ever to be taken notice of.' 

At this moment Chloe ran up to her little mistress, and Agnes could not help acknowledging that 

her collar was very pretty. She kissed her mother for having so soon obliged her by buying one, 

and for an hour or two the canary-birds were forgotten. The next day, however, Agnes had been 

invited to spend with Harriet and Eliza Montague. The birds had been brought home. They 

looked even more beautiful in the play-room than at the bird-fancier's, and they and their cages 

together were so very ornamental that Agnes thought of them some minutes after she had laid her 

head on her pillow. In the morning she asked her mother if she might not buy a canary-bird. 

They were not very expensive, and she should like one so very much.' 

'I wish my dear little girl, you could learn to see what others have, and be amused and pleased, 

without always wishing to possess what has given you amusement and pleasure.' 

'If I can but have a canary-bird,' replied Agnes, 'I shall not wish for anything else, and shall be 

quite satisfied. Do, mother, let me buy one. Father would, I know, if he were at home.' 

'Your father is very indulgent, Agnes,' replied Mrs. Clavering. 'He sees you but seldom, and 

never likes to refuse you anything you wish for when he does see you; but I should not think you 

a good girl to impose upon his kindness by asking anything of him which I had thought it better 

to refuse you.' 

'I cannot see why I should not have a canary-bird, mother,' said Agnes, not, I am sorry to say, 

very good-humouredly, 'and I do not wish you to buy it for me. I could buy it myself, for, you 

know, I have money of my own.' 

'I do not mean to argue with you,' replied Mrs. Clavering, 'for little girls of your age are not 

always capable of understanding the reason why indulgences are refused them, though they are 

quite equal to knowing that it is their duty not to repine when they are withheld. However, do as 

you please about the canary-bird. If you have money sufficient to pay for one, let the bird be 

bought. The money was given you to spend exactly as you please.' 

Agnes looked at her mother. No, mother did not look pleased—she looked grave; and when 

Agnes's countenance once more brightened at the prospect of possessing the canary-bird, Mrs. 
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Clavering neither smiled nor even looked at Agnes. She continued looking at her work, and her 

needle went in and out very, very fast. Agnes walked up to her mother, and taking her purse from 

the box where it was always kept, took from it the money, and began to count it. 

Presently Mrs. Clavering said: 

'Well, Agnes, what is this beautiful bird to cost?' 

'Only five shillings,' replied Agnes. 

'And have you five shillings to spare?' said Mrs. Clavering. 

'Oh yes, mother; I think I have,' replied Agnes. 'Oh yes, I can do it very well. You know I talked 

of buying a gold scissor-sheath for Laura, but I think a leather one will do just as well. And then 

I shall have more than money enough for the canary-bird.' 

'Poor Laura!' said Mrs. Clavering. 'I am afraid she does not stand a very good chance of having 

any New Year's gift. However, the money is your own, and you are to do what you please with 

it. But if you did think of others a little more, and less of yourself, Agnes, you would be a much 

more amiable little girl.' 

Agnes for a minute looked grave, for she saw a tear in her mother's eye. But her mother did not 

look angry, and she went on with her calculations and schemes about canary-birds and cages. 

James was commissioned to purchase the bird so much desired, and as it was positively 

necessary that the bird, when bought, should have a habitation to live in, the tortoiseshell box 

designed for Laura was to be changed into a card needle-case, and the next morning Agnes's 

play-room was adorned with a very pretty canary-bird in a smart wire cage. 

The next day Laura and Augusta Parker came to visit their cousin, but they did not seem to take 

so much pleasure in the new purchase as it was supposed they would. They were very willing to 

assist Agnes in feeding her bird, and admired its plumage, which they thought very pretty and 

very soft, and they expressed no desire to be playing with anything else, for they saw Agnes was 

better pleased to be taking down and putting up her cage than in following any other amusement. 

But they would much rather have been playing with Agnes's new doll, or looking at some of her 

story-books, or puzzles, or play-things, of which she had such useless stores; and when she did 

lead them to some of these, neither Laura nor Augusta thought more of the canary-bird, except 

when it sang so loudly as to prevent the little girls from hearing each other speak. Indeed, it did 

sing so loudly that nothing else could be heard, and Agnes herself was at length so tired of it that 

she was sorry it had been purchased. Her dear cousin Laura, too, who was so gentle and good-

natured, had lost part of her pretty present by the purchase of this useless bird, and she should be 

ashamed to tell her mother she was tired of it. 

But she did not allow these thoughts to make her miserable, and the three little girls spent a very 

happy as well as a very busy day, for Laura set all Agnes's cupboards and drawers to rights for 

her, and looked over her maps and puzzles, and placed the right pieces in the right boxes; and she 

sewed in some leaves that were torn out of some of the prettiest story-books, for Agnes was very 
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careless with her books, and she placed them all in nice even rows upon the shelves. Then she 

mended the doll's frock, and made a very pretty new doll's bonnet; and Augusta made a tippet, all 

herself, even the cutting out and fitting, though she was only six years old; and she set the doll's 

house in order, and wiped the dust from off the little chairs and tables; and, in short, nothing 

could be so happy and comfortable as were the three little girls together. Then at last they came 

to the box with the shells, but this Agnes preferred not looking at, for she had very few shells, 

compared to her cousin's collection, and the box was not half so pretty, for Laura's box was 

inlaid with ivory; and as Augusta was seizing upon the shells with her little dusting-cloth in her 

hand, Agnes said: 

'Oh, leave those, Augusta; they are not worth thinking about.' 

'But I thought you were very fond of shells,' said Laura. 

'Yes, so I am,' replied Agnes; 'but not such a set as these. They are nothing to yours.' And she 

turned from them with contempt, and drew Augusta to the other end of the room. 'Come, 

Augusta, we will play at mother and children. I will be your mother, and Laura and you shall be 

my children.' 

Laura and Augusta instantly agreed to what their cousin proposed, and for some time the play 

went on smoothly enough. But well inclined as was Augusta to do everything to make herself 

pleasant and agreeable, she did not like to 'pretend to be naughty' so often as her little mother 

required of her; and Agnes, as little mothers, I believe, frequently are, was very fond of having 

her play-child to punish, and set in the corner, and to lecture and scold. Laura thought there was 

a little too much disgrace, and that she had much rather have been allowed to be good; but Laura 

never consulted her own wishes in opposition to her playfellows. Besides, Laura was a great girl 

and could not be supposed to care about these things. But poor Augusta was a very little child 

and had been accustomed to a great deal of indulgence from Laura, and she began to feel very 

serious at being so frequently reproved and disgraced. She really thought she must be naughty, 

or, at least, that Agnes thought her so; and after her little heart had been some time swelling with 

emotion, she at length burst out into tears, saying at the same time, with great vehemence: 

'Indeed, Cousin Agnes, I am not naughty!' 

'No, you only pretend to be naughty,' said Agnes. 'There, be a good child, and go in the corner, 

and pretend to be naughty once more, and presently, when you have done crying, I shall come 

and ask you if you are good.' 

'But, indeed, I am good now!' exclaimed Augusta, resisting Agnes as she tried to lead her back to 

the corner. And I don't like to be naughty! I like to be good!' 

'Let me be naughty; it is my turn to be naughty now, Agnes,' said Laura, stepping forwards and 

taking Augusta's other hand. 

'Oh, but it is not half so much fun for you to be naughty,' said Agnes; 'you are such a great girl. 

Besides, Augusta pretends to cry so well.' 
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'I don't pretend to cry, and I will not be naughty any more!' said Augusta, who was now irritated 

into a violent pet; and as she struggled against her cousin, who attempted to draw her to the 

corner, the poor child was thrown down, and her head hit against the sharp corner of the shell-

box. 

She gave a loud scream, and Mrs. Clavering and Mrs. Parker hastened to the room. Laura picked 

up her little sister, on whose forehead there was a severe bruise. Agnes looked pale and ashamed, 

but no one explained how the accident had happened. 

Mrs. Clavering caught up the sobbing Augusta and rang the bell for cold water. The child ran to 

her mother, who drew aside the curls which almost hid the bruise, and kissing her cheek and 

forehead, good humouredly assured Mrs. Clavering that it was only a trifling hurt, and in a few 

minutes tranquillity was restored. But Augusta, whose temper had been more hurt than her 

forehead, begged that she might accompany her mother to the drawing-room; and as the tea was 

now nearly ready, Mrs. Clavering told Agnes she might as well bring both of her cousins with 

her. This arrangement was not very pleasing to Agnes, for she had gained a half-promise from 

her mother in the morning that she should herself make tea for her cousins in a set of beautiful 

china which she had lately received from Nottinghamshire; but Mrs. Clavering saw from 

Augusta's manner of clinging to her mother that something of disagreement had taken place 

amongst the children, and as she was aware of Agnes's inclination to be the mistress of the party, 

she judged that it would be better for this evening that the elder and younger parts of the family 

should make but one party. Agnes was disappointed—very much disappointed; but she 

fortunately recollected that the disappointment was owing to her own exertion of authority over 

the poor little Augusta, and she was wise enough to submit in silence. Mrs. Parker, who was 

always lively and agreeable, brought forward a great many laughable stories for the amusement 

of the young party; and the mortification of the young tea-maker, and the pain of Augusta's 

forehead, and, more than this, her anger against her cousin, had all subsided before the urn had 

done hissing and a pile of plum cakes had been consumed. 

This and a great many more days had passed before Agnes paid another visit to her purse, which 

lay snugly in her mothers' drawer. Neither had her mother's drawer been opened, for Mrs. 

Clavering had caught a severe cold, and for several days she kept her bed. During this time 

Agnes was very dull, for although she spent one whole day with her cousins, and another with 

the little Montagues, there was a great deal of time she was by herself, and being a very sociable 

little girl, she never preferred being without a companion. Her aunt Parker invited her to come 

and stay with her entirely during her mother's illness, but Mrs. Clavering preferred her remaining 

at home. It was fortunate that she did so, for Laura and Augusta Parker a few days after fell 

severely ill with an infectious fever, and, of course, it was no longer right that they should be 

visited by their cousin. They were for some days dangerously ill, and when they did begin to get 

better, it was very slowly, and some weeks passed before it was thought fit that the cousins 

should meet. It was also some time before Mrs. Clavering was sufficiently recovered to leave the 

house again, either on foot or in the carriage; but Mrs. Montague frequently called for Agnes, 

and gave her a ride in her carriage, and after her own way was very kind to her. But her way was 

that of indulging her, as she did her own children, in every wish they expressed. Whatever toys 

or trinkets they wished for were purchased for them, and so unreasonable had they been in their 

wishes that Mrs. Montague had at length been driven to refuse their going to the Bazaar 
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altogether; for when there she had not the resolution, as she ought to have had, to deny them any 

particular thing they had set their minds on. For this reason, they had not been for some time to 

this tempting repository of pretty things; but, finding that their young friend Agnes was wishing 

to go thither to purchase a blue bag, they engaged their mother to take them once more, and a 

day was fixed on for the proposed treat. 

Mrs. Clavering was sufficiently recovered to be sitting on the sofa in the drawing-room when 

Agnes came to petition for her purse. 

'And you have settled everything that you are to buy, have you not, my little girl?' said Mrs. 

Clavering, as she took from the drawer the silken purse and placed it in the hand of the eager 

Agnes. 

'Oh yes, mother,' replied Agnes, scarcely allowing herself time to draw on her gloves, so anxious 

was she to be going, and she ran towards the door. 

'But Mrs. Montague is not come yet, Agnes,' said Mrs. Clavering. 

'Oh, I forgot,' replied Agnes, returning towards her mother. Then, telling upon her fingers she 

went on: 'Blue bag, thimble, needle-book, scissors, winders.' 

'And pincushion,' said Mrs. Clavering. 

'Oh yes, pincushion; I had forgotten pincushion. Yes, there must be a pincushion.' 

'Now, could not you make the pincushion yourself, Agnes?' asked Mrs. Clavering. 'And the 

needle-case, I should think, too; and Laura would like them better for your making them.' 

'I do not think I should be able to make them well enough, mother,' replied Agnes; 'and I should 

not like to give anything clumsy to Laura. No, I think I shall buy them.' 

'Well, do as you please about this,' replied Mrs. Clavering; and Mrs. Montague's carriage being 

now heard to rattle down to the door, she gave her little girl a hasty kiss, and Agnes ran 

downstairs and was very soon on her road to the Bazaar. 

As they drove through the streets the little Montagues were very eager in describing a beautiful 

new stall which had been opened since they had been to the Bazaar. It was one of French toys 

and trinkets, and there were a great many very pretty and very ingenious things exhibiting there. 

There were dolls, and workboxes, and wire-dancers, and puzzles of every description. And so 

very anxious were all three of the little girls to see and admire what all the little and great girls, 

too, of their acquaintance thought so very well worth seeing and admiring that, when they had 

left the carriage and entered the room, Mrs. Montague could scarcely keep pace with the nimble-

footed little party. They paced round and round the lower room, and were just ascending into the 

upper, when the first thought of the blue bag crossed the recollection of Agnes. 
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'Oh, my little blue bag!' she said to her young companions; and slipping behind them, stopped at 

the stall where she had before seen it displayed. 

It was sold. This was not the fault of Agnes. 

Should they make another for the young lady? It would be ready by to-morrow, and it should be 

sent home to any place she should appoint. 

'Yes—no.' 

Agnes was in a great hurry to go upstairs to the French stall, and Harriet and Eliza were both 

urging her to make haste. 

'There will be prettier bags at the French stall, love, most likely,' whispered Mrs. Montague; 'and, 

if not, you could give this order as you returned downstairs.' 

Agnes wanted very little persuasion to despatch her business below, and the three little girls 

again quickened their pace towards the upstair room. 

'How pretty!' 'How beautiful!' 'How curious!' 'Agnes look here,' and 'Harriet see this'; and 'Eliza, 

pray look at that'; and 'Mother, may I buy this?' and 'Mother, may I buy that?' were the hasty and 

rapid exclamations of the first few minutes after the young party had arrived at the famed French 

stall; and so very much inclined were all of them to touch as well as look at everything that the 

chattering lady behind the counter was at length obliged in the most civil and polite manner to 

beg that they would be careful, and not touch what they did not want to buy. 

But they wanted to buy everything, and found it very difficult to determine what they wanted to 

buy most; and whatever Harriet and Eliza fixed upon for themselves, Agnes thought that she 

should like the same for herself. There was no blue bag at this stall, or, if there was, Agnes saw 

none, nor any other bag. Her attention was first drawn to a droll little fellow upon wires who 

tumbled over and over again as fast as the eye could follow him. Harriet bought one of these, and 

Agnes longed for one. By the side of the famous little tumbler there was a glittering row of 

bright shining scissors, and a thought of Laura glanced across our little Agnes. But the bag was 

not yet bought. Besides, the bag might be given without the scissors, and the woman said there 

were but two of these little tumblers ever made. Harriet had purchased the other, and while Laura 

and the scissors made Agnes for a moment hesitate, a gentleman put his hand upon the remaining 

tumbler. Agnes looked up eagerly in his face, and then at the woman; and the woman said she 

believed the young lady was going to buy that. The chance of losing it determined the young 

lady's wavering resolution, and the tumbler was paid for, and the scissors forgotten. Then came 

other things equally charming and equally attractive. Laura was again thought of in conjunction 

with a box of splendid thimbles, a tray of ivory winders, and pincushions, and needle-cases 

without number. But she could make the pincushion and needle-case, as her mother had advised 

her, and her mother, no doubt, would give her silk for the purpose; and she could make a thread-

case on to the pincushion; and then she should not want any winders. And the thimble, and the 

scissors? Agnes found it rather difficult to reason away these, but the sudden recollection that her 

father would be home before New Year's Day, and that he would assist her in purchasing what 
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she herself could not afford to buy, turned the scale against poor Laura; and at length all the 

whole list of useful articles designed for the New Year's gift were by degrees abandoned for a 

collection of showy but childish toys, which were to amuse their possessor a day, but not longer, 

and perhaps not so long. 

On returning downstairs the party again passed the stall where the blue bag had first attracted 

Agnes's admiration on a former visit. The woman who was keeping the stall curtseyed civilly, 

and asked if she might be allowed to make another bag. Agnes felt ashamed, and hastened on, for 

her purse was empty. But the feeling did not continue painful very long, for the little party were 

all in high spirits, and when they were reseated in the carriage, their tongues went fast, and their 

merriment continued till they arrived at Mrs. Clavering's. The carriage stopped, the step was let 

down, and Agnes, scarcely allowing herself time to say good-bye to her companions or thank 

Mrs. Montague for her morning's pleasure, ran upstairs and into the drawing-room to show her 

treasures to her mother. 
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Agnes felt ashamed, and hastened on, for her purse was empty. 

'Oh, mother!' said the eager child, as she flew across the room, and began to exhibit the contents 

of all her little packets, 'did you ever see anything so droll as this pretty fellow?' And the tumbler 

was placed upon the table. 'And I am sure I never saw anything half so curious as this!' And 

another paper packet was unrolled. 

'And how hot you are, my poor child!' said Mrs. Clavering, thinking of nothing for the first few 

moments but the heated countenance of her child, and her tippet, which was hanging half off, 

and her bonnet, which was crushed into any shape but its own. 'Why, what have you been doing 

with yourself?' 

'Only playing with Harriet and Eliza in the carriage,' replied the breathless child, at the same time 

shrugging her shoulders, for now that the game of romps was over she was beginning to feel 

rather uncomfortable. 'And look at this very small wee-wee humming-top!' And another paper 

was unrolled. 'And did you ever see such beautiful sweetmeats?' as the fourth and last packet was 

displayed. 

'Well, and where did you get all these things?' said Mrs. Clavering, as she turned from the heated 

child to the treasures displayed before her. 

'Oh, at the Bazaar! There is such a beautiful new stall there, and it is covered with such pretty 

things!' 

'And do you think that Laura will like these things so well as the blue bag, and the rest of the 

things you talked of buying for her? And do you think they will be as useful to her?' 

'Oh, mother,' began stammering Agnes, 'these things—mother—are not—these are not for Laura, 

mother. These are—these are for myself.' 

'Oh, Agnes,' said Mrs. Clavering very gravely, 'you have not been spending all your money upon 

yourself and these foolish trifles, and forgetting your kind, good-natured cousin Laura?' 

Agnes's fingers were now engaged in twisting round and round them the cotton from the reel 

lying on her mother's lap, and she felt and looked very foolish. For a few moments nothing more 

was said, but presently Agnes approached closer to her mother and leaned against her. 

Mrs. Clavering took no notice of her little girl, and did not, as usual, encourage her endearing 

advances. Presently Agnes ventured to say: 

'It was my own money, mother, and you said I might do as I pleased with it.' 

However, Agnes knew a great deal better than to think for a moment that this was any excuse for 

her selfishness. 
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'Yes it was your own money,' replied Mrs. Clavering, 'and it certainly was given you to spend as 

you liked. But I am sorry, very sorry, that I have a little girl who never considers anybody's 

pleasure and amusement but her own.' 

'The blue bag was sold,' said Agnes, after a pause of a few minutes, during which she had been 

picking the pins out of her mother's pincushion and dropping them one by one on the floor. 

Mrs. Clavering took the pincushion gently from the hand of her little girl, and desired her to pick 

up the pins which she had been so carelessly scattering. 

'And were all the scissors and pincushions and thimbles sold, too?' continued Mrs. Clavering. 

'And would it not have been possible to have had another bag made, like the one you saw the 

other day?' 

'Yes, mother,' replied Agnes, as she replaced the last pin in the pincushion; 'the woman did offer 

to make another, but I had no money left then.' 

'This will never do, Agnes, indeed,' said Mrs. Clavering. 'If you are allowed to indulge all your 

wishes in this way while you continue a child, you will grow up to be a disagreeable and 

overbearing woman. Did you never read, "Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do 

ye even so to them"? Come, tell me; try and recollect.' And as Mrs. Clavering spoke her voice 

softened, and she laid her cheek on the head of her little girl, who had seated herself on a stool at 

her feet. 'Did you ever read of this?' 

'Yes, mother, I have read it in the Bible,' replied Agnes, as she turned round towards her mother, 

and laid her head coaxingly on her lap. 

'It was one of the directions of our blessed Saviour,' continued Mrs. Clavering, 'and His 

directions we ought always to obey. Now, supposing that your Cousin Laura had determined to 

give you anything she knew you were very desirous of having, should you like her to change her 

mind, because she fancied something for herself which she could not purchase without doing so? 

Should you not think she was unkind in doing so?' 

'Yes, mother,' replied Agnes; 'but Laura did not know I was going to give it her, and therefore 

she will not think me unkind.' 

'No, but you will know that you have been so,' replied Mrs. Clavering; 'and I know that you have 

been so, and I am very much hurt that you are so, for, as I have frequently told you, I do not like 

such little selfish ways as you too frequently indulge.' 

Agnes did not feel comfortable, and she had not half the enjoyment of her new purchases which 

she expected to have; and she had very little pleasure in showing them to her cousins, who were 

allowed on the next day, for the first time since their illness, to come and play with her. The 

tumbler was not half so droll as he seemed to be before she bought him. Augusta, however, was 

delighted with him. She laughed aloud at all his whimsical changes, and Agnes told her that she 

might have it if she liked for she was tired of it—not a very disinterested reason, but Augusta 
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was pleased with her present, and also with the sweetmeats of which she partook, and some of 

which she carried home to her brothers who were never forgotten. 

New Year's Day was now approaching very fast, and as it did approach Agnes thought a great 

deal of the little blue bag, and she longed for her father's return, for she thought that he would 

give her money if she asked for it, and still the present might be made. But New Year's Day 

arrived, and no father. Mr. Clavering had been detained by business, and might not be at home 

yet for some weeks. Poor Agnes! her last hope gone. An invitation to dinner arrived from Uncle 

and Aunt Parker. It was Laura's birthday, and the two families generally on that day had dined 

together. 

On the day before Agnes felt very serious for some minutes together, and when the thoughts of 

the blue bag crossed her, none of her play-things amused her, and she was grave, and very near 

shedding tears several times. Mrs. Clavering watched these emotions in her little girl, but took no 

notice of them till the following morning, when, calling her to her side, she said: 

'Agnes, I think you feel very sorry that you have been so selfish, and I am sure that you have not 

enjoyed yourself half so much with the variety of different things you have bought for your own 

gratification as you would have done if you had persevered in spending your money, according 

to your first intentions, on your cousin Laura. Now, I do not like that Laura should lose her 

present, nor do I wish that you should suffer any more mortification than you have done for the 

fault you have committed, so that I have been endeavouring to make an arrangement for you that 

shall enable you still to oblige your cousin. You remember asking me a day or two since why I 

did not purchase new chimney ornaments, for that mine looked very shabby? It was my intention 

to have done so yesterday, for you know that I have pleasure in seeing the mantelpiece prettily 

ornamented, particularly as your father is always kind enough to admire it when it is so. But I 

have given up this intention at present that I might use the money which would have been 

required for the purpose in a different way; and if, my dearest child,' continued the affectionate 

mother, as a tear started into her eye, 'I can teach you by this, or by any other means, to learn to 

sacrifice your own desires to those of others, I shall never regret that the money has been 

employed in the purchase of a little blue bag.' 

Thus saying, Mrs. Clavering opened the drawer of her work-table, and exhibited a bag, the exact 

copy of the one which Agnes had first fixed on as a New Year's gift for her cousin. It was as 

completely furnished within as it was elegant on the outside. There was the gold thimble, the 

gold sheath to the scissors, the tortoiseshell needle-case, the ivory winders, and the pincushion 

edged with blue, and stuck in minikin pins, with the words, 'Affection—from Agnes to Laura,' 

Agnes's little heart swelled with emotion. She threw her arms round the neck of her mother, and 

sobbed aloud, as she promised never again to be a selfish little girl. 

'Your feelings now, my sweet girl, are strongly excited,' said Mrs. Clavering, as she pressed the 

lovely child in her arms, 'and at this moment I know you mean to perform all that you promise. 

You will find it difficult, perhaps, to keep your promise; but you must strive hard to do so, and in 

time no doubt you will succeed. Now go and get your pelisse and bonnet put on, for the carriage 

will soon be at the door.' 
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Agnes tripped away with light steps and a merrier heart than she expected would be her 

companion to her uncle's. The carriage was shortly after ready, and the cousins in half an hour 

were together. Oh, how grateful did Agnes feel to her mother when Laura met her! In Laura's 

arms was the box of shells which she had received from her uncle abroad, and which was now 

quite full; for Laura had denied herself everything that she might complete the collection, and 

she now presented it, with a feeling of calm and quiet pleasure, to her beloved cousin. Agnes felt 

ashamed and pleased, humbled and gratified, as she threw her arms round the neck of her dear 

Laura to thank her, and as she presented to the delighted girl, in return for her beautiful box of 

shells, the thimble, the scissors, the needle-case, the winders, the pincushion, and the little blue 

bag. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



202 

 

Lucy Maude Montgomery 

III. Each In His Own Tongue  

The honey-tinted autumn sunshine was falling thickly over the crimson and amber maples 

around old Abel Blair’s door. There was only one outer door in old Abel’s house, and it almost 

always stood wide open. A little black dog, with one ear missing and a lame forepaw, almost 

always slept on the worn red sandstone slab which served old Abel for a doorstep; and on the 

still more worn sill above it a large gray cat almost always slept. Just inside the door, on a bandy-

legged chair of elder days, old Abel almost always sat.  

He was sitting there this afternoon—a little old man, sadly twisted with rheumatism; his head 

was abnormally large, thatched with long, wiry black hair; his face was heavily lined and 

swarthily sunburned; his eyes were deep-set and black, with occasional peculiar golden flashes in 

them. A strange looking man was old Abel Blair; and as strange was he as he looked. Lower 

Carmody people would have told you.  

Old Abel was almost always sober in these, his later years. He was sober to-day. He liked to bask 

in that ripe sunlight as well as his dog and cat did; and in such baskings he almost always looked 

out of his doorway at the far, fine blue sky over the tops of the crowding maples. But to-day he 

was not looking at the sky, instead, he was staring at the black, dusty rafters of his kitchen, where 

hung dried meats and strings of onions and bunches of herbs and fishing tackle and guns and 

skins.  

But old Abel saw not these things; his face was the face of a man who beholds visions, compact 

of heavenly pleasure and hellish pain, for old Abel was seeing what he might have been—and 

what he was; as he always saw when Felix Moore played to him on the violin. And the awful joy 

of dreaming that he was young again, with unspoiled life before him, was so great and 

compelling that it counterbalanced the agony in the realization of a dishonoured old age, 

following years in which he had squandered the wealth of his soul in ways where Wisdom lifted 

not her voice.  

Felix Moore was standing opposite to him, before an untidy stove, where the noon fire had died 

down into pallid, scattered ashes. Under his chin he held old Abel’s brown, battered fiddle; his 

eyes, too, were fixed on the ceiling; and he, too, saw things not lawful to be uttered in any 

language save that of music; and of all music, only that given forth by the anguished, enraptured 

spirit of the violin. And yet this Felix was little more than twelve years old, and his face was still 

the face of a child who knows nothing of either sorrow or sin or failure or remorse. Only in his 

large, gray-black eyes was there something not of the child—something that spoke of an 

inheritance from many hearts, now ashes, which had aforetime grieved and joyed, and struggled 

and failed, and succeeded and grovelled. The inarticulate cries of their longings had passed into 

this child’s soul, and transmuted themselves into the expression of his music.  

Felix was a beautiful child. Carmody people, who stayed at home, thought so; and old Abel 

Blair, who had roamed afar in many lands, thought so; and even the Rev. Stephen Leonard, who 

taught, and tried to believe, that favour is deceitful and beauty is vain, thought so.  



203 

 

He was a slight lad, with sloping shoulders, a slim brown neck, and a head set on it with stag-like 

grace and uplift. His hair, cut straight across his brow and falling over his ears, after some 

caprice of Janet Andrews, the minister’s housekeeper, was a glossy blue-black. The skin of his 

face and hands was like ivory; his eyes were large and beautifully tinted—gray, with dilating 

pupils; his features had the outlines of a cameo. Carmody mothers considered him delicate, and 

had long foretold that the minister would never bring him up; but old Abel pulled his grizzled 

moustache when he heard such forebodings and smiled.  

“Felix Moore will live,” he said positively. “You can’t kill that kind until their work is done. 

He’s got a work to do—if the minister’ll let him do it. And if the minister don’t let him do it, 

then I wouldn’t be in that minister’s shoes when he comes to the judgment—no, I’d rather be in 

my own. It’s an awful thing to cross the purposes of the Almighty, either in your own life or 

anybody else’s. Sometimes I think it’s what’s meant by the unpardonable sin—ay, that I do!”  

Carmody people never asked what old Abel meant. They had long ago given up such vain 

questioning. When a man had lived as old Abel had lived for the greater part of his life, was it 

any wonder he said crazy things? And as for hinting that Mr. Leonard, a man who was really 

almost too good to live, was guilty of any sin, much less an unpardonable one—well, there now! 

what use was it to be taking any account of old Abel’s queer speeches? Though, to be sure, there 

was no great harm in a fiddle, and maybe Mr. Leonard was a mite too strict that way with the 

child. But then, could you wonder at it? There was his father, you see.  

Felix finally lowered the violin, and came back to old Abel’s kitchen with a long sigh. Old Abel 

smiled drearily at him—the smile of a man who has been in the hands of the tormentors.  

“It’s awful the way you play—it’s awful,” he said with a shudder. “I never heard anything like 

it—and you that never had any teaching since you were nine years old, and not much practice, 

except what you could get here now and then on my old, battered fiddle. And to think you make 

it up yourself as you go along! I suppose your grandfather would never hear to your studying 

music—would he now?”  

Felix shook his head.  

“I know he wouldn’t, Abel. He wants me to be a minister. Ministers are good things to be, but 

I’m afraid I can’t be a minister.”  

“Not a pulpit minister. There’s different kinds of ministers, and each must talk to men in his own 

tongue if he’s going to do ‘em any real good,” said old Abel meditatively. “YOUR tongue is 

music. Strange that your grandfather can’t see that for himself, and him such a broad-minded 

man! He’s the only minister I ever had much use for. He’s God’s own if ever a man was. And he 

loves you—yes, sir, he loves you like the apple of his eye.”  

“And I love him,” said Felix warmly. “I love him so much that I’ll even try to be a minister for 

his sake, though I don’t want to be.”  

“What do you want to be?”  
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“A great violinist,” answered the child, his ivory-hued face suddenly warming into living rose. “I 

want to play to thousands—and see their eyes look as yours do when I play. Sometimes your 

eyes frighten me, but oh, it’s a splendid fright! If I had father’s violin I could do better. I 

remember that he once said it had a soul that was doing purgatory for its sins when it had lived 

on earth. I don’t know what he meant, but it did seem to me that HIS violin was alive. He taught 

me to play on it as soon as I was big enough to hold it.”  

“Did you love your father?” asked old Abel, with a keen look.  

Again Felix crimsoned; but he looked straightly and steadily into his old friend’s face.  

“No,” he said, “I didn’t; but,” he added, gravely and deliberately, “I don’t think you should have 

asked me such a question.”  

It was old Abel’s turn to blush. Carmody people would not have believed he could blush; and 

perhaps no living being could have called that deepening hue into his weather-beaten cheek save 

only this gray-eyed child of the rebuking face.  

“No, I guess I shouldn’t,” he said. “But I’m always making mistakes. I’ve never made anything 

else. That’s why I’m nothing more than ‘Old Abel’ to the Carmody people. Nobody but you and 

your grandfather ever calls me ‘Mr. Blair.’ Yet William Blair at the store up there, rich and 

respected as he is, wasn’t half as clever a man as I was when we started in life: you mayn’t 

believe that, but it’s true. And the worst of it is, young Felix, that most of the time I don’t care 

whether I’m Mr. Blair or old Abel. Only when you play I care. It makes me feel just as a look I 

saw in a little girl’s eyes some years ago made me feel. Her name was Anne Shirley and she 

lived with the Cuthberts down at Avonlea. We got into a conversation at Blair’s store. She could 

talk a blue streak to anyone, that girl could. I happened to say about something that it didn’t 

matter to a battered old hulk of sixty odd like me. She looked at me with her big, innocent eyes, a 

little reproachful like, as if I’d said something awful heretical. ‘Don’t you think, Mr. Blair,’ she 

says, ‘that the older we get the more things ought to matter to us?’—as grave as if she’d been a 

hundred instead of eleven. ‘Things matter SO much to me now,’ she says, clasping her hands 

thisaway, ‘and I’m sure that when I’m sixty they’ll matter just five times as much to me.’ Well, 

the way she looked and the way she spoke made me feel downright ashamed of myself because 

things had stopped mattering with me. But never mind all that. My miserable old feelings don’t 

count for much. What come of your father’s fiddle?”  

“Grandfather took it away when I came here. I think he burned it. And I long for it so often.”  

“Well, you’ve always got my old brown fiddle to come to when you must.”  

“Yes, I know. And I’m glad for that. But I’m hungry for a violin all the time. And I only come 

here when the hunger gets too much to bear. I feel as if I oughtn’t to come even then—I’m 

always saying I won’t do it again, because I know grandfather wouldn’t like it, if he knew.”  

“He has never forbidden it, has he?”  
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“No, but that is because he doesn’t know I come here for that. He never thinks of such a thing. I 

feel sure he WOULD forbid it, if he knew. And that makes me very wretched. And yet I HAVE 

to come. Mr. Blair, do you know why grandfather can’t bear to have me play on the violin? He 

loves music, and he doesn’t mind my playing on the organ, if I don’t neglect other things. I can’t 

understand it, can you?”  

“I have a pretty good idea, but I can’t tell you. It isn’t my secret. Maybe he’ll tell you himself 

some day. But, mark you, young Felix, he has got good reasons for it all. Knowing what I know, 

I can’t blame him over much, though I think he’s mistaken. Come now, play something more for 

me before you go—something that’s bright and happy this time, so as to leave me with a good 

taste in my mouth. That last thing you played took me straight to heaven,—but heaven’s awful 

near to hell, and at the last you tipped me in.”  

“I don’t understand you,” said Felix, drawing his fine, narrow black brows together in a 

perplexed frown.  

“No—and I wouldn’t want you to. You couldn’t understand unless you was an old man who had 

it in him once to do something and be a MAN, and just went and made himself a devilish fool. 

But there must be something in you that understands things—all kinds of things—or you 

couldn’t put it all into music the way you do. How do you do it? How in—how DO you do it, 

young Felix?”  

“I don’t know. But I play differently to different people. I don’t know how that is. When I’m 

alone with you I have to play one way; and when Janet comes over here to listen I feel quite 

another way—not so thrilling, but happier and lonelier. And that day when Jessie Blair was here 

listening I felt as if I wanted to laugh and sing—as if the violin wanted to laugh and sing all the 

time.”  

The strange, golden gleam flashed through old Abel’s sunken eyes.  

“God,” he muttered under his breath, “I believe the boy can get into other folk’s souls somehow, 

and play out what HIS soul sees there.”  

“What’s that you say?” inquired Felix, petting his fiddle.  

“Nothing—never mind—go on. Something lively now, young Felix. Stop probing into my soul, 

where you haven’t no business to be, you infant, and play me something out of your own—

something sweet and happy and pure.”  

“I’ll play the way I feel on sunshiny mornings, when the birds are singing and I forget I have to 

be a minister,” said Felix simply.  

A witching, gurgling, mirthful strain, like mingled bird and brook song, floated out on the still 

air, along the path where the red and golden maple leaves were falling very softly, one by one. 

The Reverend Stephen Leonard heard it, as he came along the way, and the Reverend Stephen 

Leonard smiled. Now, when Stephen Leonard smiled, children ran to him, and grown people felt 
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as if they looked from Pisgah over to some fair land of promise beyond the fret and worry of 

their care-dimmed earthly lives.  

Mr. Leonard loved music, as he loved all things beautiful, whether in the material or the spiritual 

world, though he did not realize how much he loved them for their beauty alone, or he would 

have been shocked and remorseful. He himself was beautiful. His figure was erect and youthful, 

despite seventy years. His face was as mobile and charming as a woman’s, yet with all a man’s 

tried strength and firmness in it, and his dark blue eyes flashed with the brilliance of one and 

twenty; even his silken silvery hair could not make an old man of him. He was worshipped by 

everyone who knew him, and he was, in so far as mortal man may be, worthy of that worship.  

“Old Abel is amusing himself with his violin again,” he thought. “What a delicious thing he is 

playing! He has quite a gift for the violin. But how can he play such a thing as that,—a battered 

old hulk of a man who has, at one time or another, wallowed in almost every sin to which human 

nature can sink? He was on one of his sprees three days ago—the first one for over a year—lying 

dead-drunk in the market square in Charlottetown among the dogs; and now he is playing 

something that only a young archangel on the hills of heaven ought to be able to play. Well, it 

will make my task all the easier. Abel is always repentant by the time he is able to play on his 

fiddle.”  

Mr. Leonard was on the door-stone. The little black dog had frisked down to meet him, and the 

gray cat rubbed her head against his leg. Old Abel did not notice him; he was beating time with 

uplifted hand and smiling face to Felix’s music, and his eyes were young again, glowing with 

laughter and sheer happiness.  

“Felix! what does this mean?”  

The violin bow clattered from Felix’s hand upon the floor; he swung around and faced his 

grandfather. As he met the passion of grief and hurt in the old man’s eyes, his own clouded with 

an agony of repentance.  

“Grandfather—I’m sorry,” he cried brokenly.  

“Now, now!” Old Abel had risen deprecatingly. “It’s all my fault, Mr. Leonard. Don’t you blame 

the boy. I coaxed him to play a bit for me. I didn’t feel fit to touch the fiddle yet myself—too 

soon after Friday, you see. So I coaxed him on—wouldn’t give him no peace till he played. It’s 

all my fault.”  

“No,” said Felix, throwing back his head. His face was as white as marble, yet it seemed ablaze 

with desperate truth and scorn of old Abel’s shielding lie. “No, grandfather, it isn’t Abel’s fault. I 

came over here on purpose to play, because I thought you had gone to the harbour. I have come 

here often, ever since I have lived with you.”  

“Ever since you have lived with me you have been deceiving me like this, Felix?”  
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There was no anger in Mr. Leonard’s tone—only measureless sorrow. The boy’s sensitive lips 

quivered.  

“Forgive me, grandfather,” he whispered beseechingly.  

“You never forbid him to come,” old Abel broke in angrily. “Be just, Mr. Leonard—be just.”  

“I AM just. Felix knows that he has disobeyed me, in the spirit if not in the letter. Do you not 

know it, Felix?”  

“Yes, grandfather, I have done wrong—I’ve known that I was doing wrong every time I came. 

Forgive me, grandfather.”  

“Felix, I forgive you, but I ask you to promise me, here and now, that you will never again, as 

long as you live, touch a violin.” Dusky crimson rushed madly over the boy’s face. He gave a cry 

as if he had been lashed with a whip. Old Abel sprang to his feet.  

“Don’t you ask such a promise of him, Mr. Leonard,” he cried furiously. “It’s a sin, that’s what it 

is. Man, man, what blinds you? You ARE blind. Can’t you see what is in the boy? His soul is full 

of music. It’ll torture him to death—or to worse—if you don’t let it have way.”  

“There is a devil in such music,” said Mr. Leonard hotly.  

“Ay, there may be, but don’t forget that there’s a Christ in it, too,” retorted old Abel in a low 

tense tone.  

Mr. Leonard looked shocked; he considered that old Abel had uttered blasphemy. He turned 

away from him rebukingly.  

“Felix, promise me.”  

There was no relenting in his face or tone. He was merciless in the use of the power he possessed 

over that young, loving spirit. Felix understood that there was no escape; but his lips were very 

white as he said,  

“I promise, grandfather.”  

Mr. Leonard drew a long breath of relief. He knew that promise would be kept. So did old Abel. 

The latter crossed the floor and sullenly took the violin from Felix’s relaxed hand. Without a 

word or look he went into the little bedroom off the kitchen and shut the door with a slam of 

righteous indignation. But from its window he stealthily watched his visitors go away. Just as 

they entered on the maple path Mr. Leonard laid his hand on Felix’s head and looked down at 

him. Instantly the boy flung his arm up over the old man’s shoulder and smiled at him. In the 

look they exchanged there was boundless love and trust—ay, and good-fellowship. Old Abel’s 

scornful eyes again held the golden flash.  
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“How those two love each other!” he muttered enviously. “And how they torture each other!”  

Mr. Leonard went to his study to pray when he got home. He knew that Felix had run for 

comforting to Janet Andrews, the little, thin, sweet-faced, rigid-lipped woman who kept house 

for them. Mr. Leonard knew that Janet would disapprove of his action as deeply as old Abel had 

done. She would say nothing, she would only look at him with reproachful eyes over the teacups 

at suppertime. But Mr. Leonard believed he had done what was best and his conscience did not 

trouble him, though his heart did.  

Thirteen years before this, his daughter Margaret had almost broken that heart by marrying a 

man of whom he could not approve. Martin Moore was a professional violinist. He was a popular 

performer, though not in any sense a great one. He met the slim, golden-haired daughter of the 

manse at the house of a college friend she was visiting in Toronto, and fell straightway in love 

with her. Margaret had loved him with all her virginal heart in return, and married him, despite 

her father’s disapproval. It was not to Martin Moore’s profession that Mr. Leonard objected, but 

to the man himself. He knew that the violinist’s past life had not been such as became a suitor for 

Margaret Leonard; and his insight into character warned him that Martin Moore could never 

make any woman lastingly happy.  

Margaret Leonard did not believe this. She married Martin Moore and lived one year in paradise. 

Perhaps that atoned for the three bitter years which followed—that, and her child. At all events, 

she died as she had lived, loyal and uncomplaining. She died alone, for her husband was away on 

a concert tour, and her illness was so brief that her father had not time to reach her before the 

end. Her body was taken home to be buried beside her mother in the little Carmody churchyard. 

Mr. Leonard wished to take the child, but Martin Moore refused to give him up.  

Six years later Moore, too, died, and at last Mr. Leonard had his heart’s desire—the possession 

of Margaret’s son. The grandfather awaited the child’s coming with mingled feelings. His heart 

yearned for him, yet he dreaded to meet a second edition of Martin Moore. Suppose Margaret’s 

son resembled his handsome vagabond of a father! Or, worse still, suppose he were cursed with 

his father’s lack of principle, his instability, his Bohemian instincts. Thus Mr. Leonard tortured 

himself wretchedly before the coming of Felix.  

The child did not look like either father or mother. Instead, Mr. Leonard found himself looking 

into a face which he had put away under the grasses thirty years before—the face of his girl 

bride, who had died at Margaret’s birth. Here again were her lustrous gray-black eyes, her ivory 

outlines, her fine-traced arch of brow; and here, looking out of those eyes, seemed her very spirit 

again. From that moment the soul of the old man was knit to the soul of the child, and they loved 

each other with a love surpassing that of women.  

Felix’s only inheritance from his father was his love of music. But the child had genius, where 

his father had possessed only talent. To Martin Moore’s outward mastery of the violin was added 

the mystery and intensity of his mother’s nature, with some more subtle quality still, which had 

perhaps come to him from the grandmother he so strongly resembled. Moore had understood 

what a career was naturally before the child, and he had trained him in the technique of his art 

from the time the slight fingers could first grasp the bow. When nine-year-old Felix came to the 
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Carmody manse, he had mastered as much of the science of the violin as nine out of ten 

musicians acquire in a lifetime; and he brought with him his father’s violin; it was all Martin 

Moore had to leave his son—but it was an Amati, the commercial value of which nobody in 

Carmody suspected. Mr. Leonard had taken possession of it and Felix had never seen it since. He 

cried himself to sleep many a night for the loss of it. Mr. Leonard did not know this, and if Janet 

Andrews suspected it she held her tongue—an art in which she excelled. She “saw no harm in a 

fiddle,” herself, and thought Mr. Leonard absurdly strict in the matter, though it would not have 

been well for the luckless outsider who might have ventured to say as much to her. She had 

connived at Felix’s visits to old Abel Blair, squaring the matter with her Presbyterian conscience 

by some peculiar process known only to herself.  

When Janet heard of the promise which Mr. Leonard had exacted from Felix she seethed with 

indignation; and, though she “knew her place” better than to say anything to Mr. Leonard about 

it, she made her disapproval so plainly manifest in her bearing that the stern, gentle old man 

found the atmosphere of his hitherto peaceful manse unpleasantly chill and hostile for a time.  

It was the wish of his heart that Felix should be a minister, as he would have wished his own son 

to be, had one been born to him. Mr. Leonard thought rightly that the highest work to which any 

man could be called was a life of service to his fellows; but he made the mistake of supposing 

the field of service much narrower than it is—of failing to see that a man may minister to the 

needs of humanity in many different but equally effective ways.  

Janet hoped that Mr. Leonard might not exact the fulfilment of Felix’s promise; but Felix 

himself, with the instinctive understanding of perfect love, knew that it was vain to hope for any 

change of viewpoint in his grandfather. He addressed himself to the keeping of his promise in 

letter and in spirit. He never went again to old Abel’s; he did not even play on the organ, though 

this was not forbidden, because any music wakened in him a passion of longing and ecstasy 

which demanded expression with an intensity not to be borne. He flung himself grimly into his 

studies and conned Latin and Greek verbs with a persistency which soon placed him at the head 

of all competitors.  

Only once in the long winter did he come near to breaking his promise. One evening, when 

March was melting into April, and the pulses of spring were stirring under the lingering snow, he 

was walking home from school alone. As he descended into the little hollow below the manse a 

lively lilt of music drifted up to meet him. It was only the product of a mouth-organ, manipulated 

by a little black-eyed, French-Canadian hired boy, sitting on the fence by the brook; but there 

was music in the ragged urchin and it came out through his simple toy. It tingled over Felix from 

head to foot; and, when Leon held out the mouth-organ with a fraternal grin of invitation, he 

snatched at it as a famished creature might snatch at food.  

Then, with it half-way to his lips, he paused. True, it was only the violin he had promised never 

to touch; but he felt that if he gave way ever so little to the desire that was in him, it would sweep 

everything before it. If he played on Leon Buote’s mouth-organ, there in that misty spring dale, 

he would go to old Abel’s that evening; he KNEW he would go. To Leon’s amazement, Felix 

threw the mouth-organ back at him and ran up the hill as if he were pursued. There was 



210 

 

something in his boyish face that frightened Leon; and it frightened Janet Andrews as Felix 

rushed past her in the hall of the manse.  

“Child, what’s the matter with you?” she cried. “Are you sick? Have you been scared?”  

“No, no. Leave me alone, Janet,” said Felix chokingly, dashing up the stairs to his own room.  

He was quite composed when he came down to tea, an hour later, though he was unusually pale 

and had purple shadows under his large eyes.  

Mr. Leonard scrutinized him somewhat anxiously; it suddenly occurred to the old minister that 

Felix was looking more delicate than his wont this spring. Well, he had studied hard all winter, 

and he was certainly growing very fast. When vacation came he must be sent away for a visit.  

“They tell me Naomi Clark is real sick,” said Janet. “She has been ailing all winter, and now 

she’s fast to her bed. Mrs. Murphy says she believes the woman is dying, but nobody dares tell 

her so. She won’t give in she’s sick, nor take medicine. And there’s nobody to wait on her except 

that simple creature, Maggie Peterson.”  

“I wonder if I ought to go and see her,” said Mr. Leonard uneasily.  

“What use would it be to bother yourself? You know she wouldn’t see you—she’d shut the door 

in your face like she did before. She’s an awful wicked woman—but it’s kind of terrible to think 

of her lying there sick, with no responsible person to tend her.”  

“Naomi Clark is a bad woman and she lived a life of shame, but I like her, for all that,” remarked 

Felix, in the grave, meditative tone in which he occasionally said rather startling things.  

Mr. Leonard looked somewhat reproachfully at Janet Andrews, as if to ask her why Felix should 

have attained to this dubious knowledge of good and evil under her care; and Janet shot a dour 

look back which, being interpreted, meant that if Felix went to the district school she could not 

and would not be held responsible if he learned more there than arithmetic and Latin.  

“What do you know of Naomi Clark to like or dislike?” she asked curiously. “Did you ever see 

her?”  

“Oh, yes,” Felix replied, addressing himself to his cherry preserve with considerable gusto. “I 

was down at Spruce Cove one night last summer when a big thunderstorm came up. I went to 

Naomi’s house for shelter. The door was open, so I walked right in, because nobody answered 

my knock. Naomi Clark was at the window, watching the cloud coming up over the sea. She just 

looked at me once, but didn’t say anything, and then went on watching the cloud. I didn’t like to 

sit down because she hadn’t asked me to, so I went to the window by her and watched it, too. It 

was a dreadful sight—the cloud was so black and the water so green, and there was such a 

strange light between the cloud and the water; yet there was something splendid in it, too. Part of 

the time I watched the storm, and the other part I watched Naomi’s face. It was dreadful to see, 

like the storm, and yet I liked to see it.  
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“After the thunder was over it rained a while longer, and Naomi sat down and talked to me. She 

asked me who I was, and when I told her she asked me to play something for her on her 

violin,”—Felix shot a deprecating glance at Mr. Leonard—“because, she said, she’d heard I was 

a great hand at it. She wanted something lively, and I tried just as hard as I could to play 

something like that. But I couldn’t. I played something that was terrible—it just played itself—it 

seemed as if something was lost that could never be found again. And before I got through, 

Naomi came at me, and tore the violin from me, and—SWORE. And she said, ‘You big-eyed 

brat, how did you know THAT?’ Then she took me by the arm—and she hurt me, too, I can tell 

you—and she put me right out in the rain and slammed the door.”  

“The rude, unmannerly creature!” said Janet indignantly.  

“Oh, no, she was quite in the right,” said Felix composedly. “It served me right for what I 

played. You see, she didn’t know I couldn’t help playing it. I suppose she thought I did it on 

purpose.”  

“What on earth did you play, child?”  

“I don’t know.” Felix shivered. “It was awful—it was dreadful. It was fit to break your heart. But 

it HAD to be played, if I played anything at all.”  

“I don’t understand what you mean—I declare I don’t,” said Janet in bewilderment.  

“I think we’ll change the subject of conversation,” said Mr. Leonard.  

It was a month later when “the simple creature, Maggie” appeared at the manse door one evening 

and asked for the preached.  

“Naomi wants ter see yer,” she mumbled. “Naomi sent Maggie ter tell yer ter come at onct.”  

“I shall go, certainly,” said Mr. Leonard gently. “Is she very ill?”  

“Her’s dying,” said Maggie with a broad grin. “And her’s awful skeered of hell. Her just knew 

ter-day her was dying. Maggie told her—her wouldn’t believe the harbour women, but her 

believed Maggie. Her yelled awful.”  

Maggie chuckled to herself over the gruesome remembrance. Mr. Leonard, his heart filled with 

pity, called Janet and told her to give the poor creature some refreshment. But Maggie shook her 

head.  

“No, no, preacher, Maggie must get right back to Naomi. Maggie’ll tell her the preacher’s 

coming ter save her from hell.”  

She uttered an eerie cry, and ran at full speed shoreward through the spruce woods.  
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“The Lord save us!” said Janet in an awed tone. “I knew the poor girl was simple, but I didn’t 

know she was like THAT. And are you going, sir?”  

“Yes, of course. I pray God I may be able to help the poor soul,” said Mr. Leonard sincerely. He 

was a man who never shirked what he believed to be his duty; but duty had sometimes presented 

itself to him in pleasanter guise than this summons to Naomi Clark’s death-bed.  

The woman had been the plague spot of Lower Carmody and Carmody Harbour for a generation. 

In the earlier days of his ministry to the congregation he had tried to reclaim her, and Naomi had 

mocked and flouted him to his face. Then, for the sake of those to whom she was a snare or a 

heart-break, he had endeavoured to set the law in motion against her, and Naomi had laughed the 

law to scorn. Finally, he had been compelled to let her alone.  

Yet Naomi had not always been an outcast. Her girlhood had been innocent; but she was the 

possessor of a dangerous beauty, and her mother was dead. Her father was a man notorious for 

his harshness and violence of temper. When Naomi made the fatal mistake of trusting to a false 

love that betrayed and deserted, he drove her from his door with taunts and curses.  

Naomi took up her quarters in a little deserted house at Spruce Cove. Had her child lived it might 

have saved her. But it died at birth, and with its little life went her last chance of worldly 

redemption. From that time forth, her feet were set in the way that takes hold on hell.  

For the past five years, however, Naomi had lived a tolerably respectable life. When Janet 

Peterson had died, her idiot daughter, Maggie, had been left with no kin in the world. Nobody 

knew what was to be done with her, for nobody wanted to be bothered with her. Naomi Clark 

went to the girl and offered her a home. People said she was no fit person to have charge of 

Maggie, but everybody shirked the unpleasant task of interfering in the matter, except Mr. 

Leonard, who went to expostulate with Naomi, and, as Janet said, for his pains got her door shut 

in his face.  

But from the day when Maggie Peterson went to live with her, Naomi ceased to be the harbour 

Magdalen.  

The sun had set when Mr. Leonard reached Spruce Cove, and the harbour was veiling itself in a 

wondrous twilight splendour. Afar out, the sea lay throbbing and purple, and the moan of the bar 

came through the sweet, chill spring air with its burden of hopeless, endless longing and seeking. 

The sky was blossoming into stars above the afterglow; out to the east the moon was rising, and 

the sea beneath it was a thing of radiance and silver and glamour; and a little harbour boat that 

went sailing across it was transmuted into an elfin shallop from the coast of fairyland.  

Mr. Leonard sighed as he turned from the sinless beauty of the sea and sky to the threshold of 

Naomi Clark’s house. It was very small—one room below, and a sleeping-loft above; but a bed 

had been made up for the sick woman by the down-stairs window looking out on the harbour; 

and Naomi lay on it, with a lamp burning at her head and another at her side, although it was not 

yet dark. A great dread of darkness had always been one of Naomi’s peculiarities.  
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She was tossing restlessly on her poor couch, while Maggie crouched on a box at the foot. Mr. 

Leonard had not seen her for five years, and he was shocked at the change in her. She was much 

wasted; her clear-cut, aquiline features had been of the type which becomes indescribably witch-

like in old age, and, though Naomi Clark was barely sixty, she looked as if she might be a 

hundred. Her hair streamed over the pillow in white, uncared-for tresses, and the hands that 

plucked at the bed-clothes were like wrinkled claws. Only her eyes were unchanged; they were 

as blue and brilliant as ever, but now filled with such agonized terror and appeal that Mr. 

Leonard’s gentle heart almost stood still with the horror of them. They were the eyes of a 

creature driven wild with torture, hounded by furies, clutched by unutterable fear.  

Naomi sat up and dragged at his arm.  

“Can you help me? Can you help me?” she gasped imploringly. “Oh, I thought you’d never 

come! I was skeered I’d die before you got here—die and go to hell. I didn’t know before today 

that I was dying. None of those cowards would tell me. Can you help me?”  

“If I cannot, God can,” said Mr. Leonard gently. He felt himself very helpless and inefficient 

before this awful terror and frenzy. He had seen sad death-beds—troubled death-beds—ay, and 

despairing death-beds, but never anything like this. “God!” Naomi’s voice shrilled terribly as she 

uttered the name. “I can’t go to God for help. Oh, I’m skeered of hell, but I’m skeereder still of 

God. I’d rather go to hell a thousand times over than face God after the life I’ve lived. I tell you, 

I’m sorry for living wicked—I was always sorry for it all the time. There ain’t never been a 

moment I wasn’t sorry, though nobody would believe it. I was driven on by fiends of hell. Oh, 

you don’t understand—you CAN’T understand—but I was always sorry!”  

“If you repent, that is all that is necessary. God will forgive you if you ask Him.”  

“No, He can’t! Sins like mine can’t be forgiven. He can’t—and He won’t.”  

“He can and He will. He is a God of love, Naomi.”  

“No,” said Naomi with stubborn conviction. “He isn’t a God of love at all. That’s why I’m 

skeered of him. No, no. He’s a God of wrath and justice and punishment. Love! There ain’t no 

such thing as love! I’ve never found it on earth, and I don’t believe it’s to be found in God.”  

“Naomi, God loves us like a father.”  

“Like MY father?” Naomi’s shrill laughter, pealing through the still room, was hideous to hear.  

The old minister shuddered.  

“No—no! As a kind, tender, all-wise father, Naomi—as you would have loved your little child if 

it had lived.”  

Naomi cowered and moaned.  
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“Oh, I wish I could believe THAT. I wouldn’t be frightened if I could believe that. MAKE me 

believe it. Surely you can make me believe that there’s love and forgiveness in God if you 

believe it yourself.”  

“Jesus Christ forgave and loved the Magdalen, Naomi.”  

“Jesus Christ? Oh, I ain’t afraid of HIM. Yes, HE could understand and forgive. He was half 

human. I tell you, it’s God I’m skeered of.”  

“They are one and the same,” said Mr. Leonard helplessly. He knew he could not make Naomi 

realize it. This anguished death-bed was no place for a theological exposition on the mysteries of 

the Trinity.  

“Christ died for you, Naomi. He bore your sins in His own body on the cross.”  

“We bear our own sins,” said Naomi fiercely. “I’ve borne mine all my life—and I’ll bear them 

for all eternity. I can’t believe anything else. I CAN’T believe God can forgive me. I’ve ruined 

people body and soul—I’ve broken hearts and poisoned homes—I’m worse than a murderess. 

No—no—no, there’s no hope for me.” Her voice rose again into that shrill, intolerable shriek. 

“I’ve got to go to hell. It ain’t so much the fire I’m skeered of as the outer darkness. I’ve always 

been so skeered of darkness—it’s so full of awful things and thoughts. Oh, there ain’t nobody to 

help me! Man ain’t no good and I’m too skeered of God.”  

She wrung her hands. Mr. Leonard walked up and down the room in the keenest anguish of spirit 

he had ever known. What could he do? What could he say? There was healing and peace in his 

religion for this woman as for all others, but he could express it in no language which this 

tortured soul could understand. He looked at her writhing face; he looked at the idiot girl 

chuckling to herself at the foot of the bed; he looked through the open door to the remote, starlit 

night—and a horrible sense of utter helplessness overcame him. He could do nothing—nothing! 

In all his life he had never known such bitterness of soul as the realization brought home to him.  

“What is the good of you if you can’t help me?” moaned the dying woman. “Pray—pray—pray!” 

she shrilled suddenly.  

Mr. Leonard dropped on his knees by the bed. He did not know what to say. No prayer that he 

had ever prayed was of use here. The old, beautiful formulas, which had soothed and helped the 

passing of many a soul, were naught save idle, empty words to Naomi Clark. In his anguish of 

mind Stephen Leonard gasped out the briefest and sincerest prayer his lips had ever uttered.  

“O, God, our Father! Help this woman. Speak to her in a tongue which she can understand.”  

A beautiful, white face appeared for a moment in the light that streamed out of the doorway into 

the darkness of the night. No one noticed it, and it quickly drew back into the shadow. Suddenly, 

Naomi fell back on her pillow, her lips blue, her face horribly pinched, her eyes rolled up in her 

head. Maggie started up, pushed Mr. Leonard aside, and proceeded to administer some remedy 
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with surprising skill and deftness. Mr. Leonard, believing Naomi to be dying, went to the door, 

feeling sick and bruised in soul.  

Presently a figure stole out into the light.  

“Felix, is that you?” said Mr. Leonard in a startled tone.  

“Yes, sir.” Felix came up to the stone step. “Janet got frightened that you might fall on that rough 

road after dark, so she made me come after you with a lantern. I’ve been waiting behind the 

point, but at last I thought I’d better come and see if you would be staying much longer. If you 

will be, I’ll go back to Janet and leave the lantern here with you.” “Yes, that will be the best 

thing to do. I may not be ready to go home for some time yet,” said Mr. Leonard, thinking that 

the death-bed of sin behind him was no sight for Felix’s young eyes.  

“Is that your grandson you’re talking to?” Naomi spoke clearly and strongly. The spasm had 

passed. “If it is, bring him in. I want to see him.”  

Reluctantly, Mr. Leonard signed Felix to enter. The boy stood by Naomi’s bed and looked down 

at her with sympathetic eyes. But at first she did not look at him—she looked past him at the 

minister.  

“I might have died in that spell,” she said, with sullen reproach in her voice, “and if I had, I’d 

been in hell now. You can’t help me—I’m done with you. There ain’t any hope for me, and I 

know it now.”  

She turned to Felix.  

“Take down that fiddle on the wall and play something for me,” she said imperiously. “I’m 

dying—and I’m going to hell—and I don’t want to think of it. Play me something to take my 

thoughts off it—I don’t care what you play. I was always fond of music—there was always 

something in it for me I never found anywhere else.”  

Felix looked at his grandfather. The old man nodded, he felt too ashamed to speak; he sat with 

his fine silver head in his hands, while Felix took down and tuned the old violin, on which so 

many godless lilts had been played in many a wild revel. Mr. Leonard felt that he had failed his 

religion. He could not give Naomi the help that was in it for her.  

Felix drew the bow softly, perplexedly over the strings. He had no idea what he should play. 

Then his eyes were caught and held by Naomi’s burning, mesmeric, blue gaze as she lay on her 

crumpled pillow. A strange, inspired look came over the boy’s face. He began to play as if it 

were not he who played, but some mightier power, of which he was but the passive instrument.  

Sweet and soft and wonderful was the music that stole through the room. Mr. Leonard forgot his 

heartbreak and listened to it in puzzled amazement. He had never heard anything like it before. 

How could the child play like that? He looked at Naomi and marvelled at the change in her face. 
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The fear and frenzy were going out of it; she listened breathlessly, never taking her eyes from 

Felix. At the foot of the bed the idiot girl sat with tears on her cheeks.  

In that strange music was the joy of the innocent, mirthful childhood, blent with the laughter of 

waves and the call of glad winds. Then it held the wild, wayward dreams of youth, sweet and 

pure in all their wildness and waywardness. They were followed by a rapture of young love—all-

surrendering, all-sacrificing love. The music changed. It held the torture of unshed tears, the 

anguish of a heart deceived and desolate. Mr. Leonard almost put his hands over his ears to shut 

out its intolerable poignancy. But on the dying woman’s face was only a strange relief, as if 

some dumb, long-hidden pain had at last won to the healing of utterance.  

The sullen indifference of despair came next, the bitterness of smouldering revolt and misery, the 

reckless casting away of all good. There was something indescribably evil in the music now—so 

evil that Mr. Leonard’s white soul shuddered away in loathing, and Maggie cowered and whined 

like a frightened animal.  

Again the music changed. And in it now there was agony and fear—and repentance and a cry for 

pardon. To Mr. Leonard there was something strangely familiar in it. He struggled to recall 

where he had heard it before; then he suddenly knew—he had heard it before Felix came in 

Naomi’s terrible words! He looked at his grandson with something like awe. Here was a power 

of which he knew nothing—a strange and dreadful power. Was it of God? Or of Satan?  

For the last time the music changed. And now it was not music at all—it was a great, infinite 

forgiveness, an all-comprehending love. It was healing for a sick soul; it was light and hope and 

peace. A Bible text, seemingly incongruous, came into Mr. Leonard’s mind—“This is the house 

of God; this is the gate of heaven.”  

Felix lowered the violin and dropped wearily on a chair by the bed. The inspired light faded from 

his face; once more he was only a tired boy. But Stephen Leonard was on his knees, sobbing like 

a child; and Naomi Clark was lying still, with her hands clasped over her breast.  

“I understand now,” she said very softly. “I couldn’t see it before—and now it’s so plain. I just 

FEEL it. God IS a God of love. He can forgive anybody—even me—even me. He knows all 

about it. I ain’t skeered any more. He just loves me and forgives me as I’d have loved and 

forgiven my baby if she’d lived, no matter how bad she was, or what she did. The minister told 

me that but I couldn’t believe it. I KNOW it now. And He sent you here to-night, boy, to tell it to 

me in a way that I could feel it.”  

Naomi Clark died just as the dawn came up over the sea. Mr. Leonard rose from his watch at her 

bedside and went to the door. Before him spread the harbour, gray and austere in the faint light, 

but afar out the sun was rending asunder the milk-white mists in which the sea was scarfed, and 

under it was a virgin glow of sparkling water.  

The fir trees on the point moved softly and whispered together. The whole world sang of spring 

and resurrection and life; and behind him Naomi Clark’s dead face took on the peace that passes 

understanding.  
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The old minister and his grandson walked home together in a silence that neither wished to 

break. Janet Andrews gave them a good scolding and an excellent breakfast. Then she ordered 

them both to bed; but Mr. Leonard, smiling at her, said:  

“Presently, Janet, presently. But now, take this key, go up to the black chest in the garret, and 

bring me what you will find there.”  

When Janet had gone, he turned to Felix.  

“Felix, would you like to study music as your life-work?”  

Felix looked up, with a transfiguring flush on his wan face.  

“Oh, grandfather! Oh, grandfather!”  

“You may do so, my child. After this night I dare not hinder you. Go with my blessing, and may 

God guide and keep you, and make you strong to do His work and tell His message to humanity 

in your own appointed way. It is not the way I desired for you—but I see that I was mistaken. 

Old Abel spoke truly when he said there was a Christ in your violin as well as a devil. I 

understand what he meant now.”  

He turned to meet Janet, who came into the study with a violin. Felix’s heart throbbed; he 

recognized it. Mr. Leonard took it from Janet and held it out to the boy.  

“This is your father’s violin, Felix. See to it that you never make your music the servant of the 

power of evil—never debase it to unworthy ends. For your responsibility is as your gift, and God 

will exact the accounting of it from you. Speak to the world in your own tongue through it, with 

truth and sincerity; and all I have hoped for you will be abundantly fulfilled.”  
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WINDY NIGHTS 
Whenever the moon and stars are set, Whenever the wind is high, All night long in the dark and 

wet, A man goes riding by. Late in the night when the fires are out, Why does he gallop and 

gallop about?  

Whenever the trees are crying aloud, And ships are tossed at sea, By, on the highway, low and 

loud, By at the gallop goes he. By at the gallop he goes, and then By he comes back at the gallop 

again.  
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FOREIGN LANDS  

TRAVEL 
I should like to rise and go Where the golden apples grow;— Where below another sky Parrot 

islands anchored lie, And, watched by cockatoos and goats, Lonely Crusoes building boats;— 

Where in sunshine reaching out Eastern cities, miles about, Are with mosque and minaret 

Among sandy gardens set, And the rich goods from near and far Hang for sale in the bazaar;— 

Where the Great Wall round China goes, And on one side the desert blows, And with bell and 

voice and drum, Cities on the other hum;— Where are forests, hot as fire, Wide as England, tall 

as a spire, Full of apes and cocoa-nuts And the negro hunters' huts;— Where the knotty crocodile 

Lies and blinks in the Nile, And the red flamingo flies Hunting fish before his eyes;— Where in 

jungles, near and far, Man-devouring tigers are, Lying close and giving ear Lest the hunt be 

drawing near,  
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Or a comer-by be seen Swinging in a palanquin;— Where among the desert sands Some deserted 

city stands, All its children, sweep and prince, Grown to manhood ages since, Not a foot in street 

or house, Not a stir of child or mouse, And when kindly falls the night, In all the town no spark 

of light. There I'll come when I'm a man With a camel caravan; Light a fire in the gloom Of 

some dusty dining-room; See the pictures on the walls, Heroes, fights, and festivals; And in a 

corner find the toys Of the old Egyptian boys.  
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SINGING 
Of speckled eggs the birdie sings And nests among the trees; The sailor sings of ropes and things 

In ships upon the seas.  

The children sing in far Japan, The children sing in Spain; The organ with the organ man Is 

singing in the rain.  
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LOOKING FORWARD 
When I am grown to man's estate I shall be very proud and great, And tell the other girls and 

boys Not to meddle with my toys.  

 

A GOOD PLAY 
We built a ship upon the stairs All made of the back-bedroom chairs, And filled it full of sofa 

pillows To go a-sailing on the billows.  

We took a saw and several nails, And water in the nursery pails; And Tom said, "Let us also take 

An apple and a slice of cake;"— Which was enough for Tom and me To go a-sailing on, till tea.  

We sailed along for days and days And had the very best of plays; But Tom fell out and hurt his 

knee, So there was no one left but me.  
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WHERE GO THE BOATS? 

 
 

Dark brown is the river, Golden is the sand. It flows along for ever, With trees on either hand.  

Green leaves a-floating, Castles of the foam, Boats of mine a-boating— Where will all come 

home?  

On goes the river And out past the mill, Away down the valley, Away down the hill.  

Away down the river, A hundred miles or more, Other little children Shall bring my boats 

ashore.  



224 

 

 

AUNTIE'S SKIRTS 
Whenever Auntie moves around, Her dresses make a curious sound, They trail behind her up the 

floor, And trundle after through the door.  

 

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE 
When I was sick and lay a-bed, I had two pillows at my head, And all my toys beside me lay To 

keep me happy all the day.  

And sometimes for an hour or so I watched my leaden soldiers go, With different uniforms and 

drills, Among the bed-clothes, through the hills;  
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And sometimes sent my ships in fleets All up and down among the sheets; Or brought my trees 

and houses out, And planted cities all about.  

I was the giant great and still That sits upon the pillow-hill, And sees before him, dale and plain, 

The pleasant land of counterpane.  

THE LAND OF COUNTERPANE  

 

THE LAND OF NOD 
From breakfast on through all the day At home among my friends I stay, But every night I go 

abroad Afar into the land of Nod.  

All by myself I have to go, With none to tell me what to do— All alone beside the streams And 

up the mountain-sides of dreams.  
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The strangest things are there for me, Both things to eat and things to see, And many frightening 

sights abroad Till morning in the land of Nod.  

Try as I like to find the way, I never can get back by day, Nor can remember plain and clear The 

curious music that I hear.  
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MY SHADOW 
I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me, And what can be the use of him is more than 

I can see. He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; And I see him jump before me, 

when I jump into my bed.  

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow— Not at all like proper children, which 

is always very slow; For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball, And he 

sometimes gets so little that there's none of him at all.  

He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play, And can only make a fool of me in every 

sort of way. He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see; I'd think shame to stick to 

nursie as that shadow sticks to me!  

MY SHADOW  

 

One morning, very early, before the sun was up, I rose and found the shining dew on every 

buttercup; But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head, Had stayed at home behind me 

and was fast asleep in bed.  
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SYSTEM 
Every night my prayers I say, And get my dinner every day; And every day that I've been good, I 

get an orange after food.  

The child that is not clean and neat, With lots of toys and things to eat, He is a naughty child, I'm 

sure— Or else his dear papa is poor.  
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A GOOD BOY 
I woke before the morning, I was happy all the day, I never said an ugly word, but smiled and 

stuck to play.  

And now at last the sun is going down behind the wood, And I am very happy, for I know that 

I've been good.  

My bed is waiting cool and fresh, with linen smooth and fair And I must be off to sleepsin-by, 

and not forget my prayer.  

I know that, till to-morrow I shall see the sun arise, No ugly dream shall fright my mind, no ugly 

sight my eyes.  

But slumber hold me tightly till I waken in the dawn, And hear the thrushes singing in the lilacs 

round the lawn.  

 

ESCAPE AT BEDTIME 
The lights from the parlour and kitchen shone out Through the blinds and the windows and bars; 

And high overhead and all moving about, There were thousands of millions of stars. There ne'er 

were such thousands of leaves on a tree, Nor of people in church or the Park, As the crowds of 

the stars that looked down upon me, And that glittered and winked in the dark.  

The Dog, and the Plough, and the Hunter, and all, And the star of the sailor, and Mars, These 

shone in the sky, and the pail by the wall Would be half full of water and stars.  
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They saw me at last, and they chased me with cries, And they soon had me packed into bed; But 

the glory kept shining and bright in my eyes, And the stars going round in my head.  

 
 

 

MARCHING SONG 
Bring the comb and play upon it! Marching, here we come! Willie cocks his highland bonnet, 

Johnnie beats the drum.  

Mary Jane commands the party, Peter leads the rear; Feet in time, alert and hearty, Each a 

Grenadier!  
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All in the most martial manner Marching double-quick; While the napkin, like a banner, Waves 

upon the stick!  

Here's enough of fame and pillage, Great commander Jane! Now that we've been round the 

village, Let's go home again.  

 

 

THE COW 
The friendly cow all red and white, I love with all my heart: She gives me cream with all her 

might, To eat with apple-tart.  

She wanders lowing here and there, And yet she cannot stray, All in the pleasant open air, The 

pleasant light of day;  

And blown by all the winds that pass And wet with all the showers, She walks among the 

meadow grass And eats the meadow flowers.  
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HAPPY THOUGHT 
The world is so full of a number of things, I'm sure we should all be as happy as kings.  

 

THE WIND 
I saw you toss the kites on high And blow the birds about the sky; And all around I heard you 

pass, Like ladies' skirts across the grass— O wind, a-blowing all day long, O wind, that sings so 

loud a song!  

I saw the different things you did, But always you yourself you hid. I felt you push, I heard you 

call, I could not see yourself at all— O wind, a-blowing all day long, O wind, that sings so loud a 

song!  

O you that are so strong and cold, O blower, are you young or old? Are you a beast of field and 

tree, Or just a stronger child than me? O wind, a-blowing all day long, O wind, that sings so loud 

a song!  
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KEEPSAKE MILL 
Over the borders, a sin without pardon, Breaking the branches and crawling below, Out through 

the breach in the wall of the garden, Down by the banks of the river, we go.  

Here is the mill with the humming of thunder, Here is the weir with the wonder of foam, Here is 

the sluice with the race running under— Marvellous places, though handy to home!  

Sounds of the village grow stiller and stiller, Stiller the note of the birds on the hill; Dusty and 

dim are the eyes of the miller, Deaf are his ears with the moil of the mill.  

Years may go by, and the wheel in the river Wheel as it wheels for us, children, to-day, Wheel 

and keep roaring and foaming for ever Long after all of the boys are away.  

Home from the Indies and home from the ocean, Heroes and soldiers we all shall come home; 

Still we shall find the old mill wheel in motion, Turning and churning that river to foam. [Pg 31] 

You with the bean that I gave when we quarrelled, I with your marble of Saturday last, Honoured 

and old and all gaily apparelled, Here we shall meet and remember the past.  
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GOOD AND BAD CHILDREN 
Children, you are very little, And your bones are very brittle; If you would grow great and 

stately, You must try to walk sedately.  

You must still be bright and quiet, And content with simple diet; And remain, through all 

bewild'ring, Innocent and honest children.  

Happy hearts and happy faces, Happy play in grassy places— That was how, in ancient ages, 

Children grew to kings and sages. [Pg 33] 

But the unkind and the unruly, And the sort who eat unduly, They must never hope for glory— 

Theirs is quite a different story!  

Cruel children, crying babies, All grew up as geese and gabies, Hated, as their age increases, By 

their nephews and their nieces.  
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FOREIGN CHILDREN 
Little Indian, Sioux or Crow, Little frosty Eskimo, Little Turk or Japanee, Oh! don't you wish 

that you were me?  

You have seen the scarlet trees And the lions over seas; You have eaten ostrich eggs, And turned 

the turtles off their legs.  

Such a life is very fine, But it's not so nice as mine: You must often, as you trod, Have wearied 

not to be abroad.  

You have curious things to eat, I am fed on proper meat; You must dwell beyond the foam, But I 

am safe and live at home. Little Indian, Sioux or Crow, Little frosty Eskimo, Little Turk or 

Japanee, Oh! don't you wish that you were me?  
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FOREIGN CHILDREN  
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THE SUN TRAVELS 
The sun is not a-bed, when I At night upon my pillow lie; Still round the earth his way he takes, 

And morning after morning makes.  

While here at home, in shining day, We round the sunny garden play, Each little Indian sleepy-

head Is being kissed and put to bed.  

And when at eve I rise from tea, Day dawns beyond the Atlantic Sea; And all the children in the 

West Are getting up and being dressed.  

 

THE LAMPLIGHTER 
My tea is nearly ready and the sun has left the sky. It's time to take the window to see Leerie 

going by; For every night at teatime and before you take your seat, With lantern and with ladder 

he comes posting up the street.  
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Now Tom would be a driver and Maria go to sea, And my papa's a banker and as rich as he can 

be; But I, when I am stronger and can choose what I'm to do, O Leerie, I'll go round at night and 

light the lamps with you!  

For we are very lucky, with a lamp before the door, And Leerie stops to light it as he lights so 

many more; And oh! before you hurry by with ladder and with light; O Leerie, see a little child 

and nod to him tonight!  
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MY BED IS A BOAT 
My bed is like a little boat; Nurse helps me in when I embark; She girds me in my sailor's coat 

And starts me in the dark.  

At night, I go on board and say Good-night to all my friends on shore; I shut my eyes and sail 

away And see and hear no more.  

And sometimes things to bed I take, As prudent sailors have to do; Perhaps a slice of wedding-

cake, Perhaps a toy or two. [Pg 39] 

All night across the dark we steer; But when the day returns at last, Safe in my room, beside the 

pier, I find my vessel fast.  
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THE MOON 
The moon has a face like the clock in the hall; She shines on thieves on the garden wall, On 

streets and field and harbour quays, And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.  

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse, The howling dog by the door of the house, The bat 

that lies in bed at noon, All love to be out by the light of the moon.  

But all of the things that belong to the day Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way; And flowers and 

children close their eyes Till up in the morning the sun shall arise.  
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THE SWING 
How do you like to go up in a swing, Up in the air so blue? Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 

Ever a child can do!  

Up in the air and over the wall, Till I can see so wide, Rivers and trees and cattle and all Over the 

countryside—  

Till I look down on the garden green, Down on the roof so brown— Up in the air I go flying 

again, Up in the air and down!  

 

 

TIME TO RISE 
A birdie with a yellow bill Hopped upon the window sill, Cocked his shining eye and said: "Ain't 

you 'shamed, you sleepy-head!"  
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LOOKING-GLASS RIVER 
Smooth it glides upon its travel, Here a wimple, there a gleam— O the clean gravel! O the 

smooth stream!  

Sailing blossoms, silver fishes, Paven pools as clear as air— How a child wishes To live down 

there!  

We can see our coloured faces Floating on the shaken pool Down in cool places, Dim and very 

cool;  

Till a wind or water wrinkle, Dipping marten, plumping trout, Spreads in a twinkle And blots all 

out. [Pg 44] 

See the rings pursue each other; All below grows black as night, Just as if mother Had blown out 

the light!  

Patience, children, just a minute— See the spreading circles die; The stream and all in it Will 

clear by-and-by.  

 

FAIRY BREAD 
Come up here, O dusty feet! Here is fairy bread to eat. Here in my retiring room, Children, you 

may dine On the golden smell of broom And the shade of pine; And when you have eaten well, 

Fairy stories hear and tell.  
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FROM A RAILWAY CARRIAGE 
Faster than fairies, faster than witches, Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches; And charging 

along like troops in a battle All through the meadows the horses and cattle: All of the sights of 

the hill and the plain Fly as thick as driving rain; And ever again, in the wink of an eye, Painted 

stations whistle by. Here is a child who clambers and scrambles, All by himself and gathering 

brambles; Here is a tramp who stands and gazes; And there is the green for stringing the daisies 

Here is a cart run away in the road Lumping along with man and load; And here is a mill, and 

there is a river: Each a glimpse and gone for ever!  

 

WINTER-TIME 
Late lies the wintry sun a-bed, A frosty, fiery sleepy-head; Blinks but an hour or two; and then, 

A blood-red orange, sets again.  
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Before the stars have left the skies, At morning in the dark I rise; And shivering in my 

nakedness, By the cold candle, bathe and dress.  

Close by the jolly fire I sit To warm my frozen bones a bit; Or with a reindeer-sled, explore The 

colder countries round the door.  

When to go out, my nurse doth wrap Me in my comforter and cap; The cold wind burns my face, 

and blows Its frosty pepper up my nose.  

Black are my steps on silver sod; Thick blows my frosty breath abroad; And tree and house, and 

hill and lake, Are frosted like a wedding-cake.  

 



245 

 

 

THE HAYLOFT 
Through all the pleasant meadow-side The grass grew shoulder-high, Till the shining scythes 

went far and wide And cut it down to dry.  

Those green and sweetly smelling crops They led in waggons home; And they piled them here in 

mountain tops For mountaineers to roam.  

Here is Mount Clear, Mount Rusty-Nail, Mount Eagle and Mount High;— The mice that in these 

mountains dwell, No happier are than I!  

Oh, what a joy to clamber there, Oh, what a place for play, With the sweet, the dim, the dusty air, 

The happy hills of hay!  
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THE HAYLOFT  

 

 

FAREWELL TO THE FARM 
The coach is at the door at last; The eager children, mounting fast And kissing hands, in chorus 

sing: Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!  

To house and garden, field and lawn, The meadow-gates we swang upon, To pump and stable, 

tree and swing, Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!  
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And fare you well for evermore, O ladder at the hayloft door, O hayloft where the cobwebs cling, 

Good-bye, good-bye, to everything!  

Crack goes the whip, and off we go; The trees and houses smaller grow; Last, round the woody 

turn we swing: Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 
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THE TALE OF BENJAMIN BUNNY 

FOR THE CHILDREN OF SAWREY FROM OLD MR. BUNNY 

ONE morning a little rabbit sat on a bank. 

He pricked his ears and listened to the trit-trot, trit-trot of a pony. 

A gig was coming along the road; it was driven by Mr. McGregor, and beside him sat Mrs. 

McGregor in her best bonnet. 

AS soon as they had passed, little Benjamin Bunny slid down into the road, and set off—with a 

hop, skip and a jump—to call upon his relations, who lived in the wood at the back of Mr. 

McGregor's garden. 

THAT wood was full of rabbit holes; and in the neatest sandiest hole of all, cousins—Flopsy, 

Mopsy, Cotton-tail and Peter. 

Old Mrs. Rabbit was a widow; she earned her living by knitting 

rabbit-wool mittens and muffetees (I once bought a pair at a bazaar). 

She also sold herbs, and rosemary tea, and rabbit-tobacco (which is what 

WE call lavender). 

LITTLE Benjamin did not very much want to see his Aunt. 

He came round the back of the fir-tree, and nearly tumbled upon the top of his Cousin Peter. 

PETER was sitting by himself. He looked poorly, and was dressed in a red cotton pocket-

handkerchief. 

"Peter,"—said little Benjamin, in a whisper—"who has got your clothes?" 

PETER replied—"The scarecrow in Mr. McGregor's garden," and described how he had been 

chased about the garden, and had dropped his shoes and coat. 

Little Benjamin sat down beside his cousin, and assured him that Mr. McGregor had gone out in 

a gig, and Mrs. McGregor also; and certainly for the day, because she was wearing her best 

bonnet. 

PETER said he hoped that it would rain. 

At this point, old Mrs. Rabbit's voice was heard inside the rabbit hole calling—"Cotton-tail! 

Cotton-tail! fetch some more camomile!" 

Peter said he thought he might feel better if he went for a walk. 
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THEY went away hand in hand, and got upon the flat top of the wall at the bottom of the wood. 

From here they looked down into Mr. McGregor's garden. Peter's coat and shoes were plainly to 

be seen upon the scarecrow, topped with an old tam-o-shanter of Mr. McGregor's. 

LITTLE Benjamin said, "It spoils people's clothes to squeeze under a gate; the proper way to get 

in, is to climb down a pear tree." 

Peter fell down head first; but it was of no consequence, as the bed below was newly raked and 

quite soft. 

IT had been sown with lettuces. 

They left a great many odd little foot-marks all over the bed, especially little Benjamin, who was 

wearing clogs. 

LITTLE Benjamin said that the first thing to be done was to get back Peter's clothes, in order that 

they might be able to use the pocket handkerchief. 

They took them off the scarecrow. There had been rain during the night; there was water in the 

shoes, and the coat was somewhat shrunk. 

Benjamin tried on the tam-o-shanter, but it was too big for him. 

THEN he suggested that they should fill the pocket-handkerchief with onions, as a little present 

for his Aunt. 

Peter did not seem to be enjoying himself; he kept hearing noises. 

BENJAMIN, on the contrary, was perfectly at home, and ate a lettuce leaf. He said that he was in 

the habit of coming to the garden with his father to get lettuces for their Sunday dinner. 

(The name of little Benjamin's papa was old Mr. Benjamin Bunny.) 

The lettuces certainly were very fine. 

PETER did not eat anything; he said he should like to go home. Presently he dropped half the 

onions. 

LITTLE Benjamin said that it was not possible to get back up the pear-tree, with a load of 

vegetables. He led the way boldly towards the other end of the garden. They went along a little 

walk on planks, under a sunny red-brick wall. 

The mice sat on their door-steps cracking cherry-stones, they winked at 

Peter Rabbit and little Benjamin Bunny. 

PRESENTLY Peter let the pocket-handkerchief go again. 
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THEY got amongst flower-pots, and frames and tubs; Peter heard noises worse than ever, his 

eyes were as big as lolly-pops! 

He was a step or two in front of his cousin, when he suddenly stopped. 

THIS is what those little rabbits saw round that corner! 

Little Benjamin took one look, and then, in half a minute less than no time, he hid himself and 

Peter and the onions underneath a large basket…. 

THE cat got up and stretched herself, and came and sniffed at the basket. 

Perhaps she liked the smell of onions! 

Anyway, she sat down upon the top of the basket. 

SHE sat there for FIVE HOURS. 

* * * * * 

I cannot draw you a picture of Peter and Benjamin underneath the basket, because it was quite 

dark, and because the smell of onions was fearful; it made Peter Rabbit and little Benjamin cry. 

The sun got round behind the wood, and it was quite late in the afternoon; but still the cat sat 

upon the basket. 

AT length there was a pitter-patter, pitter-patter, and some bits of mortar fell from the wall 

above. 

The cat looked up and saw old Mr. Benjamin Bunny prancing along the top of the wall of the 

upper terrace. 

He was smoking a pipe of rabbit-tobacco, and had a little switch in his hand. 

He was looking for his son. 

OLD Mr. Bunny had no opinion whatever of cats. 

He took a tremendous jump off the top of the wall on to the top of the cat, and cuffed it off the 

basket, and kicked it into the garden-house, scratching off a handful of fur. 

The cat was too much surprised to scratch back. 

WHEN old Mr. Bunny had driven the cat into the green-house, he locked the door. 
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Then he came back to the basket and took out his son Benjamin by the ears, and whipped him 

with the little switch. 

Then he took out his nephew Peter. 

THEN he took out the handkerchief of onions, and marched out of the garden. 

When Mr. McGregor returned about half an hour later, he observed several things which 

perplexed him. 

It looked as though some person had been walking all over the garden in a pair of clogs—only 

the foot-marks were too ridiculously little! 

Also he could not understand how the cat could have managed to shut herself up INSIDE the 

green-house, locking the door upon the OUTSIDE. 

WHEN Peter got home, his mother forgave him, because she was so glad to see that he had 

found his shoes and coat. Cotton-tail and Peter folded up the pocket-handkerchief, and old Mrs. 

Rabbit strung up the onions and hung them from the kitchen ceiling, with the rabbit-tobacco. 

THE END 

THE TALE OF THE FLOPSY BUNNIES 

FOR ALL LITTLE FRIENDS OF MR. McGREGOR & PETER & BENJAMIN 

IT is said that the effect of eating too much lettuce is "soporific." 

I have never felt sleepy after eating lettuces; but then I am not a rabbit. 

They certainly had a very soporific effect upon the Flopsy Bunnies! 

WHEN Benjamin Bunny grew up, he married his Cousin Flopsy. They had a large family, and 

they were very improvident and cheerful. 

I do not remember the separate names of their children; they were generally called the "Flopsy 

Bunnies." 

AS there was not always quite enough to eat,—Benjamin used to borrow cabbages from Flopsy's 

brother, Peter Rabbit, who kept a nursery garden. 

SOMETIMES Peter Rabbit had no cabbages to spare. 
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WHEN this happened, the Flopsy Bunnies went across the field to a rubbish heap, in the ditch 

outside Mr. McGregor's garden. 

MR. McGREGOR'S rubbish heap was a mixture. There were jam pots and paper bags, and 

mountains of chopped grass from the mowing machine (which always tasted oily), and some 

rotten vegetable marrows and an old boot or two. One day—oh joy!—there were a quantity of 

overgrown lettuces, which had "shot" into flower. 

THE Flopsy Bunnies simply stuffed lettuces. By degrees, one after another, they were overcome 

with slumber, and lay down in the mown grass. 

Benjamin was not so much overcome as his children. Before going to sleep he was sufficiently 

wide awake to put a paper bag over his head to keep off the flies. 

THE little Flopsy Bunnies slept delightfully in the warm sun. From the lawn beyond the garden 

came the distant clacketty sound of the mowing machine. The blue-bottles buzzed about the wall, 

and a little old mouse picked over the rubbish among the jam pots. 

(I can tell you her name, she was called Thomasina Tittlemouse, a woodmouse with a long tail.) 

SHE rustled across the paper bag, and awakened Benjamin Bunny. 

The mouse apologized profusely, and said that she knew Peter Rabbit. 

WHILE she and Benjamin were talking, close under the wall, they heard a heavy tread above 

their heads; and suddenly Mr. McGregor emptied out a sackful of lawn mowings right upon the 

top of the sleeping Flopsy Bunnies! Benjamin shrank down under his paper bag. The mouse hid 

in a jam pot. 

THE little rabbits smiled sweetly in their sleep under the shower of grass; they did not awake 

because the lettuces had been so soporific. 

They dreamt that their mother Flopsy was tucking them up in a hay bed. 

Mr. McGregor looked down after emptying his sack. He saw some funny little brown tips of ears 

sticking up through the lawn mowings. He stared at them for some time. 

PRESENTLY a fly settled on one of them and it moved. 

Mr. McGregor climbed down on to the rubbish heap— 

"One, two, three, four! five! six leetle rabbits!" said he as he dropped them into his sack. The 

Flopsy Bunnies dreamt that their mother was turning them over in bed. They stirred a little in 

their sleep, but still they did not wake up. 

MR. McGREGOR tied up the sack and left it on the wall. 
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He went to put away the mowing machine. 

WHILE he was gone, Mrs. Flopsy Bunny (who had remained at home) came across the field. 

She looked suspiciously at the sack and wondered where everybody was? 

THEN the mouse came out of her jam pot, and Benjamin took the paper bag off his head, and 

they told the doleful tale. 

Benjamin and Flopsy were in despair, they could not undo the string. 

But Mrs. Tittlemouse was a resourceful person. She nibbled a hole in the bottom corner of the 

sack. 

THE little rabbits were pulled out and pinched to wake them. 

Their parents stuffed the empty sack with three rotten vegetable marrows, an old blacking-brush 

and two decayed turnips. 

THEN they all hid under a bush and watched for Mr. McGregor. 

MR. McGREGOR came back and picked up the sack, and carried it off. 

He carried it hanging down, as if it were rather heavy. 

The Flopsy Bunnies followed at a safe distance. 

THEY watched him go into his house. 

And then they crept up to the window to listen. 

MR. McGREGOR threw down the sack on the stone floor in a way that would have been 

extremely painful to the Flopsy Bunnies, if they had happened to have been inside it. 

They could hear him drag his chair on the flags, and chuckle— 

"One, two, three, four, five, six leetle rabbits!" said Mr. McGregor. 

"EH? What's that? What have they been spoiling now?" enquired Mrs. 

McGregor. 

"One, two, three, four, five, six leetle fat rabbits!" repeated Mr. 

McGregor, counting on his fingers—"one, two, three—" 

"Don't you be silly; what do you mean, you silly old man?" 
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"In the sack! one, two, three, four, five, six!" replied Mr. McGregor. 

(The youngest Flopsy Bunny got upon the window-sill.) 

MRS. McGREGOR took hold of the sack and felt it. She said she could feel six, but they must be 

OLD rabbits, because they were so hard and all different shapes. 

"Not fit to eat; but the skins will do fine to line my old cloak." 

"Line your old cloak?" shouted Mr. McGregor—"I shall sell them and buy myself baccy!" 

"Rabbit tobacco! I shall skin them and cut off their heads." 

MRS. McGREGOR untied the sack and put her hand inside. 

When she felt the vegetables she became very very angry. She said that 

Mr. McGregor had "done it a purpose." 

AND Mr. McGregor was very angry too. One of the rotten marrows came flying through the 

kitchen window, and hit the youngest Flopsy Bunny. 

It was rather hurt. 

THEN Benjamin and Flopsy thought that it was time to go home. 

SO Mr. McGregor did not get his tobacco, and Mrs. McGregor did not get her rabbit skins. 

But next Christmas Thomasina Tittlemouse got a present of enough rabbit-wool to make herself 

a cloak and a hood, and a handsome muff and a pair of warm mittens. 

The End. 

 

Vladimir Propp’s Functions (from Wikipedia) 

After the initial situation is depicted, any wonder tale will be composed of a selection of the 

following 31 functions, in a fixed, consecutive order:[2]  

1. ABSENTATION: A member of the hero's community or family leaves the security of the 

home environment. This may be the hero themselves, or some other relation that the hero must 

later rescue. This division of the cohesive family injects initial tension into the storyline. This 

may serve as the hero's introduction, typically portraying them as an ordinary person.  

2. INTERDICTION: A forbidding edict or command is passed upon the hero ('don't go there', 

'don't do this'). The hero is warned against some action.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vladimir_Propp#cite_note-2
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hero
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3. VIOLATION of INTERDICTION. The prior rule is violated. Therefore the hero did not 

listen to the command or forbidding edict. Whether committed by the Hero by accident or 

temper, a third party or a foe, this generally leads to negative consequences. The villain enters 

the story via this event, although not necessarily confronting the hero. They may be a lurking and 

manipulative presence, or might act against the hero's family in his absence.  

4. RECONNAISSANCE: The villain makes an effort to attain knowledge needed to fulfill their 

plot. Disguises are often invoked as the villain actively probes for information, perhaps for a 

valuable item or to abduct someone. They may speak with a family member who innocently 

divulges a crucial insight. The villain may also seek out the hero in their reconnaissance, perhaps 

to gauge their strengths in response to learning of their special nature.  

5. DELIVERY: The villain succeeds at recon and gains a lead on their intended victim. A map 

is often involved in some level of the event.  

6. TRICKERY: The villain attempts to deceive the victim to acquire something valuable. They 

press further, aiming to con the protagonists and earn their trust. Sometimes the villain make 

little or no deception and instead ransoms one valuable thing for another.  

7. COMPLICITY: The victim is fooled or forced to concede and unwittingly or unwillingly 

helps the villain, who is now free to access somewhere previously off-limits, like the privacy of 

the hero's home or a treasure vault, acting without restraint in their ploy.  

8. VILLAINY or LACKING: The villain harms a family member, including but not limited to 

abduction, theft, spoiling crops, plundering, banishment or expulsion of one or more 

protagonists, murder, threatening a forced marriage, inflicting nightly torments and so on. 

Simultaneously or alternatively, a protagonist finds they desire or require something lacking 

from the home environment (potion, artifact, etc.). The villain may still be indirectly involved, 

perhaps fooling the family member into believing they need such an item.  

9. MEDIATION: One or more of the negative factors covered above comes to the attention of 

the Hero, who uncovers the deceit/perceives the lacking/learns of the villainous acts that have 

transpired.  

10. BEGINNING COUNTERACTION: The hero considers ways to resolve the issues, by 

seeking a needed magical item, rescuing those who are captured or otherwise thwarting the 

villain. This is a defining moment for the hero, one that shapes their further actions and marks 

the point when they begin to fit their noble mantle.  

11. DEPARTURE: The hero leaves the home environment, this time with a sense of purpose. 

Here begins their adventure.  

12. FIRST FUNCTION OF THE DONOR: The hero encounters a magical agent or helper 

(donor) on their path, and is tested in some manner through interrogation, combat, puzzles or 

more.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Villain
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donor_(fairy_tale)
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13. HERO'S REACTION: The hero responds to the actions of their future donor; perhaps 

withstanding the rigours of a test and/or failing in some manner, freeing a captive, reconciles 

disputing parties or otherwise performing good services. This may also be the first time the hero 

comes to understand the villain's skills and powers, and uses them for good.  

14. RECEIPT OF A MAGICAL AGENT: The hero acquires use of a magical agent as a 

consequence of their good actions. This may be a directly acquired item, something located after 

navigating a tough environment, a good purchased or bartered with a hard-earned resource or 

fashioned from parts and ingredients prepared by the hero, spontaneously summoned from 

another world, a magical food that is consumed, or even the earned loyalty and aid of another.  

15. GUIDANCE: The hero is transferred, delivered or somehow led to a vital location, perhaps 

related to one of the above functions such as the home of the donor or the location of the magical 

agent or its parts, or to the villain.  

16. STRUGGLE: The hero and villain meet and engage in conflict directly, either in battle or 

some nature of contest.  

17. BRANDING: The hero is marked in some manner, perhaps receiving a distinctive scar or 

granted a cosmetic item like a ring or scarf.  

18. VICTORY: The villain is defeated by the hero – killed in combat, outperformed in a contest, 

struck when vulnerable, banished, and so on.  

19. LIQUIDATION: The earlier misfortunes or issues of the story are resolved; object of search 

are distributed, spells broken, captives freed.  

20. RETURN: The hero travels back to their home.  

21. PURSUIT: The hero is pursued by some threatening adversary, who perhaps seek to capture 

or eat them.  

22. RESCUE: The hero is saved from a chase. Something may act as an obstacle to delay the 

pursuer, or the hero may find or be shown a way to hide, up to and including transformation 

unrecognisably. The hero's life may be saved by another.  

23. UNRECOGNIZED ARRIVAL: The hero arrives, whether in a location along their journey 

or in their destination, and is unrecognised or unacknowledged.  

24. UNFOUNDED CLAIMS: A false hero presents unfounded claims or performs some other 

form of deceit. This may be the villain, one of the villain's underlings or an unrelated party. It 

may even be some form of future donor for the hero, once they've faced their actions.  

25. DIFFICULT TASK: A trial is proposed to the hero – riddles, test of strength or endurance, 

acrobatics and other ordeals.  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/False_hero
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26. SOLUTION: The hero accomplishes a difficult task.  

27. RECOGNITION: The hero is given due recognition – usually by means of their prior 

branding.  

28. EXPOSURE: The false hero and/or villain is exposed to all and sundry.  

29. TRANSFIGURATION: The hero gains a new appearance. This may reflect aging and/or 

the benefits of labour and health, or it may constitute a magical remembering after a limb or digit 

was lost (as a part of the branding or from failing a trial). Regardless, it serves to improve their 

looks.  

30. PUNISHMENT: The villain suffers the consequences of their actions, perhaps at the hands 

of the hero, the avenged victims, or as a direct result of their own ploy.  

31.WEDDING: The hero marries and is rewarded or promoted by the family or community, 

typically ascending to a throne.  

Some of these functions may be inverted, such as the hero receives an artifact of power whilst 

still at home, thus fulfilling the donor function early. Typically such functions are negated twice, 

so that it must be repeated three times in Western cultures.[3]  

Characters 

He also concluded that all the characters in tales could be resolved into 7 abstract character 

functions  

1. The villain — an evil character that creates struggles for the hero. 

2. The dispatcher — any character who illustrates the need for the hero's quest and sends the 

hero off. This often overlaps with the princess's father. 

3. The helper — a typically magical entity that comes to help the hero in their quest. 

4. The princess or prize, and often her father — the hero deserves her throughout the story 

but is unable to marry her as a consequence of some evil or injustice, perhaps the work of 

the villain. The hero's journey is often ended when he marries the princess, which 

constitutes the villain's defeat. 

5. The donor — a character that prepares the hero or gives the hero some magical object, 

sometimes after testing them. 

6. The hero — the character who reacts to the dispatcher and donor characters, thwarts the 

villain, resolves any lacking or wronghoods and weds the princess. 

7. The false hero — a Miles Gloriosus figure who takes credit for the hero's actions or tries 

to marry the princess.[4] 

These roles could sometimes be distributed among various characters, as the hero kills the villain 

dragon, and the dragon's sisters take on the villainous role of chasing him. Conversely, one 

character could engage in acts as more than one role, as a father could send his son on the quest 

and give him a sword, acting as both dispatcher and donor. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rule_of_three_(writing)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vladimir_Propp#cite_note-3
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fictional_character
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Villain
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donor_(fairy_tale)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hero
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/False_hero
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Miles_Gloriosus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vladimir_Propp#cite_note-4

